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I^^TRODUCT0RY ‘NOTE 


^ * V 

The following story doej nbt assume to be what is 

generaky. understood by novel.” It is simply the 

account^ of a strange and daring experiment oneg 

actually^ attempted, and is offered to* tl\ose* who are in- 
* ® » * 
terested in the unseen “possibilities” of the Hereafter, 

merely for what it is, — a single dj^isode in ^e life of 

a* man who voluntarily sacrificed Bis* wiiole worldly 

career in a supreme effort to •prove the apparently 

Un provable. 
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I 

*theatre was full, — crowded from floor to^ ceiling ; the 
i lights wei^ turned low to give the stage fifll prominence, 
— and^a large audience packed close in pif and gallery as we]l 
as in balcony and stalls, listened with or without interest, which- 
evxT way liest sffited their different temperaments and manner 
of breeding, to the welj-worn famous soliloqu^ in HamUt — 
“ To be or n%t to be.” It w^ the fii»t night of a new render- 
in^ <yf Shakespeare’s ever puzzling play, —the chief actor was a 
great actor, albeit not admitted as such by the petty cliques, — 
he had thought out the strange and complex character of the 
pyschological^Dane for himself, with the jesult that even the 
listless, languid, generally impassiyf occupants of the stalls, 
many of whom had no doubt heard a hundred Harriets, were 
roused fcr once out of their chronic iState of b6l«dom into 
something like attention, as the/amiliar lines fel^or? •their ears 
with a slow and mcditayve richness of accent not commonly 
heard on the nloderi^ stage. This new Hamlet chose his atti- 
tudes ; instead of ♦!’allyng, or father strutting ^out, as hfe 
uttered the soliloquy, he seated himself and fei moment 
seemed lost silent thought ; — then, without changing his 
position he* began, ihis voice gathering deeper earnestness as 
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the beauty and solemnity of the immortal lines became more 
pronounced and cohcentrated. 

* “To die— to sleep ; — 

•Tq ! — perchance to dream : ay, there’s the rub. 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 

When y\ have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pguse. ..." 

' r 

Herd there was a brief and impressive silencer In that short' 
interval, and before the actc^f 
entered the theatre with rvoise 
vacant stall, of the second row 
^turned to look him, hut in the semi-gloom of the yaditorium 
his features could scarcely be discerned, and Hamlelts sad' rich , 
^oice again compelled attentioc. < ' 

• 

# ' f “ Who would fardels bear, « 

To grunUand sweat under a wear}^ life, 

But that^the dread of something aftdr death, 

The undiscovered country from whose bourne 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will. 

And makes us rather bear those ills vft have 
Thin fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscien^e'does make cowards of u?> all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution \ 

•Is sicklied o>jr with the pale cast of thouj^ht ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry 
And lose'vhe name of action.” 

The scene went on to t\e despairing interview with Ophelia, 
which wa^ 'throughout. performed with such splendid force and 
feeling as' to awaken a p^erfect burricane of applause ; — then the 
curtain went down, the lights went jip, the orchestra recom- 
menced, and again inquisitive eyes werig turntd towards the 
latest new-fomer in the stalls who Jtad^Tiade his quiet Entrance 
in the vejy hridst of the great philosophical soliloquy. He was 
immediately discovered to be a {)erson well wprth observing ; 
and observed he was accordingly; though he seamed quite 


could resume his speech, a mao 
1^ ss step, and seated Rknsdf in a . 
^ A Jew heaUs'were instinctively 
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unaware of the atte^ntion he was attracting. Yet he was 
singular-looking enough to excite a little ciyriosity even among 
modern fashionable 1 .ondoners, who are accustomed to see all 
sorts of eccentric beings, both male and female, ‘’esthetic and 
commonplace; and he was so distinctly separiftiftd from 
ordinary folk by his features and* bearing, that the ratl'ier loud 
whisper of an irrepressible young American wofiian, “ I’d give' 
worlds to know who that man i^l” wal almost pardonable 
under the circiim stances, llis skin was dark as a mulatto’s, 

--yet smooth, and healthily colou?e,d by tfie warm blood flush- 
'•ing through* the olive tint, — his -ieyes, seemed black, but could 
scarcely be 'seen on ficcount^ of life extreme length, and thick- 
ness of their dark lashes, — the fine, rather scornful curve of his^ 
.short ujijiL^r lip was partially hidden by iTlJlack moustache ; 
\and with /all this blackness land darkm ss about his face his 
' \air, of which he sejemed to have an extraordinary profusion, 

- was perfectly white. Not merely a silvfiry white, but a white 
<is fironounced as^hat of a bit of w'ashed fleepe cy* newly-fallen 
snow. ^In looking at Jiim it was impossible ^to decide whether 
he was old or young, — because, though he carried no wrinkles 
or other defacing marks of Time’s power to destroy, his features 
wore an impress of such stern and deeply-resolved thought as 
is seldom or*jiever the heritage of those to whorl youth still 
•beloi^s. Nevertheless, he seemed a long way off from being 
old} — so thaf, altogether, he was a puzzler to his neighb^WM in 
the stalls, as well as to certain fair wo^^en in the boxes, who 
levelled theirs opera-glasses at him with a pertinacity which 
might have made him uncomfortalj^y scff-conscious had he 
looked up. Only he did not look vp; he leaned back m his 
scat with,a slightly listless air, studied his prograiwnjig intently, 
and appeared d^alf asleep, owing to the way in whicKljis eyelids 
droo])cd, and the diowsy swe?p of his lashe?. The irre- 
pressible American girl sJmost forgot Hamlet^ so absorbed was 
she in faring at him,*irf spite of the, soito voce remonstrances o/ 
her decorous mother, who &t beside her, — and prjjJently, as if 
aware of, or annoyed by, her scrutiny, he lifted his ^yes, and 
looked full ^t lier. With an instinctive movement she recoiled. 
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— and her own eyes fell. Never in all l^er giddy, thoughtless 
little life had she s^en such fiery, brilliant, night-black orbs, — 
they made her .feel uncomfortable, — gave her the “ creeps/* 
as she afterw’ards declared ; — she shivered, drawing her satin 
opcra-wrlp more closely about her, and stared at the stranger 
n > more. He soon removed .his piercing gaze from her to- the 
* stage, for the i^ow great “ Play scene ** of JTairdet was in [pro- 
gress, and was from first to last a triumj)h for the actor chiefly 
concerricd. At the next fall of the curtain, a tfair dissii»ated- 
loohing young fellow leaned* over from the third row of stalls, 
and touched the white haired individual lightly on the shoulder.. . 

“IMydcqr El-Rami! You 'here? At •a theatre? Why, I 
should never hitve thought you ca])able of indulging in such 
'irivohty!” r '' 

‘ “Do you corisidei Hamlet queried fthe other, > 
rising from his scat to shake hands, and sl^owing himself to be'' 
a man of«:uediuiA height, though having such pecuKar dignity 
of carriage ift,made'him appear taller than he; really was. * 

“ Weil, no ! ” — and the young man yawned rather clkisively. 
To ull you the truth, 1 find him insufferably dull.** 

“ ^ (jL) do? ’’and the person addressed asAEl-Rami smiled,, 
slighth. “ Widl, — naturally you go with the opinions of your 
age You ‘>NOuld no doulA prefer a b^irles.que ? 

%“ loankly s])eaking, 1 should ! And now 1 to iby'ik of^ 

it, ! ^’' n’t^know really iwhy 1 came here. I had^inlendvcf to 
look in at the Enipirc-i -there’s a new ballet going on there — 
but a fclluu at the clu\) gave me this stall, said«it was a ‘ first- 

niglit/ and all the rest off it — and so '* 

“ And .so fate decided^for you,** finished El-Rami sedately. 
"And ins^^ad of admiring the pretty ladies w'itho;it jpiopcr 
clothing qb the Empire, you find yourself here, ^^ondering why 
the deuce Hamlet the Dane cJuld not find anything better to 
do than bother himself about his i(ithcr’s ghost ! Exactly ! 
jhit. being here, you are hgre for a piirifjse, my fricn^,;” and 
he lowerefi^ his voice to a confidential whisjier. “ Look ! — 
Over th(Ae— observe her well 1 — sits your future wife;” and he 
indicated, by the slightest possible nod, the Aiverican girl 
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before alluded to. “^Yes, — the pretty creature in pink, with dark 
hair. You don’t know her? No, of covirse you don’t — but 
you will. She will be introduced to you to-night before you 
leave this theatre. Don't look so startled — there’s nothing 
miraculous about her, I assure you! She is* ifi^eTy Miss 
Chester, only daughter of Jabeii Chester, the latest New York 
millionaire. A charmingly shallow, delightfully useless, buL 
enormously wealthy little person! — yotf will propose to her* 
within a rnoiAh, and you will be accepted. A very good match 

• for you, Vaughan — all your defers ‘paid*, and everything set 
, .straight whh certain Jews. Nothing could be better, really — 

and, remcMnber,-^> am the tirs\ co congratulate you I ” 

He sj)oke rajjidly, with a smiting, easy air (vf conviction ; his 
friend meanwhile stared at him in profoa^d aeiazement anii 
^ soiricthi.^g of fear. # ^ • • 

^ “ Jly Jove, El-Rami!" — he began nervously — “you know, 

fTiis is a kittle too much of a* good thiitg. It’s all v£ry well to 
jVmy prophet sometimes, but it can be ovodone/^ 

“ liardon ! " and El-Rami turned to resume his seat. “ Tlic 
play begins again. Insufferably dull as Hamlet may be, 
aie bound to g^ve him some slight measure of attention.*' 
Vaughan forced a careless smile in respowse, and threw 
ViiinseU incH^cntly back^n hi^ own Ktall, but he iocaked annoyed 

• and puzzled' His eyes wandered from the back of EhRami’s 

' wiule head4o the half-seen profile of tlie American who 

had just been so coolly and convinci^^dy jiointed out to him 
as his future^wife. 

“I don’t know the girl from Ydyn,”— thought irritably, 
“and I don't w'ant to know her. In fact, I won’t, know her. 
And if I won’t, why, I sha’n’t know her. WilJ i§ everything, 
even according to El-Rami. The fellow's alw'ays confound- 
edly positive of his piophecief. I should like^to confute him 
for once and prove him^ wrong." * 

Th^ he muscd,«s^rcely heeding the progress of S'lake- 
speare’s great tragedy, till, fit the close of the scenefof Ophelia’s 
burial, h' saw El-Raini rise and prepare to leave* the audi- 
torium. jle^t once rose himself. 
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“ Are you going ? he asked. 

“Yes; — I do not, care for Hamlet’s end, or for anybody's 
end in this particular play. I don’t like the hasty and whole- 
sale slaughter that concludes the piece. It is inartistic.” 

“ Shaktfsf^ctre inartistic ? ” queried Vaughan, smiling. 

“ Why, yes, soiru^times. He; was a man, not a god ; — ajid 
no man’s woik 'can be absolutely j>erfect. Shakcs]>eare had 
his faults like everybody else, and with his great genius he 
would have been the first to owai them. It u'is only your 
little mediocrities who are^. never wrong. Are you going 
also?” / j, . 

“ Yes ; I inean to damage yofir re])utatio¥i as a prophet, and 
avoid the chance-^ of an introduction^ to Miss Chester — for this 
Evening, at any rate.” ' 

• He laughed as* he spoke, but hV.-Rami said nothii^. "I he / 
two passed out of the stalls together into the lobby, where ^ 
they had to wait a* few »iinutes to get their hats and evercoafs, . 
the man in charge o^ the cloak-room having gone to cool kis , 
chronic thirst at tha convenient “ bar.” Vaughan made.use ot 
tile enforced delay to ligfit his cigar. 

“ Did you think it a good Hamlet he asked his companion ^ 
carelessly whila thus occupied. 

“ Excellent, ” replied EkRamv “ Vhe leadiiY* actor has 
imwiense talent, and thoroughly appreciates the\ subtlety of • 
the hQ has to pltfy ; — but his supporters arc all sticks, 

— hence the scenes dr^ where he himself is not in them. 
That IS the worst of the ‘ star ’ system, — a sysu^im which is 
perfectly ruinous to *liistricmic art. Still — no matter how it is 
performed,!. Hamlet is always interesting. Curiously incon- 
sistent, toq^,hrUt impressive.” 

“ Inconsistent ? How ? ” asked Vaughan, beginning to puff 
rings of smok^' into the air, aAd to wonder impatiently how 
much longer the keeper of the cloak-robm meant ;to stay absent 
frpm his post. , ® 

“Oh, in rhjiny ways. Perhaps the* most glaring inconsistency 
of the whfde conception comes out in the great soliloquy, * To 
be or not to be.’ ” 


6 
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“ Really ? ” and ^ aughan became interested. “ I thought 
that was considered one of the finest bits In the play.** 

“So it is. I am not speaking of the lii]es themselves, 
which are magnificent, but 6f their connection Efeamlet's 
own character. Why does he talk of a ‘ bourne from whence 
no traveller returns,' when he* has, or thmks he has, proof 
positive of the return of his own father i^i spiritual form ; — and. 
It is just can(j|erning that return that he makes all the pother? 
l)on’t you see inconsistency there?*' • 

•‘‘Qf course, — but I never tfibught of it,” said Vaughan, 
staring.^ “ I don't believe any <fce blit yourself has ever thought 
of It. It is t}uite unaccountable. He certainly does say ‘ no 
traveller returns,' — and he says it after he^Jlias seen the ghoiit 
too.’' / * ^ • 

Yes,” went on El-Ramf, warming with his subject. “And 
iie talks of the ‘ ditad of something after death,’ as if it were 
oply a ‘ dread,’ and not a fact ; — whereas if he^ is* to believe 
the spirit of hi^ own father, which he declares* is ‘ an honest 
ghost*' there is no possibility of doi:i)t on the matter. Dops 

not the mournful phantom say — 

• 

ft 

Rut *:hat I am forbids 
To tell the secrets of my prison^iouse, 

^ * I coi/ld a tale unfold, whose light^t word 

Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blooT; 

Make thy two eyes like stars starT/rom their spheres ; 

Thy k*iotted and combined locks to ^art. 

And each parti^-ular hair to st^d on end. . . . * ? ” 

« 

••Ry*Jove! I say, El-Rami, don't look at nie'^like that!'' 
exclaimed Vaughan uneasily, J^acking away fr^m*a too close 
proximity to the brilliant flashing eyes and absorbed face tof 
his companiffn, whg had recited the lines with extraordinary 
passi(?fi and solemnity? 

El-Rami laughed. - ^ 

‘*Did I sc«re you? Was I too much in earnest ? I beg 
your pardon J True enough, — ‘this eternal blazon must 

7 
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not be, to enrs of flesh and blood ! * Etit, the * something 
after death’ was a peculiarly aggravating reality to that 
p^or ghost, ancj Hamlet knew that it was so when he spoke 
of it as ^^^ij|fere ‘dread.’ Thus, as I say, he was incon- 
sistent, or, rather, Shakespeare did not argue the case 
logically.” 

“ You would make^, a capital actor,” — said Vaughan, still 
gazing at him in astonishment “Why, you wen^ on just now 
as if, — well, as if you meant it, you know.” 

“ So I did mean it,” replied El-Rami hghtly— “ for the 
moment ! I always fi nd IJaml^t a rather a|3Sorbing study ; so 
will you, perhaps^ when you ar«^ myage.” 

« “ Your age ? ” and. Vaughan shrugged hi« shoulders. “ I wish 
I knew it ! ^^hy,. nobody knows it. You may be tl^rty or a 

hundred — who can tell ? ” 

“ Or two hundred — or even three hundred ? ” queried EJU^ 
Rami, wnth a^^louch ^of satire in bis tone; — “Why stint tj;ie 
mea.su re of liniitlCsSs time? But here comes'our recalcitrant 
knave ” — this, as the keejrcr of the cloak-room made his ap- 
pearance from a side -door with a perfectly easy and unembar- 
rassed air, as though he had done rather a fine thing than 
otherwise in^ keejung two gentlemen, waiting his pleasure. 
“ Let us get our coals, ani be well away before rfie decree of 
Fate can be accomplished in making you the winner of'tjse 
desiraoie Chester prize.^ It is delightful to conquer Fate- if 
one can ! ” 

His black eyes flashed curiously, and Vaughan paused in 
the act of throwing on his\ overcoat to look at him again in 
something of doubt and dread. 

At that moment a gay voice exclaimed : ’ 

“ Why, rierejr Vaughan ! — Freddie Vaughan — how lucky ! ” 
ar-d a big handsome man of about t^^o or three and thirty 
sauntered into the lobby from the theagre, followed by two 
ladies. “ Lgok here, Vaughfan, youjre just the fellow I Planted 
to see. WeVa left Hamlet in the thick of his fight, because 
we’re going on to the Somers’s ball, — will ypu come with 
us? And I say, Vaughan, allow me to introduce to you my 

8 . ' 
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friends — Mrs. Jabez Chester, Miss Idina Chester — Sir Frederick 
Vaughan.*^ 

P'or one instant Vaughan stood inert and stupefied ; the 
next he remembered himself, and bowed mechri/'iqfiUy.' His 
presentation to the Chesters was thus suddenly effected by his 
cousin, Lord Melthorpe, to w'hom he was indebted for many 
favours, and whom he could not afford to offend by any show 
of brusquerit, ^ As soon as the 'necessary salutatiop? were 
exchanged, however, he looked round vaguely, and in a sort 
of supersthious terror, for the man who liad so surely pro- 
phesied this introduction. Bul^Kl-Rami was gone. Silently 
arid without adieu he had* dej^urted, having , seen his word 
fulfilled. 



II 


W HO the gentlemairi thc:^ has just left you?'' ask^ 
Miss t'hestcr, smiling prettity up intf) Vaughan’s 
eyes, as she ^accepted his proffered arm to lead htT to her * 
carriage, — “ Such a distinguished-looking dreadful persvin ! " ^ 

Vaugluin smiled at this description. * ^ ^ / 

“ He is certainly rather singular in personal apj^earance/' 
he began, when his cousin, Lord Molthdr[)e, interru])ted" 
him. • 

“You mean El-Rami? It was El-Rami, wasn't it? Ah, 

I thought so. Why did he give us the sli])T I wonder? I 

wish he had waited a minute — lie is a most interesting 

fellow.” t ' ^ 

•* . * 

“ But who is he ?'* persisted Miss Chester. SJ^ewas*now. 

comionably ensconced in her luxurious brougliam, her mother 
beside her, and two me^n of “ title ” oppf)siie to her — a position 
which exactly siiited*the aspirations of her soul. ^ “ How very 
tiresome you both are ! \You don't explain him a bit ; you 
only say Ke is ‘interesting,’ and of course one can see that ; 
])e(jple witR shch whit^ hair and such black eyes arc always 
interesting'/dcip’t you think so^” • 

« “ Well, 1 don't see why they ^ould be/’ said Lord 
jAiclthorpe dubiously. “Now, just think f^hat horrible 
Chaps Albjpos are, and •they l^ve* white hair aiflt pink 
eyes t 

“Oh, don’t drift off on the subject of All^jinos, please!” 
pleaded Miss Chester, with a soft laugli# 'you do, I 

lo ■ 
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shall never know anything about this particular person — 
El-Rami, did you say ? Isn’t it a very odd name ? Eastern, 
of course ? ” 

** Oh yes ! he is a pure Oriental thoroughbrt'|d,” replied 
Lord Melthorjic, who took the burden of the coA^ersation 
upon himself, while he inwardly wondered why his cousin 
Vaughan was in such an evidently taciturn mood. “That 
is, I mean, he is an Oriental of the ver^ old stock, not one 
of the modern* Indian mixtures of vice and knavery* But 
when he came from the East, and why he came from the 
‘•East, L. don't su])j)ose any one |Could tell you. I have only 
met him \wo or thret tunes in sJ^iety, and on those occasions 
he managed to jicrj^lcx and fascinate a good m;Aiy people. My 
.wife,* for instance, thinks him quite a marvellous man ; she * 
rjlways asks him to her parties, but he hardly ever comes.* 

' ]iis name in full is JEl-Rirai-Zaranos, though 1 believe he is 
"tJest known as El-Rami sim])ly,” * » • 

. ‘•And what is I^e ? ” asked Miss Chester.-* “A/# artist ? — A 
literary* celebrity ? ” . • 

“ Neither, that 1 am aware of. Indeed, I don’t know what* 
he is, or how hejives. I have always looked upon him as a 
sort of magician — a kind of private conjurer, you»know.” 

“ Dear me*!|” said fat Mrs. i^hester, waking up tom a semi- 
^oze,^and trying to get interested in the subject. “ Does lie 
do \irawing-room tricks? ’* » — 

‘‘Oh no, he doesn’t do tricks; ’’•and Lord Melthorpe 
looked a little^ a mused. “ He isn’t that sort of man at all ; I’m 
afraid I explain myself badly. I mpn that he can tell you 

extraordinary things about your past and future 

“Oh, liy your hand — /know ! ” and the pretty Jd^na nodded 
her head sagaciously. “ There really* is something awfully 
clever in palmistry, /can tell* foilunes that w^y!” 

“ Can you ? Lord Mllthorjie smiled indulgently, and wenf 
on, — “J^ut It so happeis that El-I^ami does not tell anything^ 
by the hands, — he judges By the face, figure, anc^^iovement. 
He doesn’t make a profession of it ; but, really, he dooe foretell 
events in ra^hef a curious way now and then.” 

• * II 
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“ He certainly does ! ” agreed Vaughan, rousing himself from 
a reverie into which he had fallen, and fixing his eyes on the 
small piquante features of the girl opposite him. “ Some of 
his i>rophecies are quite remarkable.” 

“ Reitlly : Mow very delightful ! ” said Miss Chester, who 
was fully aware of Sir Frederick's intent, almost searching, gaze, 
but pretended to be absorbed in buttoning one of her gloves, 

“ I must ask him to hell me what sort of fate is in store for me 
— something awful, Fm positive I Don’t yoi!i think he has 
horrid eyes ? — splendid, but horrid ? He looked at me in the 
theatre ” t ‘ , i 

“My d^ar, you looked it him firs\,” murmured Mrs. 
Chester. ^ 

.V 

“Yes; bui I’m" sure I didn’t make him shiver. Now, Vehen. 
'4ie looked at mef, I felt as if somci one were pouring cold water ^ 
very slowly down my back. It was suck^ a creepy sensation^’ 
Do fasteci this, ^mother — will you?” and she extended Tne^ 
hand with Hie rcfiactory glove upon it to ^Mis. Chester •but 
Vaughan pronij)!!) interposed : . 

“Allow me I” 

“Oh, well ! if you know how to fix a button that is almost 
off’” she .saiti laughingly, with a blush that well became her 
transparent* skin. 

“^“I can make an attempt,” — said Vaughan, with^ di.\^ 

“ If I succeed will you give me one or two daifces 
presently?” • 

“ With pleasure ! ” * • 

“ Oh ! you arg eftming^in to the Somers’s, then ? ” said Lord 
Melthorpe, in a pleased tone. “ That’s right. You know, 
Fred, youYe, so absent-minded to-night that you never said 
* Yes’ or ^No’ when T asked you to accompany us.” 

“ Didn’t IS Fm awfully sbrry ! ” and, having fastened the 
^iove with careful daintiness, he smfted. “ PJease set down 
jtiy rudeness and distraction to th^ uncanny inflitjnce of 
El-Rami ; can’t imagine any otSier reason.” 

They •all laughed carelessly, as peo])le in an idle humour 
laugh at trifles, and the carriage bore them on to tjjeir destina- 

12 * » 
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tion — a great house in Queen’s Gate, where a magnificent 
entertainment was being held in honour of some Serene and 
Exalted foreign potentate w'ho had taken it into his head to 
see how London amused itself during a “season.” I'he 
foreign potentate had heard that the sf)lcndid ETtglish capital 
was .full of gloom and misery — th^t its womemwere unapproach, 
able, and its men difficult to make friends with ; and all these 
erroneous notions had to be dispersed in Itis serene and exalted 
brain, no matter what his education cost the “ Uppei* Ten'* 
w'ho undertook to enlighten his barjiarian ignorance. 

, Meilnwkile, the subject of Lord M.elthorpe's conversation — 
El -Rami; os El-RauA-Zaranos, a:^he was called by those of his 
own race — was walking quietly homewards wilh/that firm, swift, 
.yet itpjiarently iinhasting pace which so ofttn dis^nguishes the * 
desert-born savage, and so ^ddom gives grace to the deport* 

• ment of the culture^ citizen. It was a mild night in May; 
*TTir‘ weallier was unusually fin*e and warji ; the .skics*were un- 
darkened by any^nist or cloud, and the stars slunfe forth with 
as mu«h brilliancy as though the city lyiiig under their im- 
mediate ken had been the smiling fitiiy Florence, instead of 
the brooding gi%nt London. Now and again El Rami raised 
his eyes to the siiarkling belt of Orion, wluch uglittcred aloft 
with a lustre*fiat is scld(tm se^ii in the hazy English air; — he 
^thinking his own thoughts, and the fact that there we#e 
in^iy ])asscrs to and fro in the streets besides himse,!l4h(J.pot 
aiijKMr to disturb him in the least, for kt strode through their 
Tanks without any hurry or jostling, as if he alone existed, 
and they w^ere but shadow's. t * 

What fools are the majority of men I ” he mused, “ How 
easy to ^mll them, and how willing they are tP„be gulled! 
How that sillj young Vaughan marvelled at my p^ojihecy ol 
his marriage ! — as if it were not*as easy to foretdil as that two 
and two ineviti^bly makeVour I Given the characters of people 
in the ^-ime way thatyc^ give figures, and you are certain to^ 
arrive at a sum-total of theift in time. How simplg^he process 
of calculation as to Vaughan’s matrimonial prospects! Here 
are the set 4)f ifumerals I employed : Two nights ago I heard 
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Lord Melthorpe say he meant to marry his cousin Fred to Miss 
Chester, daughter oOf Jabez Chester ol New York. Miss 
Chester herself entered the^room a few minutes later on, and 
I saw the sfdrt of young woman she was. To-night at the 
theatre 5 "^see her again ; — in an opposite box, well back in 
shadow, I perceive Lord Melthorpe. Young Vaughan, whose 
character I know to be of such iveakness that it can be 
moulded whichever* w'ay a stronger will turns it, sits close 
behind'' me ; and I proceed to make the little suhi-total. Given 
Lord Melthorpe, with a ^determination that resembles the 
obstinacy of a pig rather than of a man ; Frederic?k Vaaghan, , 
with no determination at all ; mnd the litvle Chester girl, with 
her heart set oh an English title, even though it only be that* 
of a baronet, *and (ire marriage is certain. What was «/zcertain ^ 
was the possibility of their all inerting to-night ; but they were 
all there, and I counted that possibility as the fraction over, — 
there is always- a ^fraction over in character-sums; it* stands 
Providence *'pr Fa^.e, and must always be ^allowed for. 1, 
chanced it, and v'on. I always, do win in these thhigs, — 
these ridiculous trifles of calculation, which arc actually 
accepted as prophetic utterances by people ,who never will 
think out anything for themselves. Good heavens! what a 
monster-buiden of crass ignorance *and wilful J Stujiidily this 
pbor planet has groaneef under ever since it was hurled^ inl^ 

I JLmmense ! — incalculable I And for what purpoifc ? 
For what progress? ^For what end?” 

He stopped a moment; he had walked from ^he Strand up 
through Piccadilly, and ws now close to Hyde Park. Taking 
out his WJ*tch, he glanced at the time — it was close upon mid- 
night. All at once he was struck fiercely from behind, and 
the watch *he held was snatched from his hand by a man who 
had no sooner committed the \heft than he uttered a loud cry, 
and remained inert and motionless. El-Rami, turned quietly 
/ound and surveyed him. , ♦ o^* 

** Well, friend ? he inquired blandly — “ What did you 
do that fer ? ” 

The fellow stared about him vaguely, but seemed unable to 
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answer, — his arm was stiffly outstretched, and the watch was 
clutched fast within his palm. ' 

“You had better give that little piece of property back to 
me,” went on El-Raini, coldly smiling, — and, stepping clojie up 
to his assailant, he undid the closed fingers one by Vne, and, 
removing the watch, restored it to* his own podket. The thief s 
arm at the same moment fell limply at his side ; but he re- 
mained where he was, trembling •violently as though seized 
with a sudden ague-fit 

“ You wquld find it an inconvenient thing to have about 
you, 1 assure you. Stolen goods are always more or less of 
a bore, I believe. Vou seem raJher discomposeji ? . Ah ! you 
havc^had a little shock? that’s all. You’ve heard of torpedoes, ^ 
•I dare say? Well, in this scientific age “of outs, there are 
human torpedoes going abouf; and I am one of them. It is' 
litgessary to be carefiil whom, you touch nowadays, — it really 
is, you know ! You will be better preseiTtly — ^take tinle ! ” 

* He spoke banR^ringly, observing the thi%f meanwhile with 
the mo*st curious air, as thobgh he wtye sotne peculiar speci- 
men of beetle or frog. The wretched man’s features worked 
convulsively, an?l he made a gesture of appeal ; 

* “You won't ’ave me took up ? ” he muttered Ifoarsely, “ I’m 
starvin’ ! ” * • , * 

“’^No, no!” said El-Rami persuasively — “you are nothirfg 
of the sort. Do not tell lies, my friend ; that L—a gn.a't 
mistake— as great a mistake as thieving?. Both things, as you 
practise them, ’will put you to no end of trojible, — and to avoid 
trouble is the chief aim of modern hfe. You are not starving 
— you are as plump as a rabbit," — and, with a dexterems touch, 
he threw, up the man’s loo.se shirt-slce^ve, and diriplayed the 
full, firm flesh* of the strong an^ sinewy arm bejeafli. “ You 
have had more meat in |you to-day than I can manage in a 
week ; you will»do very well. You are a professional thief, — 
a sort — lawyer, shall •we^ say ? Only, instead of protesting- 
the right you have to live, politely by means of dotuments and 
red tape, you §ssert it roughly by stealing a watch. It’s very 
frank conduct, — bul it is not civil ; and, in the present state 
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of ethics, it doesn’t pay — it really doesn’t. Tm afraid I’m 
boring you! You feci better? Then — good evening!” 

He was about to resume his walk, when the now recovered 
rough tpok^^L hasty step towards him. 

“ I wanted to knock ye down ! ” he began. 

“ I know you did,” — returned El-Rami composedly. “ Well — 
would you like to try again ? ” 

The man stared at him, half in amazement, half in fear, 

“ Ye see,” he went on, “ ye pulled out yer watch, and it was 
all jools and sparkles 

“And it was a glittering temptation” — finished El-Rami'. 
“ I see ! I Kad no business^ to pull it out ; I grant it ; but; 

. being pulled out, you had no business % to want it. We were 
both wrongs let us both endeavour to be wiser in future. 
* Good-night ! ” 

“Well, I’m blowed if yer not a rum un, and an orful uyj ” 
ejaculated the man, who had certainly received a fright, and 
was still ner/ous from the effects of it. Glowed if he ain't 
,the rummest card'i ” , 

But the “ rummest card ” heard none of these observations. 
He crossed the road, and went on his wa/’ serenely, taking 
up the threaS of his interrupted musings as though nothing, 
had occurred, , 

“Fools — fools all!” he murmured. “Thieves steal, 17 * jt- 

I ' ^ 

‘'STerers' ajay, labourers toil, and all men and women lust and 
live and die — to what purpose? For whal progress? For 
what end ? Destruction or new life ? llelven or hell ? 
Wisdom or caprice? kindness or cruelty? God or the 
Devil ? "Which ? If I knew that I should be wise, — but till 
I know, I aln but a fool also, — a fool among fools, fooled 
by a Fatc^'wljose secret I me^ to discover and-conquer — and 
.defy!” 

He paused, — and, drawing a long, deep breath, raised his 
" eyes to th^ stars once more. His lips ' moved as though he 
repeated in’ :ardly some vow or prayer, then he proceeded at 
a quiclcer pace, and stopped no more till he reached his 
destination, which was a small, quiet, and rmfashiOiiable square 
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off Sloane Street. Here he made his way to an unpretentious- 
looking little house, semi-detached, and one 6f a row of similar 
buildings ; the only particularly distinctive mark about it being 
a heavy and massively-carved ancient oaken door, wVich 
opened easily at the turn of his latch-key, and closeS after 
him ^’7ilhout the slightest sound as he entered 
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A DIM red light burnec? in the narrow hall, just sufficient 
to enable him to see the wooden peg on which he was 
accustomed to hang his hat and overcoat, — and as soon as 
he had divested himself of his*^ outdoor garb he extinguished 
even that faint glimmer of radiance. Opening a side- door, he 
entered his own rocAn — a picturesque apartment running from 
east to west, the Yuli length of the house. From its a]:)pearance 
it had evidently bnee .served as drawung-room and dining room, 
with folding-doors between ; but the folding-doors had been 
dispensed with, and the place they had dccupied was now 
draped withf^heavy amber silk. This silk seemed to be of somj' 
peculiar &nd costly ma^ke, for ft. sparkled with iiidesccnt gleams 
of silver like diamond-dust when El-Rami turned on therde;tiric 
"t)um677'which, in the form of a large flower, dc})ended from the 
ceiling by quaintly-.^jforked silver chains, and was connected 
by a fine wire wi^h a shaded reading-lamp on fne table. There 
was not much of eithtr beauty or value in the room, — yet, 
without' being at all luxurious, it suggested luxury. The few 
chairs were of the most ordinary make, all save .one, which 
was of 'finejy carved ebony, ^ and was piled with silk cushions 
of amber and red, — the table w,is of plain painted deal, 
covered with a dark woollen cloth worked ^‘in and out with 
threads pf gold, — there -were a fev^^ geometrical if^Ltruments 
about, — ar. large pair of globes, — a rack on the wall stocked 
with weapons for the art of fence, — and one large bookcase 
full of books An ebony-cased pianette occupied X)ne corner, — 
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and on a small side-table stood a heavily-made oaken chest, 
brass-bound and double-locked. The furniture was completed 
by a plain camp-bedstead such as soldiers use, which at the 
present moment was partly folded up and almost hidden from 
view by a rough bear skin thrown carelessly across It. 

El-Kami sat down in the big ebony chair a^d looked at a 
pile of letters lying on his writing-table. They were from all 
sorts of persons, — princes, statesmen, diplomats, financiers, 
and artists in all the professions, — he recognised the hand- 
writing on some of the envelopes, -and his brows contracted 
'in a frown as* he tossed them aside still unopened. 

“They must wait,*’ he said half aloud. “Curious that it is 
impossible for a man to be original without attracting around 
him a' set of unoriginal minds, as though he were ^ honey-pot 
and they the flies ! Who wou^d believe that I, poor in worldly 
goods, and living in more or less obscurity, should, without any 
of my owm, be in touch with kings*? — should k’aow the 
last r^ew policy of governments before it is m-^de ripe for public 
declarat'on ? — should hold tlie secrets of ‘ my lord ’ and ‘ my 
lady ’ apart from each other’s cognisaned^ and be able to amuse 
myself with their, little ridiculous matrimonial differences, as 
though they were puppets playing their parts f^r use at a 
marionette shoiv' ? 1 do Aot these people to <=*onfide in 

— I do not want them to seek me out, — and yet the cry 
is, ‘*fetill they come!’ — and the attributes of my own^natur** 
are such that, like a magnet, I attract, •nd so am never left 
in peace. Yet' perhaps it is well it should be thus, — I need 
the external distraction, — otherwise my mind would be too 
much like a bent bow, — fixed on the one centre, — the Great 
Secret, — and its powers might fail me at the last. But no 1 — 
failure is impossible now. Steeled against love, — hr:te, — and 
all the merely earthly passions of mankind as I &i, — I must 
succeed — and I j^'ill 1 ” 

He le^,?^ed his head'\)rw one hand., and seemed to suddenly 
concentrate his thoughts on‘-‘one particular subject*~his eyes 
dilated and grew luridly brilliant as though sparks of fiic burnt 
behind them. He hgid not sat thus for more than a couple of 
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minutes, when the door opened gently, and a beautiful youth, 
clad in a loose white tunic and vest of Eastern fashion, made 
his api^earance, and standing silently on the threshold seemed 
to^wait for L.ome command. 

“ Sc,»Fe'raz ! you heard my summons ? ” said El-Rami gently. 

“ I heard mj’ brother speak,” — responded F^raz in a low 
melodious voice that had a singularly dreamy far-aw^ay tone 
within it — “ Throu'gh a wall of cloud and silence his beloved 
accents fell like music on my ears ; — he called me and I 
came.” 

And, sighing lightly, he folded his arms cross-wise on h>s 
breast and stood erect and immovable, looking like some fine 
statue just e'ndowcd by magic with the flush of life. He re 
sembled El-Rami in features, but was fairer-skinned, — hu eyes 
were softer and more femininQly lovely, — his hair, black as 
night, clustered in thick cuils over his brow, and his figure, 
straight, as a young palm-tree, was a perfect model of strehgth 
united with graces But just now he had a strangely absorbed 
air, — his eyes, ttjpugh they w^ere intently fixed on l£l-Rami’s 
face, looked like the 'eyes of a sleep-walker, so dreamy were 
they while wude-open, — and as he spoke he ^smiled vaguely as 
one who he;irs delicious singing afar off. 

El-Raix}i studied him intently foe a minute, j or tw o, — then', 
.removing his gaze, pressed a small silver hand-bell at his 
Jt ran^ sharply out on the silence. ^ 

“ Feuaz ! ” i, 

Feraz started, — rubbed his eyes, — glanced ^about him, ana 
then sjDrang tow'atds his(,brother with quite a new expression, — 
one of grace, eagerness, and animation, that intensified his 
beauty and made him still more worthy the admiration of a 
painter or a sculptor. 

“ El 'Rami ! At last 1 How late you are ! I waited for you 
long — and then I slept. I am sorry ** But you called me in the 
usual w^ay, I suppose ? — and I did po.*- fail you ? no ! 1 
should ctme to you if I were dead ! ” 

He , dropped on one knee, and raised El Rami's hand 
caressingly to his lips. 
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“ Where have you been all the evening ? ** he went on. ** I 
have missed you greatly — the house is so silent.” 

El-Rami touched his clustering curls tenderly. 

“ You could have made music in it with your lut'^ and voice, 
Feraz, had you chosen/* he said. “ As for me, I wzAt to see 
Hamlet.^' 

“ Oh, \\hy did you go?” demanded Feraz im])etuously. ** I 
would not see it — no ! not for worlds r Such poetry must 
needs be s{>oilt by men’s mouthing of it, — it is better to read 
it, to think it, to feel it, — and so o»)e actually sees it, — best.” 

“ You talk like a poet,” — said El-Rami indulgently. “ You 
aie not much more than a boy. and you think the thoughts 
of* youth. Have you any supper ready for me ? 

Feraz smiled and sprang up, left the room, and returned in 
a few minutes with a daindly-arranged tray of refreshments, 
which he set before his brother with all the respect and 
humility of a well-trained domestic ’jn attendance on his 
inajter . ^ ’ 

“ YfMi have supped?” El-Rami asked, ^as he ]joured out 
wine fiom the delicately shaped ItaliaVi flask beside him. ’ 
feraz nodded.. 

“ Yes. Zaroba supped wdth me. But she wa:> cross to-night 
— she had to sayr” 

'V El-Rami smiled. “ 'Fhat is unusual I ” 

reraz went on. “ There have been many people here,-^ 
they all >vanted to see you. They hav'ilcft their cards. Some 
of them asked me my name and who I was. I said I w^as your 
servant — but tliey would not belicv^ me.* There were great 
folks among them — they came in big carriages with prancing 
horses. Have you seen their names?” 

“NotT” ^ \ 

“ Ah, you are so indifrerent,’'*said Feraz gailyf — he had now 
quite lost his dreamy an^ abstracted look, and talked on in ad 
eager hi)yish way thai F^iited his years, — he was barely tw^enty. 
“ You are so bent on greats thoughts that you cannftt see little 
things. But these dukes and earls who^come to visit yoju do not 
consider tb^mselves little, — not they ! ” 
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“Yet many of them are the least among little men/* said 
El-R^mi with a touch of scorn in his mellow accents. “ Dowered 
with great historic names which they almost despise, they do 
theii;, best to -drag the memory of their ancient lineage into 
dishonou^^ by vulgar passions, low tastes, and a scorn as well as 
lack of true intell’gence. Let us not talk of them. The Eng- 
lish aristocracy was once a magnificent tree, but its broad 
boughs are fallen, — ^lopped off and turned into saleable tim- 
ber, — and there is but a decaying stump of it left. And so 
Zaroba said nothing to you «to-night ? ** 

“ Scarce a word. She .was very sullen. She bade .me telD 
you all was well, — that is her .usual formula. I d<y not under- 
stand it; — w^hat is it that should be well or ill? You never 
explain your mystery ! ** 

He smiled, biit there was a vivid curiosity in his fine eyes, — 
he looked as if he w^ould have asked more had he dared to 
do so. « ’ ««P * 

El-Rami 'evaded his questioning glance. . “ Speak of yil»ur- 
self,” he said. “ Did you wander at all into your Dreamland 
lo-day ? ’* 

“I was there when you called me,” replied* Feraz quickly. 
" 1 saw my home, — its trees and flowers, — I listened to the 
ripple of its fountains and stroyms.* It is harv«j^t-time there, 
do you know ? I heard the reapers singing as they carr^^' 
Jzome the sheaves.” 

His brother surveyed him with a fixed and w^ondering 
scrutiny. t 

“ How absolute you ar/? in your faith ! ** he said half envi- 
ously. ‘ fYou Mnk it is your home, — but it is only an idea 
after all, — ?n idea, born of a vision.** 

“Docs r mere visionary idea engender love and longing?*’ 
exclaimed Fdfaz impetuously. ^ “Oh no, El-RS,mi, — it cannot 
'do so ! I k^ow the land I see so often in what you call a 
‘dream,* — its mountains are familiar^ta me, — its peoffle are 
my people';'^ yes ! — I am remembered there, and so are you, — 
we dwelt* there once, — we shall dwell there again. It is your 
home as well as mine, — that bright and far-off slar where there 
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is no death but only sleep, — why were we exiled from our 
hapjnness, El-Rdmi ? Can your wisdom tell ? ” 

“ I know nothing of what you say/' returned El-Rami 
brusquely. “ As I told you, you talk like a poet.— harsher 
men than I would add, like a madman. You imagine you 
were born or came into being in a different planet from this, 
— that you lived there, — that were exiled from thence by 

.some mysterious doom, and were condemned to pass into 
human existence here ; — well, I repeat, Fdraz, — this is your 
own fancy;,: — the result of the strange double life you lead, 
which is not by my _will or teaching. I believe only in what 
■ can be j)roved - and this that yoj tell me is beyi)nd all proof.” 

“And yet,” said I'traz meditatively, — “though I cannot 
reason it out, 1 am sure of what I feel. My dream' is more 
life-like than life itself, — and as for my beloved people yonder, 
I tell you^I have heard them singing the harvest-home.’' 

And with a quick soft step he w^ent to the piany, opened it, 
and be^rw El-Rnmi leaned back in his chair mute 

and absorbed, — did e\Tr common keyed instrument give forth 
such enchanting sounds? AVas ever written music known that 
could, when performed, utter such divine and dulj^et eloquence? 
'rhere was pothing earthly in the tune, it seemed to glide 
from under the player's fingers like.r caress upon the air,— 
ai^ ’an involuntary sigh broke from El-Rami's lips as he 
listened. Feraz heard that sigh, and turned round smiling. 

“ Is there not something familiar in tl^ strain ? ” he a-ked. 
“ Do you not see them all, so fair and light, and lithe of limb, 
coming over the fields homewards as the red Ring burns low 
in the western sky ? Surely — surely you remember ? ' 

A slight shudder shook El-Rami's fi-ame, — he 'pressed his 
hands over hi« eyes, and seemeci to collect himself by a strong 
effort, — then, walking o'^r to the piano, he took his young 
brother’s handa from^the keys and held them for a moment 
against 'feis breast. ^ ^ ^ 

“ Keep your illusions ’* — he said in 5 , low voice tAat trembled 
slightly. “ Ke^tp them, — and your faith, — together. It is for 
you to dream, and for me to prove. Mine is the hardest lot. 
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There may be truth in your dreams, — the^e may be deception 
in iny proofs — Heaven only knows ! Were you not of my own 
blood, and dearer to me than most human things, I should, 
like cverj scientist worthy of the name, strive to break off your 
spiritual pinions and make of you a mere earth-grub even as 
most of us are made, — but I cannot do it, — I have not' the 
heart to do it, — an(J if I had the heart*’ — he paused a mo- 
ment, —then went on slowly — “ I have not the power. Good- ^ 
night ! *’ * 

He left the room abru])tly without another word or look, — 
and the beautiful young Feraz gazed after his retreating’ figure 
doubtfully and with somethirg of wondering regret. Was it 
- worth while, he thought, to be so wise, i^ wisdom made one at 
times so sad ? — was it well to sacrifice Faith for Fact, when 
Faith was so warm and Fact so cold ? Was it better to be a 
dreamer of things possible, or a worker-out of things positive ? 
And how much was positive after all ? and how much possible ? 
He balanced the question lightly with him*^^’^ 't lik’e a 
jdiscord in the music of his mind, and disturbed his peate. He 
soon dismissed the jarring thought, however, and, closing the 
jiiano, glanced round the room to make sure th^t nothing more 
was required lor his brother s service or comfort that night, and 
then he went away to r^isume Lis interrupted shimbcrs, — per- 
chance to take up the chorus of his ** people ” singing in wl^-* 
ne deemed his native star. 
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. L-RAMI meanwhile slowly ascended the stairs to the first 
1 ^ floor and there on the narrow landing paused, listening. 
There was not a sound in the house, — ^.the delicious music of 
the strange “ harvest-song ** had ceased, thoifgh to £l-R^mi’s 
ears there still seemed to be a throb of its melody in the air, * 
• like perfume left from the carrying by of flowers. And with 
this vague^ impression upon him he listened, -r-Ustened as it 
were^^ the deep silence ; and as he stood in this attentive 
attitudeJ^Sife ‘^^Tfebted on a closed door opposite ’to him, — a 
door which might, if taken olF its hinges^ and exhibited at some » 
museum, have carried away the palm for perfection in panel- 
painting. It was so designed as to resemble a finpi trellis-work, 
hung with pah clambering: roses and purple passion-flowers, — 
on the upper half among the blossoms t>at a meditative cupid,t, 
.pre:.^ihg a bud against his pouting lips, while below him,^ 
stretched in full-length desolation on a, ^ bent bough, his twin 
brother wept cj;iildishly over the piteous fate of a butterfly that 
lay dead in his curled pink palm. El-Ramr-stared so long and 
persistently at che pretty picture that it might have been 
imagined he was looking at it for the first time and was ab- 
sorbed in admiration, but truth to tell he scarcely say^ it. His 
thoughts were penetrating beyoiad all painted temblances of 
beauty. — and, — as in the" case of his young brother F^raz, — - 
those thoughts Were sppedily answered. A key turned in the 
lock, — the door opened, aniA tall old woman, bronze-skinned, 
black-eyed, withered, uncomely yet imposing of asjpeq^ stood 
in the aperture. 

B 
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Enter, El-R4mi ! she said in a low yet harsh voice — 
“ The hour is latfj, — but when did ever the lateness of hours 
change or deter your sovereign will ! Yet, truly as God liveth, 
it is hard ^kat I should seldom be permitted to pass a night in 
peace ! V. 

El-Rami smiled indifferently, but made no reply, as it was 
useless to answer Zaroba. She was stone-deaf, and therefore 
not in a condition Co be argued with. She preceded him into 
a small ante-room, provided with no other furniture than a table 
and chair ; — one entire side of the wall, however, was hung 
with a magnificent curtain of purple velvet bordered in gold. 
On the table were a slate and pencil, and these implements 
El-R^mi at once drew, towards him. 

“ Has th^re been any change to-day? ” he wrote. 

Zaroba read- the words. 

“ None,” she replied. 

Sh^ has net moyed ? ** 

“ Not a.'finger.” 

He paused, pencil in hand, — ^then he \^rbre— 

“ You are ill-tenipeied. You have your dark humour upon 
you.” 

Zaroba's ^lyes flashed, and she threw up her skinny hands 
with a wrathful gesture. 

“ Dark humour ! ” sue cried in accents that were almost 
shrill — “ Ay ! — and if it be so, El-Rami, what is my hur&cdt to 
you ? Am I anything more to you than a cipher, — a mere 
slave ? What have tne thoughts of a foolish woman, bent with 
years and close to the dark gateways of the tomb, to do with 
one who deems himself all wisdom ? What are the feelings of 
a wretched Derishable piece of flesh and blood to a self-centred 
god and- opponent of Nature like El-Rami-Zaranos ? ” She 
laughed bitt^^rly. “ Pay no heed to me, great Master of the 
Fates invisible ! — superb controller of the thoughts of men ! — 
I)ay no heed to Zaroba's ‘dark humr^urs,’ as you <^11 them. 
Zaroba hus no wings to soar with —she is old and feeble, and 
aches f»t the heart with a burden of unshed tears, — she would 
fain have been content with this low earth whe-reon to tread in 
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safety, — she would fain have been happy with common joys, — 

but these are debarreS her, and her lot is iike that of many 
a better woman, — to sit solitary among the ashes of dead days 
and know herself desolate ! ” » 

She dropped her arms as suddenly as she had raised them. 
El-Rami surveyed her with a touch of derision, and wrote 
again on the slate : 

** I thought you loved your charge?*' ' 

Zaroba read, and drew herself up proudly, looking almost as 
dignified as El-Rami himself. 

- ^ “ Does orfe love a statue ? ** she demanded. “ Shall I caress 
a picture-? Shall I rain tears or kjsses over the mere ^semblance 
of a life that does not ^ive, — shalf I fondle hands that never 
return my clasp ? Love 1 Love is in my heart-:ryes ! like a 
shiit-up fire in a tomb, — but ys)U hold the key,' El-Rimi, and 
the flame dies for want of air." 

He shrugged his shoulders, and, puttyig the pencil aside, 
wrotfi^o^, 9 jr^^ J\Jo^ng towards the velvet curtain ^chat draped 
the one jside of the room he made an imperious sign. Zaroba, 
obeying the gesture mechanically and' at once, drew a small 
pulley, by mean^ of which the rich soft folds of stuff parted 
noiselessly asunder, displaying such a wonderfiri interior of 
luxury and loveliness as seamed for the moment almost unreal. 

apartment opened to view was lolfy and perfectly circular' 
in shape, and was hung from top to bottom with silken hang- 
ings of royal purple embroidered all over <rith curious arabesque 
patterns in gold. The same rich materiaf was caught up from 
the edges of the ceiling to the centre, like' the drapery of a 
pavilion or tent, and was there festooned with goldeij fringes 
and tassels. From out the midst of this warm mass vOf glisten- 
ing colour swung a gold lamp which sKed its light- .through 
amber-hued crystal, — whilg the flbor below was Sarpeted with 
the thickest velvet pile, the design being pale purple pansies on 
a darkei^ground of thc-svne almost peutral tint. A specimen 
of everything beautiful, rare,*'and costly seemed to Jiave found 
its way into this one room, from the exquisitely-wrought ivory 
figure of a Psyefie on^her pedestal, to the tall vase of Venetian 
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crystal which held lightly up to view dozens of magnificent 
roses that seemed born of full midsummer, though as yet, in 
the capricious English climate, it was scarcely spring. And all 
the^ibeauty, all the grace, all the evidences of perfect taste, art, 
care, and forethought were gathered together round one centre, 
— one unseeing, 'Unresponsive centre, — the figure of a sleeping 
girl. Pillowed on a raised couch such as might have served a 
queen for costliness, she lay fast bound in slumber, — a match- 
less piece of loveliness, — stirless as marble, — wondrous as the 
ideal of a poet’s dream. Her delicate form was draped loosely 
in a robe of i)urest white, arranged so as to suggest watjjer thap 
conceal its exquisite outline,— a silk coverlet was thrown lightly 
across her feet, and her head rested on cushions of the softest, 
snowiest satin. Her exceedingly small white hands* were 
crossed upon her breast over a curious jewel, — a sort of giant 
ruby cut in the shape of a star, vrhich scintillated with a thou- 
sand sparkles iti the vlight, and coloured the under*-tips of her 
fingers witii. a hue like vrine, and her hair, which was oj, extra- 
ordinary length and beauty, almost clothed her body«dowm to^ 
the knee, as with a mantle of shimmering gold To say merely 
that she was lovely would scarcely describe her, — for the love- 
liness that is generally understood as such was here so entirely 
surpassed and intensified tha*- it would be di'fficult, if not' 
impossible, to express its charm. Her face had the us>hi 1 
attributes of what might be deemed perfection, — that is,*^ the 
lines were purely oval, — the features delicate, the skin most 
transparently fair, the lips a dewy red, and tha fringes of the 
closed eyes were long, dark, and delicately upcurled ; — but this 
was not* all. There was something else, — something quite 
undefinaWe^ that gave a singular glow and radiance to the 
whole countenance, and suggested the burning of a light 
through alabaster, — a creeping of some subtle fire through the 
veins which made the fair body seem the mere reflection of 
some greater fairness witjhin. If those* eyes were to^epen, one 
thought, how wonderful their luttre must needs be ! — if that 
perfect figure rose up and moved, what a harmony would walk 
the world in maiden shape I — and yet, — watching that hushed 
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repose, that scarcely^ perceptible breathing, it seemed more 
than certain that she would never rise, — irever tread earthly 
soil in common with earth^s creatures, — never be more than 
what she seemed, — a human flower, gathered and Set apaft — 
for whom ? For God’s love ? Or Man's pleasure ?* Either, 
neither, or both? • 

El-Rami entered the rich apartment, followed by Zaroba, 
and stood by the couch for some piinutes in silence. What- 
ever his thoughts were, his face' gave no clue to them, — 
his features being as impassive a's though cast in bronze. 
ZarobaC*,waStched him curiously, her - wrinkled visage expres- 
sive of 5ome strongi^-suppr^sed^ passion. The sh;eping girl 
stirred and smiled in Jjer sleep, — a smile that brightened her 
^countenance as much as if a sudden glory had circled it with 
a halo. • 

“ Ay, she lives for, you said Zaroba. “ And she grows 
fairer every day. She is the sun and yoi the ^now. • But the 
snow'^c hounds to, jgelt in due season, — and c*ven yofi, El-Rimi- 
Zarinosf will hardly Eaffle th® laws of Nature ! " 

El-Rimi turned upon her with a fierce mute gesture that 
had something the terrible in it, — she shrank from the cold 
glance of his intense eyes, and in oi)edience to S.n imperative 
wave of his Wand moved ^vay«to a farther comer of the room, 
wHere^ crouching down upon the floor, she took up a quaint* 
implement of work, a carved triangular frame of ebony, with 
which she busied herself, drawing glitteifijg threads in and out 
of it with marvellous speed and dexterity. She made a weird 
picture there, squatted on the ground in lier yellow cotton 
draperies, her rough gray hair gleaming like spun silk in the 
light, and the shining thread work in her withered hands. 
El-Rami looked at her sitting thus, and was suddenly moved 
with compassion — she wa^ old and sad, — poor 2aroba ! He 
went up to her ^where she crouched, and stood above her, 
his ard®|:4: fiery eyes •sqtiming to gather all their wonder- 
ful lustre into one long, eltrnest, and pitiful refard. Her 
work fell from her hands, and as s*he met that Iturning 
gaze a vaguis sftiile parted her lipS; — her frowning features 
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smoothed themselves into an expression of mingled placidity 
and peace. 

“ Desolate Zaroba ! ” said El-Rimi, slowly lifting his hands. 
“Widowed and solitary soul 1 Deaf to the outer noises of the 
world, let* the ears of thy spirit be open to my voice — and hear 
thou all the muriic of the past ! Lo, the bygone years return 
to thee and picture themselves afresh upon thy tired brain ! — 
again thou dost listfen to the voices of thy children at play, 
— the Wild Arabian desert spreads out before thee in the sun 
like a sea of gold,— the tall palms lift themselves’ against the 
burning sky — the tent is pitched by the cool spriilg.pT fresh 
water, — and thy savage mate, wearied (7ut with long travel, 
sleeps, pillowed on thy breast. Thou art young again, 
Zaroba 1 — ^young, fair, and beloved ! — be happy so 1 Dream 
and restl” 

As he spoke he took the aged woman’s unresisting hands 
and laid- her gv^ntly, - gently, by gradual degrees down in a 
recumbent posture, and placing a cushion under b^ ^bead 
watched her for S' few seconds. 

“ By Heaven 1 ” he inuttered, as he heard her regular breath- 
ing and noted the perfectly composed expres'^^on of her face. 
“Are dreams^'after all the only certain joys of life? A poet’s 
fancies, — a painter’s visions — ^he ‘'cloud-castle^ of a boy’s 
imaginings — all dreams'! — and only such dreamers can he 
called happy. Neither Fate nor Fortune Can destroy their 
pleasure, — they make « sport of kings and hold great nations 
as the merest toys of thought — oh sublime audacity of Vision I 
Would I could dream sol — or rather, would I could prove my 
dreams not dreams at all, but the reflections of the absolute 
Real ! Hamlet again I 

' “ ‘ To die — to sleep ; — 

To sleep ! — perchance to dream ; ay, there’s the rub 1 * 


Imagine if* —to die and dream of Heaven — or Hell — and all 
the while if there should be no reality in either 1 ” 

With one more glance at the now soundly slumb€?ring Zaroba, 
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he went back to thf couch, and gazed long and earnestly at 
the exquisite maiden there reclined, — theft bending over her, 
he took her small fair left hand in his own, pressing his fingers 
hard round the delicate wrist. * * • 

“ Lilith ! — Lilith ! ** he said in low, yet commanding accents. 
Lalith ! — Speak to me ! I am here 1 ** • 
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D eep silence followed hjs inyocation,~a silence hie seemed 
to expect and be prepared for Looking at a silver 
timepiece on a bracket above the couch, he mentally colinted 
slowly a hundred beats, — then pressing the fragile wrist he held 
still more firmly between his fingers, he touched with his other 
hand the girPs Urow, 'just above her closed eyes. A faint quiver 
ran througfi the delicate body, — he quicklv^djcew ard tq)okc 

again. •* 

“ Lilith ! Where are you ? ” 

The sweet lips parted, and a voice soft as o/hispered music 
responded — " 

“ I am here ! ** 

’ “ Is all well with you?” 

“ All is well ! ” 

And a smile irradipfed the fair face with such a light as to 
suggest that the eves must have opened, — but tio I — they were 
fast shut. 

EbRSrmi resumed his strange interrogation. 

“ Lilith i What do you see ? ” 

There’ was a moment's pause, — then came the slow 
response — 

** Many things, — things beautiful and wonderful. But you 
are not apong them. I hear your voice and I obey'it, but I 
cannot seeryou — I have never seen you.” 

EhR^mi sighed, and pressed more closely the soft small hand 
within his own. 
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“ Where have you been ? '* 

“ Where my pleasure led me — came the answer in a sleepy 
yet joyous tone — “ My pleasure and — your will/* 

El-Rami started, but immediately controlled 'himselij for 
Lilith stirred and threw her other arm indolently behind her head 
leaving the great ruby on her breast flashingly exposed to view. 

“ Away, away, far, far away ! ” she said, and her accents 
sounded like subdued singing — ‘‘Beyonci, — in those regions 
whither 1% was sent — beyond — —* her ^ voice stopped and 
trailed off' into drowsy murmurings — “beyond — Sirius — I 
, saw-^rr-"‘ 

She *fceased, and * smiled—soipe happy thought, seemed to 
have rendered her mute. . , 

El-Rami waited a moment, then took up her broken speech. 

“ Far beyond Sirius you saw — what?’* 

Moving, she pillowed her cheek upon her hand, and turned 
more fully round towards him. • 

“»I saw a brie|jt^new w'orld,” — she said, how speaking quite 
clcarly^and connectedly — “ A royal world Of worlds ; an undis-^ 
covered Star. There were giant oceans in it, — the noise of 
many waters wjis heard throughout the land, — and there were 
great cities marvellous^ built upon the sea. I saw their 
^ pinnacles of wiiite and gold — Jpires of foral, and gates that were 
studied with pearl, — flags waved and music sounded, and two 
great Suns gave double light from heaven. I saw many 
thousands of people — they were beaiftiful and happy — they 
sang and danhed and gave thanks in the everlasting sunshine, 
and knelt in crowds upon their wide ind fruitful fields to thank 
the Giver of life immortal.” » 

“ Life immortal ! ” repeated El-Rami,— “ Do not ?hese people 
die, even as v;e ? ** 

A pained look, as of iponder or regret, knitted the girl’s fair 
brows. « 

“Thtefe is no deAh»— neither here nor there 'j— she said 
steadily — “I have told you this so often, yet you will not 
believe. Always you bid me seek for death, — I haveMooked. 
but cannot 'find it** » 
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She sighed, and El-Rimi echoed the si^h. 

“I wish^* — and her accents sounded plaintively — “I wish 
that I could see you ! There is some cloud between us. I 
hcai«^ your v6iv:e and I obey it, but I cannot see who it is that 
calls me/" 

El-Rami paid ’no heed to these dove-like murmurings, — 
moreover, he seemed to have no eyes for the wondrous beauty 
of the creature who fay thus tranced and in his power, — set on 
his one object, the attainment of a supernatural knowledge, he 
looked as pitiless and impec^ous to all charm as ^ any Grand 
Inquisitor of old Spain. ^ * 

“Speak pf yourself and not; of rpe^* — he* said authoritatively, 

^ “ How can you say there is no death ? ** « 

“ I speak tFUth. There is none." 

“ Not even here ? ” • 

“Not anywhere.” f 

“ O daughter df vision, where are the eyes of your s]i5rit ? ” de- 
manded El-R imi aRgrily — “ Search again apd jee ! Why it>uld 
jdl Nature arm itself against Death* if there be no death ^ ” 

“ You are harsh," — said Lilith sorrowfully — “ Should I tell you 
what is not true ? If I would, I cannot. Theifc is no death — 
there is only cnange. Beyond Sirius, ;hey sleep." 

El-Rimi waited ; but fhe had ?)aused again. • 

“ Go on ” — he said — “ They sleep — why and when ? ” , 

“When they are weary" — responded Lilith. “When all is 
done that they can do, &nd when they need rest, they sleep, and 

in their sleep they <;hange ; — the change is " * 

She ceased. ' 

“ The dhange is death," said El-Rimi positively, — “for death 
is everywheicf." , , 

“Not s6!"/eplied Lilith qpickly, and in a ryiging tone of 
, clarion-like sweetness. “The change <’:s life, — for Life is every- 
where ! " ** 

• There eqsued a silence. 'The girl ttftuld away, and, ^Wringing 
her hand slcfMrly down from behind her head, laid it again upon 
her breast over the burning ruby gem. El-Rami^bent above her 
closely. 
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“ You are dreaming, Lilith,” — he said as though he would 
force her to own something against her* will “You speak 
unwisely and at random.” 

Still silence. 

“ Lilith ! — Lilith ! ” he called. 

No answer; — only the lovely tints of heV complexion, the 
smile on her lips, and the tranquil heaving of her rounded 

bosom indicated that she lived. ^ * 

• « 

“Gone I” and El-Rimi*s brow cloude^; he laid back the 
* little hand^he held in its former^ position and looked at the 
^ girl l«).ng‘ and steadily — “ And so firm in her assertion ! — as 
foolish'tin assertion *as any of thq fancies of Fdraz. - No death ? 

' Nay — as well say no, life. She has hot fathomed the secret^ 
of o\ir passing hence ; no, not though her flighj has outr cached 
the realm of Sirius. 

% 

*** But that the dread df something afte> death, « 

The undiscovered country from wl^ose bourne 
No trii^elier returns, puzzles the will* 

" ’ . • 

Ay, puzzles the will and confounds it 1 But must I be baffled 
then ? — or is it«my owm fault that I cannot believ^ t Is it truly 
her spirit that speaks to^e ? — or is it my own brain acting upon 
hers in a state? of trance/ If it be tfee latter, why should sh^ 
declare things that I never dream of, and which my reason does 
not accept as possible ? And if it is indeed her Soul, or the 
ethereal Essence of her that thus soar? it periodic intervals of 
liberty into tl?e Unseen, how is it that she jiever comprehends 
Death or Pain? Is her vision limited only to behold har- 
monious systems moving to a sound of joy ? ” ’ 

And, seized by a sudden resolution, he.caught bith the hands 
of the tranced, girl and held thenj in his own, the^while he fixed 
his eyes upon her quiet fmee with a glance that seemed to shoot 
forth flame. t 

“ Lil«h ! Lilith I By^the force of my will and ir^ery over 
thy life, I bid thee return to*me ! O flijting spirit, fiver bent on 
errands of pleasure, reveal to me the secrets of pain I * Come 
back, Lilith' 1 \ calk thee — cornel” 
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A violent shudder shook the beautiful reposeful figure, — 
the smile faded from her lips, and she heaved a profound 
sigh. 

*‘•1 am hdr6 ! ” 

“ Listefi to my bidding ! " said El-Rimi, in measured accents 
that sounded almost cruel “ As you have soared to heights 
ineffable, even so descend to lowest depths of desolation ! 
Understand and sefek out sorrow, — pierce to the root of 
suffering, explain the cause of unavailing agony 1 These things 
exist. Here in this planet of which you know Nothing save 
my voice, — here, if nowhere else in the wide Universe, .>ve gain, 
our bread yrith bitterness and drink our wiiie with tears?. Solve 
me the mystery of pain; — of injustice, — jof an innocent child's 
anguish on iu death-bed, — ^ay ! though you tell me there is no 
death ! — of a good man’s ruin, — o«^ an evil woman's triumph, — 
of despair, — of self-slaughter, — of all the horrors upon horrors 
piled, which maS^e upr this world’s present life. Listen, O too 
ecstatic and., believing Spirit I — we have a legend here that a 
God lives — ^a wise all-loving God , — andT He, this wise and 
loving one, has out of Iiis great bounty invented for the torture 
of His creatures, — Hell! Find out this Hell^ Lilith! — Prove 
it ! — bring the plan of its existence back to me. Go, — 
bring me news of devils, — and su^ffer, if spirits suffer, in the' 
Unmitigated sufferings oi others ! Take my command and go 
hence, find out God’s 1 lell ! — so shall we afterwards know the 
worth of Heaven 1 ” 

He spoke rapidly, — impetuously, — passionate’y ; — and now 
he allowed the girl’s hands to fall suddenly from his clasp. 
She moawed a little, — and, instead of folding them one over 
the other as before, raised them palm to palm in an attitude of 
prayer. The colour faded entirely from her face, — but an ex- 
pression of tfie calmest, grandest wj^dom, serenity, and com- 
passion came over her features as of a saint prepared for 
martyrdor^ Her breathing grew faiiViei and fainter kIH it was 
scarcely perceptible, — and her lipi parted in a short sobbing 
sigh, — Uien they moved and whispered something. El-Rimi 
stooped over her more closely. 
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“ WTiat is it ? " he^ asked eagerly — “ what did you say ? ** 

“ Nothing, . . . only . . , farewell 1 ” 2uid the faint tone 
stirred the silence like the last sad echo of a song — “ And yet 
. . . once more . . . farewell ! ’* * ^ * 

He drew back, and observed her intently. She n?>w looked 
like- a recumbent statue, with those upraised 'hands of hers so 
white and small and delicate, — and El-Rimi remembered that 
he must keep the machine of the ^ody Imng, if he desired to 
receive through its medium the messages qf the Spirit. ^Taking 
■ a small phiijl from his breast, togertier with the necessary sur- 
•geon’s*. instrument used for such purposes, he pricked the 
rounded' arm nearek to hiqa, apd carefully injected into the 
veins a small quantity#of a strange sparkling fluid which gave ^ 
out k curiously sweet and pungent odour ; — as^he did this, the 
lifted hands fell gently into t4ieir original position, crossed over 
the ruby star. The* breathing grew steadier and lighter, — the 
lips took fresh colour, — and EbRkmi wttchecf the effect with 
absorbed interest^and attention. * / 

“ Orfe might surely preserve her bodv so for ever,** he mused^ 
half aloud. The tissues renewed, — the blood reorganised, — 
the whole system completely nourished with absolute purity ; 
and not a morsel of what is considered food, which contains so 
*much organi® miscliie?,'* allowed to enter that exquisitely 
beautiful mechanism, which exhales all waste upon the air 
through the pores of the skin as naturally as a flower exhales 
perfume through its leaves. A wondtjful discovery! — if all 
men knew it, ^rould not they deem thcmsejv^es truly immortal, 
even here? But the trial is not ovef yet, — the experiment is 
not perfect. Six years has she lived thus, but whc^ can say 
whether indeed Death has no power over her? •In those six 
years she ha^ changed, — she has grown fron^ childhood to 
womanhood,— does not <ihange imply age ? — and age suggest 
death, in spite •of all science ? O inexorable Death I — 1 will 
pluck its*secret out if 1 dke in the effort ! ** ^ 

He turned aw^ay from the* couch, — then seemed struck by a 
new idea. * 

** 1/ 1 die, dfd I say ? But can I die ? Is her Spirit right ? 
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Is my reasoning wrong ? Is there no pause anywhere ? — no 
cessation of thought ? — no end to the insatiability of ambition ? 
Must we plan and work and live — F or Ever ?'* 

^ shudder ran through him, — the notion of his own per 
petuity ajipalled him. Passing a long mirror framed in antique, 
silver, he caught ‘•sight of himself in it, — his dark handsome 
face, rendered darker by the contrasting whiteness of his hair, 
— his full black ey&, — his fine but disdainful mouth, — all 
looked back at him with the scornful reflex of his own scornful 
regard. • t 

He laughed a little bitterly. 

“There you are, El-Ram i-Z^rinps ! ” he rhurmured half aloud. 
“Scoffer and scientist, — master of a few common magnetic 
secrets such ‘as the priests of ancient Egypt made sport of, 
though in these modern days of * culture ^ they are sufficient to 
make most men your tools ! What now ? • Is there no rest for 
the inner* calculations *of your mind? Plan and work and live 
for ever ? Well, vAiy not ? Could I fathpnv the secrets of a 
thousand universe! would that suffice me? No! I ♦‘should 

' 4. 

seek for the solving of a thousand more ! ” 

He gave a parting glance round the room, — at* the fair tranced 
form on the couch, at the placid Zaroba slumbering in a corner, 
at the whole effect of th^ sumpti^us 'apartment, with its purple 
and gold, its roses, its crystal and ivory adornments, — th^n he 
passed out, drawing to the velvet curtains noiselessly behind 
him. In the small arjifc-room, he took up the slate and wrote 
upon it — 


“ I shall not return hither for forty-eight hours. During this 
interval adiiiA as much full daylight as possible. Observe the 
strictest sflence, and do not touch her. ^ 

' ‘ “ Ei^RAmi.” 

1 

Having ^thus set down* his instru^tidns he descehded the 
stairs to hiscs^Dwn room, where, extinguishing the electric light, 
he thre^' himself on his hard camp-bedstead^ and was soon 
sound asleep. * 
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“T DO not believe in a fi^tur^ state. I am very, much dis- 
J. tressed about iu” ‘ 

The speaker was a stoutish, able-bodied indmdual in clerical 
dress, with rather a handstme face and an easy agreeable 
manner. He addr(jssed himself to El-Rami, who, seated at 
his writing-table, observed him with som^thin^of a satirical air. 

“ You wrote nje this letter ?” queried El-Rami, ielecting one 
from St heap beside him. • The desman bent forward to^ 
look, and, recognising his own handwriting, smiled a bland 
assent. • 

“You are the Reverend Francis Ahstruther, vTcarof Laneck, 
— a great favciurite with *the ♦Bishop your diocese, I under- 
stand?” 

The gentleman bowed blandly again, — then assumed a meek 
and chastened expression. 

“ That is, > aw a favourite of the Bish^’s at one time ” — 
he murmured regretfully — “ and I sftppose I am now, only I 
fear that this matter of conscience • 

“Oh, it /s a matter of conscience ? jaid El-Ritni slowly — 
“ You are surf of that ? ” . v 

“ Quite sure of that ! ”fand the Reverend Francis Anstruther 
sighed profoundly. 

“ ‘ Thhs consciencePd#es make cowards of us all-i — ' ” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” and the cler^man opentd his eyes a 
little. ^ ^ 

“Nay, I beg youm 1 — 1 was quoting Hamlet'* 
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“Oh!” 

There was a silerice. El-Rimi bent his dark flashing eyes 
on his visitor, who seemed a little confused by the close 
scrifdny. ft was the morning after the circumstances narrated 
in the pr'hvious chapter, — the clock marked ten minutes to 
noon, — the weather was brilliant and sunshiny, and the tem- 
perature warm for the uncertain English month of May. El- 
Rami rose suddenly and th;*ew open the window nearest him, 
as if he found the ajr oppressive. 

“Why did you seek me out?'* he demand(;;d, turning 
towards the reverend gentleman once more- 

“ Well, it was really the mc;rest .accident ** 

“ It always is ! *’ said ‘El-Rami with a slight dubious smile. 

“ I was at »Lady Melthorpe*s the other day, and I told her 
my difficulty. She spoke of you,mnd said she felt certain you 

would be able to clear up my doubts ’’ 

“ Not at all. ^ I am too busy clearing up my OAm,” said 
El-Rami brusquely: ^ , 

The clergyman looked surprised*. 

“ Dear me ! — I thought, from what her ladyship said, that 

you were scientifically certain of ** < 

“Of what?'* interrupted El-Rami— “Of myself? Nothing 
more uncertain in the world than ihy own humour, I assure 
you ! Of others ? I am not a student of human caprice, Of 
life? — of death? Neither. I am simply trying to prove the 
existence of a ‘ some;thing after death * — but I am certain of 
nothing, and I believe in nothing, unless proved: * 

“But,” said Mr. Anslruther anxiously — “you will, I hope, 
allow me^to explain that you leave a very different impression 
on the minds of those to whom you speak, from the one you 

now suggest. Lady Melthorpe, for instance 

“Lady Melthorpe believes what it -pleases her to believe,” — 
said El-Rimi quietly — “All pretty, sensitive, imaginative 
women do^. That accounts for the inentnse success of Ionian 
Catholicismowith women. It is a ^aceful, pleasing, comforting 
religiorf; — moreover, it is really becoming to a woman,- — she 
looks charming with a rosary in her hand, or a quaint old 
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missal, — and she knows it. Lady Melthorpe is a believer in 
ideals, — well, there is no harm in ideals, -'—long may she be 
able to indulge in them.” 

“ But Lady Melthorpe declares that you are abl^ to tell^he 
past and the future,** persisted the clergyman — “And that you 
can also read the present ; — if that is so, you must surely 
possess visionary power ? ** 

El-Rami looked at him steadfasUy. * 

“I can lell you the past;** — he said-;-“And I can read 
■your present, — and from the two portions of your life I can 
•calculate the last addition, the Future, — but my calculation 
may be •wrong. I mean wrpng ^s regards coming, events ; — 
past and present I can never be mistaken in, because there 
exists a natural law, by which you are bound to^reveal yourself 
to me.** • 

The Reverend Fmncis Anstruther moved uneasily in his 
chair, buttnanagcd to convey into his countenance th^ proper 
expression of politel’^ incredulous astonishment. / 

“ This natural law,** went •on El-Rami, laying one hand on ^ 
the celestial globe as he spoke, “has been in existence ever 
since man’s foimation, but we are only just now beginning to 
^discover it, or rather re-discover it, since it was*tolerably well 
known to the priests of an1:ieill Egypt.^ You see this sphere ; ” 
— anjl he moved the celestial globe round slowly — “ It repre-* 
sents the pattern of the heavens according to our solar system 
Now a Persian poet of old time declardl^, in a few wild verses 
that solar sysfems, taken in a mass, could *be considered the 
brain of heaven, the stars being the thinking, moving molecules 
of that brain. A sweeping idea, — what your line-and-paitern 
critics would call * far-fetched * — but it will serve «ne just now 
for an illustratipn of my meaning. Taking this * br^in oT heaven * 
by way of simile then, it»is evident we — we human pigmies — 
are, notwithstanding our ridiculous littleness and inferiority, 
able to*jtenetrate corffeotly enough into some of th^ mysteries 
of tnat star-teeming intelligeRce, — we can even tak» patterns of 
its shifting molecules ” — and again he touched the glob^beside 
him, — ‘*we can wateh its modes of thought — and calculate 
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when certain planets will rise and set, — and when we cannot 
see its action, we can get its vibrations of light, to the marvellous 
extent of being able to photograph the moon of Neptune, which 
remains in'Jisible to the eye even with the assistance of a tele- 
scope. Vou wonder what all this tends to ? — well, — I speak of 
vibrations of light from the brain of heaven, — ^vibrations which 
we know are existent ; and which we prove by means of 
photography; and, ^because we seg the results in black and 
white,' we believe in them. But there are other vibrations in 
the Universe, which cann®t be photographed, — ijie vibrations 
of the human brain, which, like those emanating from the 
brain of heaven,’ are full of flight aAd fire, and' convey 
distinct impressions or, patterns of thought. People speak of 
‘thought-transference’ from one subject to another as* if it 
were a remarkable coincidence,— «:whereas you cannot put a stop 
to the transference of thought, — it is in^ the very air, like the 
germs of disease or health, — and nothing can do away with it.” 

“ I do if^t exactly understand ” — murmured the clergyman 
with some bewild^ment. , • 

“ Ah, you want a practical demonstration of what seems a 
merely abstract theory ? Nothing easier ! ” — z^nd moving again 
to the table \'ie sat down, fixing his dark eyes keenly on his 
visitor — “ As the stars pattern h#avel^ in various^hapes, like the 
"constellation Lyra, or (jrion, so you have patterned your brain 
with pictures or photographs of your past and your present. 
A/l your past, every^icene of it, is impressed in the curious 
little brain-particles that lie in their various cei'ls, — you have 
forgotten some incidents^ but they would all come back to you 
if you w/£re drowning or being hanged ; — because suffocation 
or strangulation would force up every infinitesimal atom of 
brain-inalter into extraordinary prominence for the moment. 
Naturally your present existence is tlie most vivid picture with 
you, therefore perhaps you would like me to be^n with that ? ” 
“ Begin^? — how ? ” asked Mr. Anstmtiier, still in amaEcment. 
“ Why,— flet me take the imprefeion of your brain upon my 
own. ''It is quite simplfe, and quite scientific. Consider, your- 
self the photographic negative, and me tke sensitive paper to 
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receive the impression ! I may offer you a blurred picture, but 
I do not think it likSy. Only if you wish* to hide anything 
from me I would advise you not to try the experiment.” 

“ Really, sir, — this is very extraordinary ! — I am 4t a lostf to 

comprehend ” ‘ • 

“ Oh, I will make it quite plain to you,” said El-Rami with a 
slight smile — “There is no witchcraft in — no trickery, — 
nothing but the commonest A B C^sciencl^. Will you try? — 
or would you prefer to leave the matter alone ? My demon- 
stration will ?not convince you of a ‘ future state,* which was 
lihe subject you first spoke to me about, — it will only prove to 
you the physiological phenopaen^ surrounding yoqr present 
constitution and conditv^n.” 

Thfe Reverend Francis Anstruther hesitated. He was a little 
startled by the cold and convincing manner with which El-Rami 
spoke, — at the same time he did not believe in his words, and his 
own incredulity inclined him to see the “ nxperiftient,’* whatever 
it was. It would Jdc all hocus-pocus, of cout^se, — tliis Oriental 
fellow could know notliing about him, — he had never seen him 
before, and must therefore be totally ignorant of his private life 
and affairs. C(»nsidering this for a moment, he looked up and 
smiled. ' 

“I shall be tnost interdSted’ and delighted,*’ — he said — “ to 
make^the trial you suggest. I am realty curious. As for the* 
present picture or photograph on my brain, I think it will only 
show you my perplexity as to my positidq, with the Bishop in 

my wavering siVate of mind ” * 

“ Or conscience — *' suggested El-R^faai — “ You said it was a 
matter of conscience.” * 

“ Quite so — quite so ! And conscience is the most powerful 
motor of a maq’s actions, Mr, — Mr. El-Rimi I is iddeed the 
voice of God ! ** 

“ That depends on what it says, and how we hear it — ** said 
El-Rimi: father dryly-^“€^ow if we are to make thi% ‘ demon- 
stration,* will you put your^left hand here, in mysleft hand? 
So, — your l^ft palm must press closely upon my leftpalrtt, — yes 
— that will do. Observe the position, please ; — you see that my 
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left fingers rest on your left wrist, and are therefore directly 
touching the nerves and arteries running through your heart 
from your brain. By this, you are, to use my former simile, 
pressing mfe,'the sensitive paper, to your photographic negative 
— and I tnake no doubt we shall get a fair impression. But to 
prevent any intciruption to the brain-wave rushing from you to 
me, we will add tnds little trifle,'' and he dexterously slipped a 
steel band over his hand and that of his visitor as they rested 
thus together on the table, and snapt it to, — “ a sort of handcuff, 
as you perceive. It has n ©thing in the world to da with our ex- 
periment. It is simply placed there to prevent your moving you»- 
hand away from mine, which would be your natural impulse if 
I should haj)pen to say anything disagreeably true. And to do 
so would of xcourse cut the ethereal thread of contact between 
us. Now, are you ready?” <v 

The clergyman grew a shade paler. El ‘Rami seemed so very 
sure of the result of this singular trial that it was a liHle bit dis- 
agreeable. . But, .having consented to the experiment, he felt he 
was compelled to go through with it, so he bowed a nervous 
assent. Whereupon El-Rimi closed his brilliant eyes, and sat for 
one or two minutes silent and immovable. A curious fidgetiness 
began to troiible the Reverend Francis Anstruthcr, — he tried 
to think of something ridiculous, slTmething altogether apart 
from himself, but in vain, — his own personality, his own life, his 
own secret aims seemed all to weigh upon him like a sudden 
incubus. Presently tjjfgling sensations pricked his arm as with 
burning needles, — >che hand that was fettered to that of El-Rimi 
felt as hot as though it 4^ere being held to a fire. All at once 
El-Rimi* spoke in a low tone, without opening his eyes — 

“ The sfcadow-impression of a woman. Brown-haired, dark- 
eyed, — ot a full, luscious beauty, and a violent; unbridled, ill- 
balanced wifi. Mindless, ‘but phgrsically attractive. She 
dominates your thought.” ^ 

A quiver ran through the clergyn»ai>’s frame, — if ‘he could 
only have ijsnatched away his haVid he would have done it 
then. ^ 

** She is not your wife — ” went on El-Rftmi — -*•* sKc is the wife 
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of your wealthiest neighbour. You have a wife, — an invalid, — 
you have also eight children, — but these are ‘not prominent in 
the picture at present. The woman with the dark eyes and 

hair is the chief figure. Your plans are made for*tfer 

He paused, and again the wretched Mr. * Ahstruther 
shuddered. • 

“ Wait — wait ! ” exclaimed El-Rimi sudcraly in a tone of 
animation — “ Now it comes clearly. ^ You Save decided to leave 
the Church, •not because you do not believe^in a future sthte, — 
for this you r ever have believed at any time — but because you 
wish tO'.rid yourself of all moral and. religious responsibility. 
Your scheme is perfectly distijict.^ You will make oyt a ‘ case 
of conscience * to your* authorities, and resign your living, — 
you ^ill then desert your wife and children, — yesu will leave 
your country in the companv mi the woman whose secret lover 
you are " • 

“ Stop ! ^ cried the Reverend Mr. An«truthcr, savagely en- 
deavouring to wr;fnch away his hand from«the bi/lding fetter 
which held it remorselessly to the hand of £1-Rimi — “ Stop J 
You are telling me a pack of lies 1 ” * 

El-Rami opened his great flashing orbs and surveyed him 
first in surprise, then with a deep unuttcraUie contempt, 
tlnclasping tiie^teel banrfihati»bound their two hands together, 
he fiujig it by, and rose to his feet. 

Lies? ” he echoed indignantly. “ Your whole life is a lie, 
and both Nature and Science are bounds Jo give the reflex of 
it. What! wcAild you play a double part* with the Eternal 
Forces and think to succeed in such ftesperate fooling ? Do 
you imagine you can deceive supreme Omniscienc#, which 
holds every star and every infinitesimal atom of lifft in a net- 
work of such ^stant vibrating consciousness and corftact that 
in terrible truth there are iind can be ‘ no secrets hid * ? You 
may if you like act out the wretched comedy of feigning to de- 
ceive God — the of the Ghurches, — but J)eware of 

trifling with the real God,-^the absolute Ego Swm of the 
Universe.” . • 

I f 

His voice rang o«t passionately upon the stillness, — the 
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clergyman had also risen from his chair, and stood, ner- 
vously fumbling \i^ith his gloves, not venturing to raise his 
eyes. ^ 

I have told you the truth of yourself,*' — continued El- 
Rimi more quietly — “ You know I have. Why then do you 
accuse me of t^hing you lies? Why did you seek me out 
at all if you wished to conceal yourself and your intentions 
from me? Can you deny the testimony of your own brain 
reflected on mine ? < Come, confess ! be honest foT once, — do 
you deny it ? ” * 

“I deny everything;" — replied the dergyman,— »bQt his 
accents were husky and indis^inct. 

‘‘So be it ! " — and El-Rimi gave a short laugh of scorn. 
“ Your ‘ ca^ of conscience ’ is evidently very pressing. Go 
to your Bishop — and tell him you cannot believe in a future 
state, — I certainly cannot help you to ^prove that mystery. 
Besides, ‘you would richer there were no future state,— a ‘ some- 
thing after death ‘‘’must needs be an unpleasant point of medi- 
tation for such as '^ou.^ Oh yes ! — you will get your freedom ; 
— you will get all you are scheming for, and you will be quite a 
notorious person for a while on account of the'delicacy of your 
sense of honour and the rectitude of vour principles. Exactly ’ 
— and then your final, coup ^ — ^our running iway with your 
neighbour’s wife will make you notorious again — in quite 
another sort of fashion. Ah ! — every man is bound to weave 
the threads of his O’"^^ destiny, and you are weaving yours ; — 
do not be surprise^ if you find you have made of them a net 
wherein to become hopelessly caught, tied, and strangled. It 
is no dohbt unpleasant for you to hear these things, — what a 
pity you c^ifi'e to me * " 

The Reverend Francis Anstruther buttoned his glove 
carefully. * 

“ Oh, I do not regret it,” he said. “ Any other naan might 
perhaps feel himself insuKed, but-^— ^ 

“ But yCu are too much of a ‘ Christian * to take offence 
— yes, I daresay ! ” interposed El-Rami satiric;* lly,: — “ I' thank 
you for your amiable forbearance ! AlVow me to close this 
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interview” — and he was about to ring the bell, when his 
visitor said hastily and with an effort ^t appearing un- 
concerned — 

“ I suppose I may rely on your secrecy respectihg what fias 
passed ? ” * * 

“Secrecy?” and El-Rimi raised his blaA eyebrows dis- 
dainfully. “ What you call secrecy I know^ot. But if you 
mean that I shall speak of you and your* affairs, — why, make 
yourself quke easy on that score. I sha^J not even think of 
you after you have left this room. 'Do not attach too much 
importaijce to yourself, reverend sirj — true, your name will 
soon be mentioned in the new^pajjers, but this should not ex- 
cite you to an undue vanity. As for me, I have other things 
to occupy me, and clerical ‘ cases of conscience, *^swch as yours, 
fail to attract either my woitder or admiration ! ” Here he 
touched the bell,-^ “ Feraz this as his young brother 
instantly appeared — “ The door ! ” • • • 

The Reverend ^Francis Anstruther took up hisjhat, looked 
into it, •glanced nervously Bound at the picturesque form of 
the silent Feraz, then, with a sudden access of courage, looked 
at El-Rami. Tkat handsome Oriental’s fiery eyes were fixed 
upon him, — the superb head, the dignified ligu?e, the stately 
manner, all combined to ‘inalie him feel uncomfortable and 

awkward : but he forced a faint smile — it was evident he must * 

• . 

say something. 

“ You are a very remarkable man, f^r. . . . El-Rami ” — 
he stammered? . . . “It has been a most interesting . . . 
and . . . instructive morning ! ” ' * 

El-Rami made no response other «^han a slight frigid 
bow. • • 

The clergyman again peered into the depths of^his Hat 
“ I will not go so far as<o say you were correct in anything 
you said ” — he ii%ent on — “ but there was a little truth in some 
of your adlusions, — thty #eally applied, or might be^ made to 
apply, to past events, — bygofte circumstances • * . ^ou under- 
stand ?. . . 

El-Rimi took* one itep towards him. 
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“ No more lies in Heaven’s name ! ” he said in a stern 
whisper. “ The air is poisoned enough for to-day. Go ! " 

Such a ^rrible earnestness marked his face and voice that 
the Reverend Francis retreated abruptly in alarm, and, stumb- 
ling out’ of the room hastily, soon found himself in the open 
street with the g^SLt oaken door of El-Rimi’s house shut upon 
him. He pauseo^^a moment, glanced at the sky, then at the 
pavement, shook his head,, drew a long breath, and seemed on 
the verge of hesitation ; then he looked at his watch, — smiled 
a bland smile, and, hailiiig a cab, was driven to lunch at the 
Criterion, where a handsome woman with dark hair and eyer 
met him with mingled flattery and upbraiding, and gave herself 
pouting and capricious airs of offence, because he had kept her 
ten minuted waiting. 



VII 


T hat afternoon El-Ramv prepared to go out, as was his 
usual custom, ^immediately after the mid-day meal, 
whicfi was served to him by F^raz, who stood behfhd his chair 
like a slave all the time he Ste and drank, attending to his 
needs wdth the utmcTst devotion and assiduity. F^raz indeed 
was his brother’s only domestic, — Zaroba*? duties bein^ entirely 
confined to the naysterious apartments upstairs anJ their still 
more m'Vsterious occupant. •El-Rami ^jas iif a taciturn mood, 
■ — the visit of the Reverend Francis Anstruther seemed to have 
put him out, a«d he scarcely spoke, save in monosyllables, 
^efore leavipg the house, however, his humour suddenly 
softened, and, noting the wistftil and tij;norous gaze with which 
Fera% regarded him, he laughed outright 

“You are very patient with me, Feraz ! " he said — "And I 
know I am as sullen as a bear.** 

“You thinl? too much ; ** — replied l^draz gently — “ And you 
work too hard.** 

“ Both thought and labour are necessary,** said EF-Rami — 
“ You would not have me live a life of merely bovfhft repose ? *' 
F^raz gave a deprecating gestiye. ^ 

“ Nay — but surely rest h needful To be happy, God Him- 
self must sometimes sleep.** 

“You ftiink so? ** afld^l-Rimi sifiiled — " Then il must be 
during His hours of repose and oblivipn that the •business of 
life goes wre^ng,^ and darkness and the spirit of confusioft walk 
abroad. The CreatdJ should never sleep.** 
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•‘Why not, if He has dreams?” asked F^raz — “For if 
Eternal Thought 'becomes Substance, so a God^s Dream may 
become Life.” 

Poetic ds usual, my Fdraz ” — replied his brother — “ and 
yet perhaps you are not so far wrong in your ideas. That 
Thought becomte Substance, even with man's limited powers, 
is true enough ;-^e thought of a perfect form grows up em- 
bodied in the weight aqd substance of marble, with the 
sculptor, — the vague fancies of a poet, being set in ink on 
paper, become substance in book-shape, solid enough to pass 
from one hand to the other ; — even so may a God’s- mere 
Thought of a world create a J'lapet. It is my own impression 
that thoughts, like atoms, are imperishable, and that even 
dreams, beifrg^forms of thought, never die. But I mu'st not 
stay here talking, — adieu ! Do ^lOt sit up for me to-night — I 
shall not return, — I am going down to the coast.” 

“To^Ilfracofnbe? questioned F^raz — “So long 'a journey, 
and all to see thfft poor mad soul ? ” ^ , 

El-Rami looked at him steadfastly. 

“No more * mad,’ F^raz, than you are with your notions 
about your native star ! Why should a sciereJst who amuses 
himself with the reflections on a disc of magnetic crystal be 
deemed ‘mad*? Fifty years tigo ' the electri:: inventions of 
Edison would have been called ‘impossible,’ — and he, the 
inventor, considered hopelessly insane. But now we know 
these seeming ‘ mirarfes * are facts, we cease to wonder at them. 
And my poor friehd witji his disc is a harmless^ creature j — his 
‘craze,* if it be a craze, is as innocent as yours.” 

“ Burl have no craze,’* — said F^raz composedly, — “All that 
1 know ami*see lives ^ in my brain like music, — and, though I 
remember it perfectly, I trouble no one with tjie story of my 
past.’* 

“ And he troubles no one with 'what he de*^ms may be the 
story of *the future ” — sraid El-Rarld-^“ Call no o'ne ‘ mad * 
because h^ happens to have a new idea — for time may prove 
such ^madness * a merely perfected method of reason, 1 must 
hasten, or I shall lose my train.** * 
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“ If it is the 2,40 from Waterloo, you have time,” said 
F^raz — “ It is not yet two o^clock. Do you ’’leave any message 
<or Zaroba ? ” 

“ None. She has my orders.” 

F^raz looked full at his brother, and a warm flush ^coloured 
his handsome face. f 

“ Shall I never be worthy of your confide«fte ? ” he asked in 
a low voice — “ Can you never trust . me wit^i your great secret, 
as well as Zaroba ? ” . . 

• El-Rami frowned darkly. 

“Again, this vulgar vice of curiosity? I thought you were 
exempt from it by this time.” . , • 

“Nay, but hear me? El-Rami” — said Fdraz eagerly, dis- 
tresseti at the anger in his brother's eyes — “ It is rfbt curiosity, 
— it is something else, — someKiing that I can hardly explain, 
except. , : . Oh, yotl will only.laugh at me if I tell you . • • , 
but yet — • * 

“ But what ? ” (Jemanded El-Rlmi sternly. % 

“ It is* as if a voice called me,” — answered F^raz dreamily — 
“ a voice from those upper chambers, which you keep closed, 
and of which on^ Zaroba has the care — a voice ^ that asks for 
freedom and for peace. It Js such a sorrowful voice, — but sweet, 
— more sweet than any singing^ True,^I hear it but seldom, — 
only, when I do, it haunts me for hours and hours. I know 
you are at some great work up there, — but can you make such 
voices ring from a merely scientific labofg^ory ? Now you are 
angered | * 

His large soft brilliant eyes rested appealingly upon his 
brother, whose features had grown pale and rigid. * 

“Angered he echoed, speaking as ,it seemed svith some 
effort, — “Am J ever angered at your — your {(incies? For 
fancies they are, Fdraz,^the voice you hear is like the 
imagined home i^ that distant star you speak of, — an image 
and an echo on your I5rafn — no more. My ‘great ^ork,' as 
you call it, would have no irfterest for you ; — it is ribthing but 
a test-experi/nent, which, if it fails, then I fail with it, aifd am 
no more El-Rimi-Zkranos, but the merest fool that ever 
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clamoured for the moon.” He said this more to himself than 
to his brother, and* seemed for the moment to have forgotten 
where he was, — till suddenly rousing himself with a start he 
forced a smile. 

“ FareVell for the present, gentle visionary ! ” he said kindly, 
— •• You are happier with your dreams than I with my facts, — 
do not seek out sharow for yourself by rash and idle question- 

Wi{h a parting npd he went out, and Fdraz, closing the door 
after him, remained in the 'hall for a few moments in a sort of 
vague reverie. How silent the house seemed, he thought with 
a half-sigh. The very atmo^ph^re of it‘ was depressing, and 
even his favourite occupation, music, had just now no attraction 
for him. Ke^ turned listlessly into his brother's study^, — he 
determined to read for an houi. or so, and looked about in 
search of some entertaining volume. Onqhe table he found a 
book open, — a* manvscript, written on vellum in Arabic, with 
curious untanny#figures and allegorical desi^ms on the head- 
ings and margins. ^ El-R^mi had* left it ^ there by mistake, — it 
was a particularly valuable treasure which he generally kept 
under lock and key. F^raz sat down in front it, and, resting 
his head on Kis two hands, began to read at the page where it lay 
open. Arabic was his native tdngue, — yeU fie had some 
difficulty in making out^this especial specimen of the lan^age, 
because the writing was anything but distinct, and some of the 
letters had a very odg« way of vanishing before his eyes, just as 
he had fixed thent on a Word. This was puzzling as well as 
irdtating, — he must have something the matter wnth his sight 
or his b-ain, he concluded, as these vanishing letters always 
came into %position again after a little. Worried by the 
phenomenon, he seized the book and carried^ it lb the full 
light of the open window, ancl theret succeeded in making out 
the meaning of one passage which was quite* sufficient to set 
him thinlyng. It ran as follows : — • « • 

“ Wherefore, touching illusions sfnd impressions, as also strong 
emoticons of love, hatre^d, jealousy, or revenge, the^ nerve and 
brain sensations are easily conveyed from one human subject 
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to another by Suggestion. The first process is to numb the 
optic nerve. This is done in two ways — 1. By causing the 
subject to fix his eyes steadily on a round shinintj case con- 
taining a magnet, while you shall count two hundred beats of 
time. II. By wilfully making your own eyes the 'magnet, and 
fixing your subject thereto. Either of thes/ operations will 
temporarily paralyse the optic nerves, and a'rest the motion of 
the blood in the vessels pertaining. , Thus the brain becomes 
insensible to external impressions, and is or^y awake to internal 
■suggestions, which you may make a'fe many and as devious as 
^pu please. Your subject will see exactly what you choose him 
to see, hear what you wish higi t(\ hear, do what yoa bid him 
do, so long as you hoid him by your power, which if you 
understand the laws of light, sound, and air-vibral;i^s, you may 
be able to retain for an indefinite period. The same force 
applies tonhe magnetising of a multitude as of a single indi- 
vidual.” ^ • 

F^raz read this^over and over again, — then^ returning to the 
table, laid the book upon it with a deeply engrossed air. It had 
given him unpleasant matter for reflection. 

“A dreamer*-na visionary, he calls me — ” he mused, his 
thoughts reverting to his absent brother — “ Full of fancies poetic 
and musical, -^Bow can it\e that 1 owe my very dreams to his 
dominance ? Does he make me subservient to him, as I am, 
or is my submission to his will my own desire ? Is my 
‘ madness ’ or ‘ craze,’ or whatever he czA|^ it, of /its working ? 
and should I be more like other men if I wfere separated from 
him ? And yet what has he ever done to me, save make me 
happy ? Has he placed me under the influence of any magnet 
such as this book describes ? Certainly not that I lam aware of. 
He has m&de my inward spirit clearer of comprehejnsion, so that 
I hear him call me even byti thou^t, — I see and know beautiful 
things of which josser souls have no perception, — and am I 
not content ? — Yes, suielji I am ! — surely I should beg — though 
at times there seems a soifiething missing — a something to 
which I canipot |;ive a name.” * 

^ From The Natural Law of Miracles^ written in Arabic 400 B.c. 
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He sighed, — and again buried his head between his hands, — 
he was conscious Of a dreary sensation, unusual to his bright 
and fervid , nature, — the very sunshine streaming through the 
window seertled to lack true brilliancy. Suddenly a hand was 
laid upoh hife shoulder, — he started and rose to his feet with a 
bewildered air,-^hen smiled, as he saw that the intruder- wsuj 
only Zaroba. 



VIII- 


O NLY Zaroba,— gaunt, gpm„^fierce-eyed Zarobaj oM and 
unlovely, yet possessing withal an air of savage dignity, 
as she stood erect, her amber-coloured robe bojiBrti about her 
with a scarlet girdlej and her g>ray hair gathered closely under a 
small coif of the saine vivid hue. Her wrinkled visage had 
more aninfation in it than on the previous nighi^ and her harsh 
voice grew soft as^she looked at the picturesque gloii^ing beauty 
of the >^ung man besiUe heis and addressed him. 

“ El-Rarni has gone ? ** she asked. ^ 

r<^raz nodded^ He generally made her understand him either 
by signs, or the use of the finger-alphabet, at whicli he was very 
dexterous. » ^ 

“On what quest?” she demanded. 

Feraz explained rapidly and mutely that he had gone to visit 
a friend residing at a distance from towi/.^^ 

“ Then he ^ will not return to-ni)(cht ; ”-*-muttered Zaroba 
thoughtfully — “ He will not return to-night.'* 

She sat down, and, clasping her hands across her knee*, rocked 
herselt to and fro for some minutes in silence# fThen she 
spoke, more to herself than to her listener. * 

“He is an angel or a'* fiend, she said in low meditative 
accents. “ Or T»aybe he is both in one. He saved me from 
death ondfe — I shall nevdr forget that. And by hi% power he 
sent me back to my native lind last night — I bound my black 
tresses with ^earl and gold, and laughed and sang, — I wus young 
again \ ” — and with a Judden cry she raised her hands above her 
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head and clapped them fiercely together, so that the silver 
bangles on her arms jangled like bells ; — As God liveth, I was 
young ! }(ou know what it is to be young ” — and she turned her 
dark orbs half enviously upon F^raz, who, leaning against his 
brother’s‘writmg-table, regarded her with interest and something 
of awe — “ or you should know it ! To feel the blood leap in the 
veins, while the happy heart keeps time like the beat of a joyous 
cymbal, — to catch the breath and tremble with ecstasy as the eyes 
one loves best in the world flash lightning passion in^o your own, 
— to make companions of the roses, and feel the pulses quicken 
at the songs of birds,--^to tread the ground so lightly as to 
scarcely know whether it is earth or air — this is to be young ! — 
young ! — and I was young last night My love was with me, — 
my love, my* more than lover — ‘ Zaroba, beautiful Zaroba ! ' he 
said, and his kisses were as honey on my tps — * Zaroba, pearl 
of passion ! fountain of sweetness in a desert land ! — thine eyes 
are fire In whicn I burn my soul, — thy round arms the prison 
in which l lock my heart 1 Zaroba, beautiful Zaroba ! * — 
Beautiful I Ay !— -through the power ot El-Rami I wus fair to 
see — last night ! . . . only last night 1 ” 

Her voice sank down into a feeble wailing, nd Fdrez gazed 
at her compassionately and in a little wonder, — he was accus- 
tomed to see her in various otraiige and ir comprehensible 
moods, but she was seldom so excited as now. 

“ Why do you not laugh ? ” she asked suddenly and with a 
touch of defiance — “ rVhy do you not laugh at me ? — at me, 
the wretched Zaroua, — o'a and unsightly — bent and wrinkled ! 
— that I should dare to say I was once beautiful ! — It is a 
thing to make sport of — an old forsaken woman's dream of her 
dead youth. 

With an impulsive movement that was as graceful as it was 
becoming, Feraz, for sole reply, dropped on one knee beside 
her, and, taking her wrinkled hand, touched it lightly but 
reverentl)^ with his lips. She trembL''d,-and great tears rose in 
her eyes. 

“ Poor boy ! ” she muttered — “ Poor child ! — a child to me, 
and yet a man ! As God liveth, a man 1^’ She looked at him 
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with a curious steadi^^stness. “Good F^raz, forgive me^ — I 
did you wrong — I know you would not mock the aged, or 
make wanton sport of their incurable woes, — you are tpo gentle. 
I would in truth you were less mild of spirit — less womanish 
of heart!” 

“Womanish!” and F^raz leaped up, stung 6y the word, he 
knew not why. His heart beat strangely — his blood tingled, — 
it seemed to him that if he had possessed a weapon his instinct 
would have been to draw it then. Never had he looked so 
handsome ; and Zaroba, watching his expression, clapped her 
withered hands in a sqrt of witch-like triumph. 

“Ha!” — she cried — “ThemanS^; mettle speaks! 'There is 
something more than the dreamer in you then — something that 
will help you to explain the mystery of your exifiteiice — some- 
thing that says — ‘Fet^az, you aie the slave of destiny — up! be 
its master ! F^raz, you sleep-^awake ! ' ” and Zaroba stood 
up tall and imposing, with the air of an inspired serceress 
delivering a prophecy — “Fdraz, you have manhood — prove 
it ! — F^riz, you have missed the one joy *of life — Love ! — 
Win it!” ' 

Feraz stared at her amazed. Her words were such as she 
h^d never addressed to l^m before, and yet they moved him 
with a singular uneasiness. Ldve ? Surely he knew the mean- 
ing of, love ? It was an ideal passion, like the lifting up of life 
in prayer. Had not his brother told him that perfect love was 
unattainable on this planet ? — and was il,.,not a word the very 
suggestions of which could only be expressed in music? These 
thoughts ran through his mind while he stood inert and wonder- 
ing — then, rousing himself a little from the effects of ^Zaroba’s 
outburst, he sat down at the table, and^ taking ap a pencil, 
wrote as folloi^s — ^ i * 

“You talk wildly, Zaroba — you cannot be well Let me 
hear no more — you disturb my peace. 1 know what love is — 
I know what life is. IiHit^the best part of my life a/^d love is 
not here, — but elsewhere.” ‘ 

Zaroba to^k tbe paper from his hand, read it, and torc^ it to 
bits in a rage, 
c 
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“ O foolish youth ! ” she exclaimed — “,Your love is the love 
of a Dream, — your life is the life of a Dream 1 You see with 
ai^other’s ^es — you think through another’s brain. You are a 
mere machine, played upon by another’s willl But not for 
ever shall you be deceived — not for ever, — ” here she gave a 
slight start and looked around her nervously as though she 
expected some oftf to enter the room suddenly — “ Listen ! 
Com^ to me to-night, — to-night when all is dark and silent, — 
when every sound 4n the outside street is stilled,— come to me 
— and I will show you a marvel of the world ! — one who,, like 
you, is the victim of a Dream I ” She Ijroke off abruptly and 
glanced tVom right to left in -evident alarm, — then, with a fresh 
impetus of courage, she bent towards her companion again and 
whispered iri? kis ear — “ Come ! ” 

“But where?'’ asked Fdraz irf the langirage of signs. 

“Up yonder!” said Zaroba firmly, regardless of the utter 
amazeirfent witli whifih F^raz greeted this answer — ‘*^Up, where 
El-Rimi hides his great secret. Yes — I know he has forbidden 
you to venture theVe, — jcven so has he forbidden me ’to speak 
of what he cherishes so closely, — but are we slaves, you and I ? 
Do you purpose always to obey him ? So bc^ it, an you will ? 
But if I were you, — a man — 1 would defy both gods and fiends 
if they opposed my libc^rty of action.' Do as it pleases you, — 
I, Zaroba, have given you the choice, — stay and dream ,of life 
— or come and live it 1 Till to-night — farewell 1 ” 

She had reached .^Re door and vanished through it, before 
F6t2lz could demand ixyfre of her meaning, — and he was left 
alone, a prey to the most torturing emotions. “ The vulgar 
vice of Curiosity ! ” That was the phrase his brother had used 
to him scaft'dely an hour agone, — and yet, here he was, yielding 
to a fresh fit^of the intolerat>le desire that had possessed him 
for years to know El-Rami’s great s&ret. He dropped wearily 
into a chair and thought all the circumstances over. They 
were as fallows : — ^ 

In the ffist place he had never known any other protector or 
friend" than his brother, who, being several yearS older than 
himself, had taken sole charge of him after the almost simul- 
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taneous death of their father and mother, an event which he 
knew had occurred somewhere in the East, but how or when, 
he could not exactly remember, nor had he ever Aeen told 
much about it He had always been very happy in El-Rami*s 
companionship, and had travelled with him nearly' all over the 
world, — and, though they had never been rich, ‘they always had 
sufficient wherewith to live comfortably, though how even this 
mall competence was gained F^raz, never knew. There had 
been no particular mystery about his brother’s life, however, 
till on one occasion, when they were’ travelling together across 
?he Syrian desert, where they had comfe upon a caravan of half- 
stari^ed Arab wanderers in dire* dis^j*ess from want and"srckhess. 
Among them was an elderly woman at the extreme point of 
death, and an ori)han child named Lilith, who was als6 dying. El- 
Rami had suddenly, no spedial reason, save kindness of heart 
and compassion, offered his services as physician to the stricken 
little party, 'and had restored the elderly woman, a* widow; almost 
miraculously to hp,alth and strength in a day or two. This 
woman Was no other than Zaroba. The sitk child hoivever, 
a girl of about twelve years old, died. And here began the 
puzzle. On thc^ay of this girl’s death, El-Rimi,^ with sudden 
and inexi)lica}:)le haste, h,ad sent his young brother on to 
Alexandria, bidding him there* take shi^ immediately for the 
Island, of Cyprus, and carry to a certain monastery some miles 
from Faniagousta a packet of documents, w’hich he stated 
were of the most extraordinary value anP, importance. Fdraz 
had obeyed, and, according to furtiS^r inAructions, had re- 
mained "xs a vi‘-itor in that Cyprian religious retreat, among 
monks unlike any other monks he had ever seen or heard of, 
till he w^as sent for, whereupon, according to command, he 
rejoined El-Rarrii in London, found him, somewhat to his 
surprise, installed in the sAiall house where they now were, — 
with the w'oman Zaroba, whose presence was another cause of 
blank astonishment, esiIecMy as she ^seemed to have nothing 
to do but keep certain rooms upstairs in order. But all the 
questions F^/az poured out respecting her, and everything that 
had happened since tteir parting in the Syrian desert, were 
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met by equivocal replies or absolute silence on his brother’s 
part, and by and by the young man grew accustomed to his 
position. ^Day by day he became more and more subservient 
to El-Rami^s will, though he could never quite comprehend 
why he was so willingly submissive. Of course he knew that 
his brother was gifted with certain powers of physical magnetism, 
— because he had •allowed himself to be practised upon, and he 
took a certain interest in. the scientific develoj)ment of those 
powers, this being, as he quite comprehended,' one of the 
branches of study on which El-Rimi was engaged. He knew 
that his brother could* compel response to thought^ from . ? 
dista'nte,^— but, as there wer^ others of his race who could do 
the same thing, and as that sort of mM hypnotism was largely 
practised irf the East, where he was born, he attached no special 
importance to it. Endowed wit^i various.^gifts of genius such 
as music and poetry, and a quick perception of everything 
beautifisl and ^trtistioy F^raz lived in a tranquil littlt Eden of 
his own,— Aind the only serpent in it that noy and then lifted its 
head to hiss doub(? and perplexity* was tne inexplicable mystery 
of those upstair rooms over which Zaroba had guardianship. The 
merest allusion to the subject excited EhRi>?i’s displeasure; 
and during the whole time they had lived together in that 
house, now nearly six years, he'^haCi not dared to speak of it 
more than a very few times, while Zaroba, on her part, had 
faithfully preserved the utmost secrecy. Now, she seemed 
disposed to break tjl?^ long-kept rules, — and F^raz knew not 
what to think of -it. jt 

“Is everything destiny, as El-Rami says?” he mused — “Or 
shall I follow my own desires in the face of destiny ? Shall I 
yield to tetr>ptation — or shall I overcome it ? Shall I break his 
command, — lose his affection and be a free man,— or shall I 
obey him still, and be his slave? And what should I do with 
my liberty if I had it, I wonder ? Womanish J What a word ! 

1 wipmanish?” He paced ur 2 nd down the room in 
sudden irrstation and haughtiness , — the piano stood open, but 
its ivery keys failed to attract him, — his brain was full of other 
suggestions than the making of sweet hatmony. 
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“ Do not seek out sorrow for yourself by rash and idle 
questioning/* * ^ 

So his brother had said at parting. And the wor<is rang ^in 
his ears as he walked to and fro restlessly, thinking* wondering, 
and worrying his mind with vague wishes and* foieboding 
anxieties, till the shining afternoon wore awaf and darkness 
feU. 
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‘^^5:OUGH night at sea, — feut the skies were clear, and the 
great worlds of God, which call stars, throbbed in 
the heavefifo .like lustrous lamps, all the more brilliaiitly for 
there being no moon to eclipse their gl^^y. A high gale was 
blowing, and the waves dashed up on tlie coast of 'Ilfracombe 
with afi orgarf-like thud and roar as they broke in high jets of 
spray, ani thei> ran swiftly back again witji a soft swish and 
ripple suggestivef of the downward ‘^chromatic scale played 
rapidly on well-attuned strings. There was freshness and life 
in the dancing wind ; — the world seemed well > ■> motion ; — and, 
standing aloft among the rocks, and looking down St the tossing 
sea, one could realise completely Iche continuous whirl of the 
globe beneath one’s feet, and the perpetual movement^ of the 
planet-studded heavens. High above the shore, on a bare 
jutting promontory, solitary house faced seaward ; — it was 
squarely built and surnj^unted with a tower, wherein one light 
burned fitfully, its pale sparkle seeming to quiver with fear as 
the wild wind fled past joyously, with a swirl and cry like some 
huge 6ea-t)h*d on the wing. It looked a dismal residence at 
its best, eveij.when the sun was shining, — but at night its ast)ect 
was infinitely more dreary. It was ^an old house, and it enjoyed 
the reputation of being haunted, — a circumstance which had 
enabled tits present ownsr to purchase <the lease of It for a very 
moderate*ourn. He it was who hid built the tower, and, whether 
because of this piece of extravagance or for ^thisr unexplained 
reasons, he had won for himself personally almost as uncanny a 
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reputation as the hous^ had possessed before he occupied it A 
man who lived the life of a recluse, — who seemed to J^avc no 
relations with the outside world at all, — who had#only oijc 
servant (a young German, whom the shrewder gossips declar^ 
was his “ keeper *') — who lived on such simple fare as certainly 
would never have contented a modem Hodge earning twelve 
shillings a week, and who seemed to purchase nothing but 
strange astronomical and geometrical, instruments, — surely^such 
a queer persbnage must either be mad, or in*league with some 
evil “ secret society,'’ — the more especially that he had had that 
lower ejected, into wjiich, after it wds finished, no one but 
himself ever entered,* so far as the people of the neighb^tirhood 
could tell. Under all these suspicious circumstances, it was 
, natural he should be avoided ; and avoided he was tfy the good 
folk of Ilfracombe, ias^ that plAsantly diverting fashion which 
causes provincial respectability to shudder away from the 
merest suggestion of superior intelligence. • • • 

And yet poor old Dr. Kremlin was a being not altogether to 
be despised. His appearance was ji^rhaps hgainst him inas- 
much as his clothes were shabby, and fiis eyes rather wild, — 
but the expressmi of his meagre face was kind an^ gentle, and 
a j)erpetuarcqppassion far everything and everybody seemed 
to vibrate in his voice and refleCt itself i^ his melancholy smile. 
He w^ deeply occupied — so he told a few friends in Russia, 
where he was born — in serious scientific investigations, — ^but the 
“ friends,” deeming him mad, held alqpf tiTV those investigations 
should become* results. If the resulilf proved disappointing, 
there would be no need to notice him any more, — if successful, 
why then, by a mystic process known only to themseltes, the 
“friends” would so increase and multiple that h^*wpuld be 
quite inconveniently surrounded tjy them. In meantime, 
• nobody wrote to him, or came to see him, except El-R^mi j 
and it was El-Rami now, who, towards ten o’clock in the 
evening, knocked at the^ddbr of his lonely habitation iand was 
at once admitted with every sign of deference and treasure by 
the servant Rarl^ ^ • 

“ I’m glad you’ve come, sir," — said this individual cheerfully, 
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— “The Herr Doctor has not been out aU day, and he eats less 
than ever. It will do him good to see you.** 

“ He in the tower as usual, at work ? ** inquired El-Rami, 
tlirowing off his coat. 

Karl*assdnted, with rather a doleful look, — and, opening the 
door of a smaft dining-room, showed the supper-table laid for 
two. « 

El-Rami smiled. , 

“ it’s no good, Karl ! ” he said kindly — “ It's very well meant 
on your part, but it's no ^ood at all. You will never persuade 
your master to eat at tjris time of night, or me eithef. • Clear/ 
all ttresc- things away, — and, make your mind easy, — go to bed 
and sleep. To-morrow morning prepftre as excellent a break- 
fast as yoif^lease — I promise you we'll do justice to it ! * Don't 
look so discontented — don't y6u know ^iat over-feeding kills 
the working capacity ? " 

“And ovef-starvkig kills the man, — working capacity and 
all ” — resfionded Karl lugubriously — “ How|iver, I suppose you 
know best, sir 1 " • • « • 

“ In this case I So " — ^replied El-Rimi — “ Your master 
expects me ? ” * - 

Karl nodcled, — and El-Rimi, wifh a brief , “good-nigh J,” 
ascended the staircase rapidly ^an<f soon disappeared. A door 
banged aloft — then all was still. Karl sighed profoundjy, and 
slowly cleared away the useless supper. 

“ Well ! How wj.^ men can bear to starve themselves just 
for the sake of t Achinj^ fools, is more than I shall ever under- 
stand 1 " he said half aloud — “ But then I shall never be wise — 
I am an ass and always was. A good dinner and a glass 
of good wine have always seemed to me better than all the 
science*goinj:, — there’s a shameful confession qf ignorance and 
brutality together, if you like. ‘ Where do you think you will 
go to when you die, Karl?' says the poor old Herr Doctor. 
And wh|)t do / say ? I say — ‘ I drn'a know, mein Herr — and 
I don’t cafre. This world is good enough for me so long as I 
live4n it.’ ‘But afteneards, Karl, — afterwarc^ ? ^ he says, with 
his gray head shaking. And what do -^say? Why, I say — ‘I 
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can’t tell, mein Herr but whoever sent me Here will surely 
have sense enough to look after me There T And h^ laughs, 
and his head shakes worse than ever. Ah ! Nothin|(^an ev^r 
make me clever, and I’m very glad of it ! ’* 

He whistled a lively tune softly, as he went to* beS in his 
little side-room off the passage, and wondered again, as he had 
wondered hundreds of times before, what caused that solemn 
Ipw humming noise that throbbed Jjp incessantly through the 
house, and sdemed so loud when everything else was still. It was 
a grave sound, — suggestive of a long-sustained organ- note held 
hy the* pedal-bass ; — tlje murmuring of seas and rivers seemed 
in it, as well as the rush of thciwind. Karl had gro^iT accus- 
tomed to it, though he tiid not know what it meant, — and he 
listened to it, till drowsiness made him fancy it wasp\he hum of 
his mother’s spinnii^g-wheel, 2 ft home in his native German 
village am^ng the pine-forests,* and so he fell happily asleep. 

Meanwhile El-Rami, ascending to the tower, knocked sharply 
at a small nail-stjidded door in the wall. •The mysterious 
murmuriftg noise was now louder than ever,'^and the knock 
had to be repeated three or four times before it was attended 
to. Then theWoor was cautiously opened, an^ the “Herr 
Doctor ” hiftisflf looked opt, his wizened, aged, meditative face 
illumined like a Rembrandt'^pic^ure by the small hand-lamp he 
held iij his hand. 

“ Ah 1 — El-Rdmi I ” he said in slow yet pleased tones — “ 1 
thought it might be you. And likej Bef^ardo * — you * come 
most carefully dpon your hour.’ ” 

He smiled, as one well satisfied to have made an apt 
quotation, and opened the door more widely to admit hisp visitor. 

“ Come in quickly,” — he said — “ The great window is open 
to the skies* an<^ the wind is high, — I fear some ^amage from 
* the draught, — come in — coAie in ! 

His voice bec 2 une suddenly testy and querulous, — and 
EI-Rimi stepped in at Oticm without reply. Dr. Krenilin shut 
to the door carefully and bolt^ it — then he turned t#ie light of 
the lamp he c^ied full on the dai{ handsome face*and 
dignified figure of his companion. 
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** You are looking well — well,” — he ^ muttered, — “ Not a 
shade o],der — always sound and strong ! Just Heavens ! — if I 
hqd your physique, I think, with Archimedes, that I could lift 
the world! But I am getting very old, — the life in me is 
ebbing &st,~and I have not done my work — . , God ! . . . 

God ! I have not done my work ! ” 

He clenched his^hands, and his voice quavered down into a 
sound that was almost a gvDan. El-Rami^s black beaming eyes 
rested on him corapassionately. 

“You are worn out, my dear Kremlin,” — he said gently — 
“ worn out and exhausted with long toil. You shall 'Sleep to^ 
nigh*!. have come according* to my promise, and I will do 
what I can for you. Trust me — you l^hall not lose the reward 
of your life^f work by want of time. You shall have time, — 
even leisure to complete your labours, — I /wrill give you ‘ length 
of days M ” 

The Wilder nSan saftk into a chair trembling, and' rested his 
head wearrfy onone hand. , 

“ You cannot f * — he caid faintly — “ you cannot •stop the 
advance of death, my friend ! You are a very clever man — 
you have a ^ar-reaching subtlety of brain, — br;. your learning 
and wisdom must pause tJure — there at the , boundary -line 
of the grave. You cannot o^rslep it or penetrate beyond 
it — ^you cannot slacken the pace of the on-rushing ye^rs ; — 
no, no ! I shall be forced to depart with half my discovery 
uncompleted.” ^ • 

El-Rami smilec^ — a sjightly derisive smile. * 

You, who have faith in so much that cannot be proved, 
are singularly incredulous of a fact that can be proved;” — 
he saidj—^* Anyway,^ whatever you choose to think, here I 
am in answ|^r to your racier sudden sumnjons— and here 
is your saving remedy; — ” and fie placed a gold-stoppered 
flask on the table near which they sat — “ l6» is, or might be 
called, at veritable distiKed essence cC time, — for* it will do 
what thef say God cannot do* make the da vs spin back- 
wardPI” • ^ ' 

Dr. Kremlin took up the flask curiou^y. 
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•• You are so positive of its action ? ** 

“ Positive. I have kept one human creature alivf and in 
perfect health for six years on that vital fluid alone. » 

“ Wonderful ! — wonderful ! — and the old scientist held 
it close to the light, where it seemed to flash Jike a diamond, 
— then he smiled dubiously — “ Am I the new Faust, and you 
Mephisto ? ’’ • 

“ Bah ! ” and El-Rami shrugged his shoulders carelc;psly — 
•• An old nurse’s tale ! — yet, like all old* nurses’ tales and 
legends of every sort under the sun, it is not without its grain 
•of truth.* As I havg often told you, there is really nothing 
imagined by the human brain 4haUis not possible of re‘alisation, 
either here or hereafter.* It would be a false note and a useless 
calcufation to allow thought to dwell on what Cannot be, — 
hence our airiest vkions are'^ound to become facts in time. 
All the same, I am not of such superhuman ability that I can 
make you change your skin like a serpAit, anti blps^m into 
youth and the coi^mon vulgar lusts of life, which to^the thinker 
must hi valueless. No. What you hold* there will simply 
renew the tissues, and gradually enricft the blood with fresh 
globules — nothing more, — but that is all you ^jeed. Plainly 
and practidalj^ speaking,, as long as the tissues and the blood 
continue to renew themselv?s, you cannot die except by 
violei^ce.’* 

“ Cannot die ! ” echoed Kremlin, in stupefied wonder — 
* Cannot die?” ^ 

“Except by violence — ” repeated ^‘El-R^i with emphasis, 
“ Well ! — and what now ? There is nothing really aston- 
ishing in the statement. Death by violence is the oifly death 
possible to any one familiar with the sejerets of* Nature, and 
there is more than one lesson to learned fron^the old story 
of Cain and Abel. The first death in the world, according to 
that legend, was death by violence. Without violence, life 
should be immortal, or^it #east renewable at pleasure.'^ 

“ Immortal^! ” muttered Dr. Kremlin— “ ImmortsR 1 Renew- 
able at pleasure * My^God ! — ^then I have time before fee — 
plenty of time I ” 
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“ You have, if you care for it — ** said ^El-Rami with a tinge 
of melancholy in his accents — “ and if you continue to care for 
it^ Few (cio, nowadays.” 

But his companion scarcely heard him. He was balancing 
the little flask in his hand in wonderment and awe. 

** Death by violence ? ” he repeated slowly. “ But, my friend, 
may not God Himself use violence towards us? May He 
not jsnatch the unwilling soul from its earthly tenement 
at an unexpected, moment, — and so, all the scheming and 
labour and patient calculation of years be ended in one flash 
of time ? ” , • • " . ^ 

“Tjod^— if there be a G^d, which some are fain to believe 
there is, — uses no violence — ” replied* El-Rami — “ Deaths by 
violence arfi*due to the ignorance, or brutality, or long-inherited 
foolhardiness and interference of man alone.” 

“What of shipwreck? — storm? — lightning?” — qheried Dr. 
Kremlin, still playing with the flask he held. 

“ You ire not going to sea, are you J ** asked El-Rimi 
smiling — “ And barely you, of ‘all men, should know that 
even shipwrecks are (iue to a lack of mathematical balance 
in shipbuilding. One little trifle of exactitude,rv7hich is always 
missing, unfortunately, — one little delicate scientific adjust- 
ment, and the fiercest storm •’an^i wind c«ild not prevail 
against the properly poised vessel. As fdr lightning— of f ourse 
people are killed by it if they persist in maintaining an erect 
position like a lightryflg-rod or conductor, while the electrical 
currents are in fifil plajff If they were to li6 flat down, as 
savages do, they could not attract the descending force. But 
who, among arrogant stupid men, cares to adopt such simple 
precautipnc ? Any way, I do not see that you need fear any of 
these disasteiy." ^ , 

“ No, no,” — said the old man Ineditatively, “ I need not 
fear, — no, no ! I have nothing to fear.” • 

His voice sank into silence. He tantl El-Rimi were sitting 
in a smalk square chamber of the tower, — verv narrow, with 
only^pace enough for the one tiny table and |wo chairs which 
furnished it, — the walls were covered with very curious mapS| 
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composed of lines and curves and zigzag patterns, meaningless 
to all except Kremlin himself, whose dreamy gaze wan|}ered to 
them between-whiles with an ardent yearning anrf anxie^y. 
And ever that strange deep, monotonous humming noise surged 
through the tower as of a mighty wheel at wo^k, flie vibration 
of thfe sound seemed almost to shake the solid masonry, while 
mingling with it now and again came the^wild sea-bird cry of 
the wind. El-Rami listened. , ^ 

“And still it moves?” he queried softly,# using almost the 
word^ of Galileo , — pur si muove.'^ 

. Dr.* Kremlin looke^ up, his pale eyes full of a sudden fire 
and animation. • « • • 

“ Ay ! — still it moves *•” he responded with a touch of eager 
. triumph in his tone — “ Still it moves — and still it sounds ! The 
music of the Earth, my frieifd 1 — the dominant note of all 
Nature’s lAelody 1 Hear it I — round, full, grand, and perfect ! 
— one tond in the ascending scale of the jrtanets^ — the %ong of 
one Star, — our Stat— as it rolls on its predestined way ! Come I 
— come with me I ” and fie sprang up^xciteefly — “ It is a night 
for work ; — the heavens are clear as a ftiirror, — come and see 
my Dial of tln» Fates, — you have seen it befor^ I know, but 
there are neW reflexes upon it now, — new lines of light and colour, 
— ah, my good Bl-Rami, if^yofi could solve my problem, you 
would^ be soon wiser than you are 1 Your gift of long life 
would be almost valueless compared to my proof of what is 

beyond life ” % % *• 

“Yes — if thfe proof could be obtained-^” interposed El- 
Rami. 

“ It shall be obtained ! ” cried Kremlin wildly — “ ft shall ! 
I will not die till the secret is won ! I w^l wrench k qut from 
the Holy of Holies — I will pluck Jit from the vei;^ thoughts of 
• God ! ” * 

He trembled with the violence of his own emotions,— then 
passing his* hand acrosi# hk forehead,*he relapsed int^S sudden 
calm, and, sm^ing gently, sai^ again — 

“ Come 1 ^ 

El-Rimi rose at once in obedience to this request, — and the 
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old man preceded him to a high narrow door which looked 
like a stt in the wall, and which he unbarred and opened with 
am almo^«jealous care. A brisk puff of wind blew in their faces 
through^ the aperture, but this subsided into mere cool freshness 
of air as the^ entered and stood together within the great 
central chamber of the tower, — a lofty apartment, whefe the 
strange work of I^remlin^s life was displayed in all its marvel- 
lous pomplexity, — a work *such as no human being had ev^r 
attempted before, "or would be likely to attempt again. 
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T he singular object that at once caught and fixed the eye 
in fascinated amlzement, and something of^ terror, was 
a huge disc, suspended between ceiling and floor By an appar- 
ently inextricable mesh and tJngle of wires. It was made of 
some smooth glittering substance like crystaj, and seemed from ^ 
its great height and circumference to occflpy nearly^ the whole 
of the lofty tower-r^om. It appeared to be lightly poised and^ 
balanced* on a long steef rod,— a sort^f gigantic needle which 
hung from the very top of the tower. The entire surface of 
the disc was a^bdued blaze of light, — light wh^h fluctuated 
in waves and Jines, and zigzag patterns like a kaleidoscope, as C 
the enormous thmg circled roifnd and jound, as it did, with a 
sort of measured motion, and a sustained solemn buzzing sound. 
Here was the explanation of the mysterious noise that vibrated 
throughout the house, — it was simply movement of this 
round shield-irke mass among its wonderJpl network of rods 
and wires. Dr. Kremlin called it his “ crystal ” disc, — but it 
was utterly unlike ordinary crystal, for it not only shdhe with 
a transparent watery clearness, but poss^sed the* Stimulating^ 
lustre of a fln^ diamond cut intp numerous ptisms, so that 
El-Rami shaded his eyes from the flash of it as he stood con- 
templating it in silence. It swirled round and round steadily ; 
facing it, a*large caserrfcnt^ window, about the size of half the 
wall, was thro/n open to the night, anc^ through th^s could be 
seen a myriad ^sparklfpg stars. The wind blew in, buf not 
fiercely now, for part of the wrath of the gale was past, — and 
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the wash of the se^ on the beach below Jiad exactly the same 
tone in t as the monotonous hum of the disc as it moved. At 
ORC side of, the open window a fine telescope mounted on a 
high st^nd^ pointed out towards the heavens, — there were 
numerous othei; scientific implements in the room, but it was 
impossible to take much notice of anything but the disc itself, 
with its majestic fi^otion and the solemn sound to which it 
swung. Dr. Kremlin seamed to have almost forgotten El- 
Rimi's presence, -i^-going up to the window, he sat down on 
a low bench in the corner, and folding his arms across his 
breast gazed at his strange invention wi;h a fixed, wondering, i - 
and api^saling stare. • • 

“ How to unravel the meaning — hdw to decipher the mes- 
sage I ” he fnuttered — Sphinx of my brain, tell me, is there . 
No answer? Shall the actual Offspring of my thought refuse 
to clear up the riddle I propound? Nay, is it possible the 
creature sjbould baflie the creator ? See ! the lines change 
again — the* vibrations are altered, — the circlf. is ever the circle, 
but the reflexes dilfer, — hOw can one separate or classify them — 
how ? ” ^ 

Thus far ♦his half-whispered words were *i.udible, — when 
El-Rimi came and stood beside him. Then lie* seemed to 
suddenly recollect himjelf, and,* looking up, ht rose to his feet 
and spoke in a perfectly calm and collected manner. 

“ You see ** — he said, pointing to the disc with the air of a 
lecturer illustrating kfs discourse — “ To begin with, there is the 
fine hair*s-breadtl\ balance of matter which ^ves perpetual 
motion. Nothing can stop that movement save the destruc- 
tion of !he whole piece of mechanism. By some such subtly 
delicate^ bklknce as .that, the Universe moves, — and nothing 
can stop it sarre the destructjon of the Univerjse. 'is not that 
fairly reasoned ? ” • 

** Perfectly,” replied El-Rimi, who was listening with pro- 
found attention. * • • 

“ Surel]^ that of itself, — the secret of perpeti^l motion, — is 
a gr?at discovery, is it not?” questione(J Krei^lin eagerly. 
£1-Rimi hesitated. 
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“ It is/' he said aj last. “ Forgive me if paused a moment 
before replying, — the reason of my doing so was tbis. You 
cannot claim to yourself any actual discovery perpetual 
motion, because that is Nature^s own particular mystery. Per- 
haps I do not explain myself with sufficient /:leamess, — well, 
whal I mean to imply is this — namely, that your wonderful 
dial there would not revolve as it does i^nhe Earth on which 
. we stand were not also revolving.. If we could imagipe our 
planet stopping suddenly in its course, yomr disc would stop 
‘ also, — is not that correct ? ” 

. “Why, naturally assented Kremlin impatiently. “Its 
.movement is mathematically «calQulated to follow, in a slower 
degree, but with rhythffiical exactitude, the Earth’s own move- 
menf, and is so balanced as to be absolutely a(5:urate to the 
very half-quarter of a hair’s-bfeadth." 

“Yes,-L-and there is the chief wonder of your invention," 
said El-Rami quietly. “ It is that peculiarly precise csflculation 
of yours that is sg marvellous, in that it enables j^u to follow 
the coufse of perpetuaT motion, \\*kh perpetual motion itself 
you have nothing to do, — you cannot Ifind its why or its when 
or its how, —♦is eternal as Eternity. Things, must move, — 
and we aH ipove with them — your disc included." 

“ But the mcTx ’ng things aft balanced — so ! ” said Kremlin, 
pointing tiiumpnantly to his work — “ On one point — one pivot ! ” 

“ And that point ? ” queried El-Rami dubiously. 

“Is a Central Universe” — rcjponftgd Kremlin — “where 
God abides.’' ^ 

El-Rami looked at him with dark, dilating, burning eyes. 

“ Suppose," he said suddenly — “ suppose — for the sake of 
argument — that this Central Universe, yyu imagifte exists, were 
but the oliter .covering or shell ^of another C^tral Universe, 
and so on through innumerable Central Universes for ever and 
ever and ever, and no point or pivot reachable 1 ” 

Kremlm uttered a miyf and clasped his hands with a gesture 
of terror. / * • 

“Stop — stog!" gasped — “ Sucfi an idea is frighifhl! — 

horrible 1 Would you drive me mad ? — mad, I tell you ? No 
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human brain could steadily contemplate the thought of such 
pitiless ii^finity ! ** 

fie sanft^back on the seat and rocked himself to and fro 
like a person in physical pain, the while he stared at El-Rami’s 
majestic figure jind dark meditative face as though he saw 
some demon in a dream. El-Rimi met his gaze with a Com- 
passionate glance im^is own eyes. 

Y9U are narrow, my friend,” — ^he observed — “ as narrow , 
of outward and onv/ard conception as most scientists are. I 
grant you the human brain has limits ; but the human Soul. has 
none I There is no ‘ pitiless infinity * to thf Sours aspirations,— r 
it is 'never contented, — but • eternally ambitious, eternally in- 
quiring, eternally young, it is ready* to scale heights and 
depths without end, unconscious of fatigue or satiety What 
of a million million Universes ? • I — even I — can contemplate 
them without dismay, — the brain may totter and rdel at the 
multiplicity of ttiem,--*^but the Soul would absorb thehi all and 
yet seek spaK:e fo» more ! ” ^ 

His rich, deep,* tranqurll voice hacf the effect of calming 
Kremlin’s excited nervis. He paused in his uneasy rocking 
to and fro, an(J listened as though he heard musi/i 

“ You are a bold man, El-R§,mi,” he said slowjy-*— “ I have 
always said it, — bold even to rasffne&. Yet wikh all your laige 
' ideas I find you inconsistent ; for example, you talk of the 
Soul now, as if you believed in it, — but theie are times when 
you declare yourself (Jdabtful of its existence.” 

“ It is necessary tfJ' split hairs of argument with •you, I see — 
returned El-Rami with a slight smile, — “ Can you not under- 
stand that I may believe in the Soul without being sure of it ? 
It is the ^natifral instinct of every man to credit himself with 
immortality- bfpause this life^ is so short and unsati^actory, — 
the notion may be a fault of heritage perhaps, still it is 
implanted in us all the same. And I do believe in the Soul, — 
but 1 reqilire certainty to make my nierv belief an undeniable 
fact. And •the whole business of* my life is to Establish that 
fact jJfovably, and beyond any sort of dj>ubt whatever, — what 
inconsistency do you find there?” 
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None — none — ”^said Kremlin hastily — But you will not 
succeed, — yours is too daring an attempt, — ^too arrogant and 
audacious a demand upon the unknown forces.” / 

“ And what of the daring and arrogance dispfayed here ? ” 
asked Eil-Rami, with a wave of his hand towards Ithe glittering 
disc’ in front of them. 

Kremlin jumped up excitedly. 

“No, no ! — you cannot call thejnere scientific investigation 
of natural ’objects arrogant,” he said — “ Besides, the whole 
thing is so very simple after all. It is well known that every 
star In *the heavens i^nds forth perpetual radiations of light ; 
which radiations inpa given number of minutes, days, mo*nths, 
or years, reach our Eafth. It depends of course on the dis- 
tance’ between the particular star and our planrf, as to how 
long these light-vibrations tal^ to arrive here. One ray from 
some stars will occupy thousands of years in its course, — in 
fact, the original planet from which it fell m^ be s^ept out 
of existence befoyrc it has time to penetrate* our atmosphere. 
All this*is in the lesson-books of children,* and is familiar to 
every beginner in the rudiments of ^astronomy. But apart 
from time a»i distance, there is no cessation ^o these light- 
beats or ^itvations; they keep on arriving for ever, without 
an instant's pau«e. Now my^great idea was, as you know, to 
catclj these reflexes on a mirror or aial of magnetic spar, — - 
and you see for yourself that this thing, which seemed im- 
possible, is to a certain extent dom^. iSbgnetic spar is not a 
new substance to you, any more than it to the Egyptian 
priests of old — and the quality it has, of attracting light in its 
exact lines wherever light falls, is no surprise to yofi, though 
it might seem a marvel to the ignorant. .Every littte fcigzag or 
circular fTash c>n that dis^ is a jidbration of li^ht from some 
star, — but what puzzles and confounds my skill is this ; — That 
there is a mearfing in those lines — a distinct meaning which 
asks to be interjected,#—# jjicture which is ever on •the point 
of declaring itself, and is never declared. Mine isl^the torture 
of a Tantalus patching night after night that mystic dial 

He went close up to the disc, and pointed out one particular 
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spot on its surface where at that moment there was a glittering 
tangle o^little prismatic tints. 

ObserVe this with me — he said, and El- Rami approached 
him — “Here is a perfect cluster of light-vibrations, — in two 
minutes by my watch they will be here no longer, — and a year 
or more may pass before they appear again. From what stars 
they fall, and why they have deeper colours than most of the 
reflexes, I cannot tell. Tlpere — see 1 ” and he looked round 
with an air of me^^ancholy triumph, mingled with wonder, as 
the little spot of brilliant colour suddenly disappeared like the 
moisture of breath from a mirror — “ They are gone ! . I have 
seen them four times only since -Ahe disc was balanced twelve 
years ago, — and I have tried in every way to trace their origin 
— in vain— all, all in vain ! If I could only decipher the 
meaning 1 — for as sure as God Irt es there is a meaning there.” 

£1-Rimi was silent, and Dr. Kremlin went on. 

“The air is & convyyer of Sound — he said meditatively — 
“ The light'' is a. conveyer of Scenes. Mark that well The 
light may be said' to creftte landocap^ and generate ''Colour. 
Reflexes of light makfc pictures, — witness the instantaneous 
flash, which, vy^ith the aid of chemistry, will giv«Kiyou a photo- 
graph in a second. I firmly believe that all refle^tes of light 
are so many letters of a marvellobs alphabet, which, if we could 
only read it, would enable us to grasp the highest secrets of 
creation. The seven tones of music, for example, are in 
Nature ; — in any ordirtary storm, where there is wind and rain 
and the rustle of Idaves, you can hear the conijilete scale on 
which every atom of musical composition has ever been written. 
Yet whjit ages it took us to reduce that scale to a visible 
tangible , form, — and even now we have not mastered the 
quarter-tones l^ieard in the songs of birds. And just as the 
whole realm of music is in seven tones of natural Sound, so 
the whole realm of light is in a pictured language of Design, 
Colour, and Method, with an intenliori and a message, which 
we — we human beings — are intended to discover. Yet, with 
all tlfese great mysteries waiting to be ^olved, the most of us 
are content to eat and drink and sleep and breed and diet 
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like the lowest cattle, in brutish ignorance of more than half 
our intellectual privileges. I tell you, El-Rami, if #1 could 
only find out and place correctly one of those ligh^^ibratio^s, 
the rest might be easy.^’ ^ 

He heaved a profound sigh, — and the grqat 'disc, circling 
steadily with its grave monotonous hum, might have passed 
for the wheel of Fate which he, poor mortjrl, was powerless to 
.stop though it should grind him to jitoms. , 

El-Rami’ watched him with interest and something of 
compassion for a minute or two,-^then he touched his arm 
gently. * . ^ 

“ Kremlin, is it not time for* you to rest ? ’* he asked kindly — 
** You have not slept welll for many nights, — you are tired out, — 
why riot sleep now, and gather strength for future labours ? 

The old man started, and a^light shiver ran through him. 

You mean ? ” he began. 

I merin to do for you what 1 promised — replied El-Rimi, 
** You asked me f(jr this — ” and he held up the gom-stoppered 
flask he4iad brought inVith*him frem the liext room — “It is 
all ready prepared for you — drink it, Ind to-morrow you will 
find yourself ^i^new man.” ^ 

Dr. Kreftiljn looked at him suspiciously — and then began to 
laugh with a sort of hysterFcar nervousness. 

“I^ believe — ” he murmured indistinctly and with affected 
jocularity — “I believe that you want to poison mel Yes — 
yes ! — to poison me and take all ipy df^overies for yourself ! 
You want to ^solve the great Star-problem and take all the 
glory and rob me — yes, rob me of my haref earned fame I — yes 
— it is poison — poison 1 ” •, 

And he chuckled feebly, and hid his face between bis hands, 
Ei-R^nfi he^d him with an egression of pain and pity in 
his fine eyes. 

“ My poor old friend — ” he said gently — “ You are wearied 
to death — ^so Lpardon frou^your sudden distrust of m8. As for 
poison — see 1 and he lifteef the flask he held to ^is lips and 
drank a few drops — Have no fear ! Your Star-probldlh is 
your own, — an3 I desire that you should live long enough to 
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read its great mystery. As for me, I have other labours ; — ^to 
me star«, solar systems, ay ! whole universes are nothing, — 
my businets is ¥rith the Spirit that dominates Matter — not with 
Matter itself. Enough; — will you live or will you die? It 
tests with yourself to choose — for you are ill, Kremlin — very 
ill, — your brain is fagged and weak — you cannot go on fnuch 
longer like this. Why did you send for me if you do not 
believe in me?’* 

The old Docto^^totte^ed to the window-bench and sat down, 
— then looking up, he forced a smile. 

“ Don’t you see for yourself what a coward I have become ?”^ 
he said — “ I tell you I am *afraid of everything ; — of you — of 
myself — and worst of all, of that — ”’and he pointed to the 
disc — “ which lately seems to have grown stronger than i am.” 
He paused a moment — then welit on with an effort — “ I had a 
strange idea the other night, — I thought, suppose God, in the 
beginnihg, created tbe universe simply to divert Himself — ^just 
as I created my dial there ; — and suppose it had happened that 
instead of being Mis servant, as He originally intended, it had 
become hlis master?— that He actually had no more power 
over it? Suppose He were deadt We see thiV: the works of 
men live ages after their death, — why not the works of God ? 
Horrible — horrible ! Death is ‘noriible 1 I do not want to 
die, El-Rami ! ” and his faint voice rose to a querulous wail, 
“Not yet — not yeti I cannot I — I must finish my work — I 
must know — I must. 'live- ” 

“ You shall livej' ' interrupted El-RamL “ Triist me — there 
is no death in this t ” 

He btld up the mysterious flask again. Kremlin stared at 
it, shaking aK over with nervousness — ^then on a sudden impulse 
clutched it. fL. 

“ Am I to drink it all ? ” he asked faintly. 

El-Rami bent his head in assent. ^ 

Kremlin hesitated a moment longen^— then, with the air of 
one who mkes a sudden desperate resolve, he ^ave one eager 
yeafhing look at the huge revolving dis^. and, putting the flask 
to his hps, drained its contents. He had scarcely swallowed 
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the Iasi diop, when he sprang to his feet, lettered a smothered 
cry, staggered, and fell on the floor motionless. #E1-Rimi 
caught him up at once, and lifted him easily in his Arong arms 
on to the window-seat, where he laid him down gently, placing 
coverings over him and a pillow under his Jiea’d. The old 
man’s face was white and rigid as the face of a corpse, but he 
breathed easily and quietly, and El-Rami^»knowing the action 
.of the draught he had administered, saw there was no, cause 
for anxiety‘in his condition. He himself leaned on the sill of 
the . great oi>en window and looked out at the starlit sky for 
some minutes, and listened to the ‘sonorous plashing of the 
waves onnhe shore below, ^^ow and then he glanced back 
over his shoulder at th^ great dial and its shining star-patterns. 

“ Only Lilith could decipher the meaning d( it all,*’ he 
mused. “ Perhaps, — some dhy — ^it might be possible to ask 
her. But then, do I in truth beb’eve what she tells me? — 
would he believe? The transcend en tally uplifted sftul of a 
woman \ — ought to credit the message obtained* through so 
ethereal* a means ? I '*doubt it We meif are composed of 
such stuff that we must convince our^lves of a fact by every 
known test before we finally accept it, — like St. Thomas, unless 
we ])ut ouf rgugh hand into the wounded side of Christ, and 
thrust our fingei« into the naiT-prints, we will not believe. And 
I shi\fl never resolve myself as to whicli is the wisest course, — 
to accept everything with the faith of a child, or dispute every- 
thing with the arguments of a cor;trov8^alist. The child is 
happiest ; but* then the question arises — W^re we meant to be 
happy ? I think not, — since there is nothing that can make us 
so for long.” V 

His brow clouded and he stood absorbed, l<5c4ci»g at the 
stars, yet \carqply conscious of Ijeholding then^ Happiness ! 
It had a sweet sound, — an exquisite suggestion ; and his 
thoughts clung* round it persistently as bees round honey. 
Happiness* ! — ^^Vhat cf uldl engender* it ? The an^er came 
unbidden to - his brain — “ Love I ” He gave an •involuntary 
gesture of irritation, though some one had spoken the’*^ord 
in his ear. 
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** Love ! ” he exclaimed half aloud. “ There is no such 
thing — not on earth. There is Desire, — ^the animal attraction 
of one bd^dy for another, which ends in disgust and satiety. 
Love should have no touch of coarseness in it, — and can 
anything be coarser than the marriage-tie ? — the bond which 
compels a man and woman to live together in daily partnershij) 
of bed and board, und reproduce their kind like pigs, or other 
common cattle. To call ^hat Uve is a sacrilege to the very 
name, — for Love is a divine emotion, and demands divincst 
comprehension.” 

He went up to where Kremlin lay replined, — ^the old' man • 
slept profoundly and peacefrillyj^ — ^his face* had gained colour 
and seemed less pinched and meagre in outline. El-Rimi 
felt his pulse, — it beat regularly and calmly. Satisfiea with 
his examination, he wheeled aiVay the great telescope into a 
comer, and shut the window against the night air, — ^then he 
lay down him^lf onPthe floor, with his coat rolled under him 
for a pillow, and*composed himself to sleep till morning. 
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T he next day Pawned imbriViant sunshine; the sea 'was 
as smooth as a Itke, and the air pleasantly warm and 
, still. ‘Dr. Kremlin’s servant Karl got up in a vai^ excellent 
humour,— he had slept well, a«d he awoke with the comfort- 
able certainty of finding his eccentric master in better health 
and spirits, as this was always.the case after on« of EkMmi’s 
rare visits. And ^Karl, though he did not giuch /appreciate 
learning,* especially whefl thft pursuifc.of it iftduced people, as 
he said, to starve themselves for the saHe of acquiring wisdom, 
did feel in hk own heart that there was son^ething about 
El-Mmi tltak was not precisely like other men, and he had 
accordingly for him not onl*/ aPgreat attraction, but a profound 
respe^ * 

“ If anybody can do the Herr Doctor good, he can—” he 
thought, as he laid the breakfast-table in*^e little dining-room 
whose French Vindows opened out to a tiny green lawn front- 
ing the sea,— “ Certainly one can never cure old age,— that is 
an ailment for which there is no remedy ; but however*^ld we 
are bound to get, I don’t see why we should not be mqrry over 
it and enjby our meals to the last. Now let jae see— what 
• have I to get ready—” and he enumerated on his fingers— 
“Coffee— toast-^rolls,—butter— eggs— fish,— I think that will 
do ;— and *if 1^ just pi^ -tliese few roses in the middle of the 
table to tempt the eye a bit,"— and he suited the aotion to the 
vord— “There now !-fif the Herr Doctor can be pleased at 
all " * 
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“ Breakfast, Ka^l ! breakfast I ” interrupted a clear cheerful 
' voice, the sound of which made Karl start with nervous 
a»tonishmteit. ** Make haste, my good fellow ! My friend 
here has^ to catch an early train.” 

Karl turned, round, stared, and stood motionless, open- 
mouthed, and struck dumb with sheer surprise. Could it be 
the old Doctor whtp spoke? Was it his master at all, — this 
hale, , upright, fresh-faced ^.individual who stood before him, 
smiling pleasantly vind giving his orders with such a brisk air of 
authority? Bewildered and half afraid, he cast a desperate 
glance at El-Rami, who had also entered^ the room, and who. 
seeing his confusion, made him a secret sig^i. * 

« Yes — be as quick as you can, KarV’ he said. “ Youi 
master has had a good night, and is much better, as you see. 
We shall be glad of our breakfa^ ; I told you we should, last 
night. Don’t keep us waiting 1 ” 

“ YeS; sir — Ao, sir< ” stammered Karl, trying to collect his 
scattered s^inses»» and staring again at Dr^ Kremlin, — then, 
scarcely knowing Vhethei^he was on His head or his heels, he 
scrambled out of the rotm into the passage, where he stood for 
a minute stupefied and inert. « 

“ It must be devils’ work ! ” he ejaculated ’ amazedly. 
“ Who but the devil could radKe' a man look twenty years 
younger in a single nigkt ? Yes — twenty years younger. — he 
looks that if he looks a day. God have mercy on us ! — what 
will happen next — wh4t sqrt of a service have I got into ? — 
Oh, my poor mother ! ” 

This last was Karl’s supremest adjuration, — when he could 
find noKiing else to say, the phrase “Oh, my poor mother!” 

came as naturally tp his lips as the familiar “ D n it 1 ** 

from the mouth of an old sw,aggerer in the army or havy. He 
meant nothing by it, except perhaps a vague allusion to the 
innocent days of his childhood, when he was ignorant of the 
wicked vlays of the wicLed world, tanfli' when “ Ot, my poor 
mother I ” liad not the most distant idea as to what was going 
to ttbeome of her hopeful first-born. v 

Meantime, while he went down into the kitchen and bustled 
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about there, getting the coffee, frying the boiling the eggs, 
and cogitating with ^is own surprised and half-terrified self,. 
Dr. Kremlin and his guest had stepped out inti^ the littie 
garden together, and they now stood there on the ^rass-plot 
surveying the glittering wide expanse of oce^ before them. 
They spoke not a word for some minutes, — then, all at once, 
Kremlin turned round and caught both ^1-Rimi's hands in 
his own and pressed them ferveptly — there were te^rs in 
his eyes. " • 

“ What can I say to you ? ** he murmured in a voice broken 
by strong emotion — “^How can I thank you? You have been 
as a god to me ; — I ‘iive again, •— I breathe again, — ^this morning 
the world seems new tb my eyes, — as new as though I had 
never 'seen it before. I have left a whole cycle o^ ‘years, with 
all their suffering and bitterntfes, behind me, and I am ready 
now to commence life afresh.” 

“ That IS well ! ” said El- Rami gently, cordially returning the 
pressure of his haijds. “ That is as it should be. 'f o see your 
strength "and vitality thu'8 rerrewed is^more tilan enough reward 
for me.” ^ 

“ And do 5*really look younger ? — am I actuary changed in 
ajjpcarance*? ” asked Kremlin eagerly. 

El-Rami smiled. “ Well* ydU saw poor Karl’s amazement — 
he relied. “He was afraid of you, I think — and also of 
me. Yes, you are changed, though not miraculously so. Your 
hair is as gray as ever, — the same ^urr(^ of thought are on 
your face ; — aft that has occurred is the siny)le renewal of the 
tissues, and revivifying of the blood, — and this gives you the 
look of vigour and heartiness you have this morning. ”y. . 

“ But will It last ? — will It last ? queried Kremhij anxiously 
“ If yoif follqw my instrijctions^ of course it will — ” returned 
El-Ranii — “ I will see to that. I have left with you a certain 
quantity of the vital fluid, — all you have to do is to take ten 
drops every third nig|jt, mr inject it^ into your veifts if ydu 
prefer that method ; — then,— as I told you, — you tannot die, 
except by violence.' # 

“ And no violence corr*es here ’* — said Kremlin with a smile, 
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glancing round at^the barren yet picturesque scene — “ I am as 
lonely an unmated eagle on a rock, — and the greater my 
splitude the happier I am. The world is very beautiful — that 
I grant, — but the beings that inhabit it spoil it for me, albeit I 
am one* of ‘them. And so I cannot die, except by violence ? 
Almost I touch immortality ! Marvellous El-Rami ! ' You 
should be a king o^ nations ! ” 

“ Too low a destiny 1 ** Replied El-Rami — “ I’d rather be a 
ruler of planets.” 

“ Ah, there is your stumbling-block 1 ” said Kremlin, .with 
sudden seriousness, — “You soar too high — you are never 
contented.” * % • 

“ Content is impossible to the Souh” — returned El-Rami, — 
“ Nothing 'i« too high or too low for its investigation.* And 
whatever can be done, should be* done, in order that the whole 
gamut of life may be properly understood by those who are 
forced to live it.” c 

“And do not, you understand it?” 

“In part — yes.' But UPt wholly. R is not sufficient to have 
traced the ripple of a l^rain-wave through the air and followed 
its action and result with exactitude, — nor is k entirely satis- 
factory to have all the secrets of physical and,, rfiental mag- 
netism, and attraction between bodies and minds, made clear 
and easy without knowing the reason of these things. ^ It is 
like the light vibrations on your disc, — they come — and go ; 
but one needs to kn 9 W why and whence they come and go. I 
know much — but I^would fain know more.” * 

“ But is not the pursuit of knowledge infinite?” 

“Iw^ay be — if infinity exists. Infinity is possible — and I 
believe ^n kf—all the same I must prove it.” 

“ You will peed a thousand lifetimes to fulfil^ such works as 
you attempt ! ” exclaimed Kremlin. 

“And I will live them all;” — responded El-Rami com- 
posedly-^*“ 1 have sworiv to let nothjng^ baffle no^e, and nothing 
shall I ” 4 

Br. Kremlin lookM at him in \ague awe, — the dark, 
haughty, handsome face spoke more resolvedly than words. 
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** Pardon me, El-Rami ” — he said with a Jittle diffidence — 

“ It seems a very personal question to put, and possibly you ^ 
may resent it, still I have often thought of asking it.'' You ari 
a very handsome and very fascinating man — you woujd be a 
fool if you were not perfectly aware of your own, attractiveness, 
— well, now tell me — have you never loved anybody? — any 
woman?” * ^ 

The sleepy brilliancy of El-Rami'^ fine eyes lightened, with 
sudden laughter. * 

' “Loved a woman? — IV' he exclaimed — “The Fates 
■ forbid ! * .What should^ I do with the gazelles and kittens and 
toys of lifc^ such as’^omen a»e? « Of all animals on earth, 
they have the least attraction for me. I would rather stroke 
a bird’s wings than a woman’s hair, and the fragrance of a rose 
pressed against my lips is sweeter and more sincere than any 
w^oman’skiSses. As the females of the race, women are useful 
in their w’ay, but not interesting at any 4ime-*-at least, not 
to me.” • • 

“ Do you not believe hi love then?^’ asked Gremlin. 

“ No. Do you ? ’’ I 

“Yes,” — ari Kremlin’s voice w'as very tender^ and impres- 
sive — “ I believe it is the only thing of God in an almost 
goSless world.” • * • 

El-Rami shrugged his shoulders. * 

“ You talk like a poet. I, who am not poetical, cannot so 
idealise the physical attraction between and female, which 
is nothing but ^ law of nature, and is sharea by us in common 
with the beasts of the field.” 

“I think your wisdom is in error there” — said JSj^lin 
slowly — “Physical attraction there is, no doubt --•but there 
is soiiiethir^g else — something more subtle and delicate, which 
• escapes the analysis of both philosopher and scientist. More- 
over it is an imperative spiritual sense, as well as a material 
craving, — tBe spul can no jiore be satisfied without Ibve thail 
the body.” * ♦ 

“That is your opinjpn — ” and El-Jtimi smiled again, ^ 

“ But you see a 1:ontradiction of it in me. I am satisfied to 
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be without love,— rand certainly I never look upon the ordinary 
womam of the day without the disagreeable consciousness 
fhat I afei, beholding the living essence of sensualism and 
folly/* , 

“You are |Very bitter,” said Kremlin wonderingly — “Of 
course no ‘ ordinary ’ woman could impress you, — but there 
are remarkable woi^ien, — women of power and genius and lofty 
ambition.” r 

“ Les femmes incomprises — oh yes, I know ! ** laughed El- 
Rimi — “Troublesome creatures all, both to themselves and 
others. Why do you talk on these subjects, my dear Kremlin ? 
— Is it the effect of your rcjuwinated cohdition ? ' I am sure 
there are many more interesting matters worthy of discussion. 
I shall never love — not in this planet ; in some other state of 
existence I may experience the ‘divine* emotion. But the 
meannesses, vanities, contemi)tible jealousies, and low spites 
of woihen su^h as inhabit this earth fill me with disgust and 
repulsion,— besides, women are treacherqus, — ^and I loathe 
treachery.** • 

At that moment KaJl appeared at the dining room window 
as a sign that breakfast was served, and thej^ turned to go 
indoors. 

“ All the same, El-Rami — ** persisted Kremlin, laying one 
hand on his friend’s arm — “ Do not count on being qble to 
escape the fate to which all humanity must succumb ’* 

“Death?** intejjr>bsed, El-Rarni lightly — “I have almost 
conquered that ! *’^ 

“ Ay, but you cannot conquer Ix)ve ! ” said Kremlin im- 
pressiN^**ly — ‘ Love is stronger than Death/* 

El-Rtmi fnade no, answer, — and they went in to breakfast. 
They did full justice to the, meal, ^much to Karl’s Satisfaction, 
Uiougli he could not help stealing covert glances at his master’s 
changed countenance, which had become so much fresher and 
younger*" since the previous day. such»-a change had 

been effected he could not imagine, but on the whole he was 
diS{)Osed to be content with the evidei# improvement. 

“Even if he is the devil himself — ** he considered, his 
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thoughts reverting to El-Rami — ** I am bound to say that the 
devil is a kind-hearted fellow. There^s no doubt about that. 

I suppose I am an abandoned sinner only fit for the, liuming— ^ 
but if God insists on making us old and sick and miserable, 
and the devil is able to make us young and strong and jolly, 
why let us be friends with the devil, say I ! Oh, my poor 
mother I ” / 

. With such curious emotions as these in his mind, it ,was 
rather difficult to maintain a comp 9 sed face', and wait upon 
the two gentlemen with that grave deportment which it is the 
duty of fevery well-traiped attendant to assume, — however, he 
n^anaged faitly well, and got accustomed at last to hand bis 
master a cup of coffee without staring at him till his eyes 
. almost projected out of his head. 

El-Rami took his departure soon after breakfast, with a few 
recommendations to his friend not to work too hard on the 
problems suggested by the disc. • ‘ ‘ ^ ' 

**Ah, but I havp now found a new clue^’i saicP Kremlin 
triumphantly — ** I found It in‘ sleep. ^ I shall w'ork it out in 
the course of a few weeks, I daresay — ahd I will let you know 
if the result is s^uccessful. You see, thanks to you, my friend, 
I have time haw, — there is no need to toil with feverish haste 
and anxiety — death, that seemed so near, is thrust back in the 
distance ” 

“ Even so ! ” said El-Rdmi with a strange smile — “ In the 
far, far distance, — baffled and kept Oddly enough, 

there are some who say there is no death 

“ But there is — there must be 1 — '' exclaimed Kremlin 
quickly. V ' 

El-Rami raised his hand with a slight copimandidg* gdsture. 
•‘It is not a certainty — '\he said — “inasmuch as there is 
•no certainty. And there is no ‘ Must-be,* — there is only the 
Soul’s ‘Shall-be*>” 

And with these sompjjwhat enigmatical words he bade his 
friend farewell, and went )^is way. ^ ^ 


87 



XII 


I T was yet early in the afternoon when he arrived back in 
London. He went straight home to his own house, letting 
himself in as usual with his latch-key. In the hall he paused, 
listening. He half expected to hear Fdraz playing one of his 
delicious dreamy improvisations, — but there was not a sound 
anywhere, and the *Jeep silence touched him with an odd sense 
of disapiibintment and vague forebodinp^. His study door 
stood slightly ajar, — he pushed it wider open very noiselessly 
and looked in. His >t)ung brother was there, seated in a chair 
near the window, reading. El-Rami gazed at Oiim dubiously, 
with a slowly dawning sense that there was some alteration in 
his appearance which he couldT hot all at snee comprehend. 
Presently he realised that F^raz had evidently yielded to some 
overwhelming suggestion of personal vanity, which had induced 
him to put on mor^ "^brilliant attire. He had changed his plain 
white linen garb for one of richer material, composed in the 
same Eastern fashion, — he wore a finely-chased gold belt, from 
whfe a gold-sheathed dagger depended, — and a few gold 
omam'ints “gleamed here and there among the drawn silken 
folds of his vpper vest. He looked handsome enough for a 
new Agathon as he sat there apparently absorbed in study, — 
the big volume he perused resting partly an his knee, — but 
*El-RamTs brow contracted with sudden anger as he observed 
him from the half-open doorway where he stood, himself 
unkeen, — ^and his dart face grew verytpale. He threw the door 
back on its hinges with a clattering sound and entered the room. 
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“ F^raz ! • 

Fdraz looked up, lifting his eyelids indifferently and imiling ^ 
coldly. 

“What, El-Elmi! Back so early? I did not expect you 
till nightfall.” 

“ Did you not ? ** said his brother, advancing slowly — “ Pray 
how was that ? You know I generally re^^urn after a night's 
absence early in the next day. Wh^re is your usual wojd of 
welcome? What ails you? You seem in a very odd 
humour ! ” 

. “ Do I ? ” — and F^raz stretched himself a little, — rose, 
yawning, and laid do^n the volume he held on the table— “ I 
am not aware of it myself, I assure you. How did you find 
your Old madman ? And did you tell him you we?e nearly as 
mad as he ? " 

El-Rimi's eyes flashed indignant amazement and wrath. 

“ F^raz 1 — What do you mean ? ” . 

With a fierce itijpulsive movement F^raz t:imed' and fully 
faced him, — all his forced and feigned calmness gone to the 
winds, — a glowing picture of youth and beauty and rage 
commingled. •• ^ 

“ What do I mean ? ” he cried — “ I mean this ! That I am 
tired of being yoi'r slave — your ‘ subject ’ for conjurer's tricks 
of mejmerism, — that from henceforth i resist your power,— 
that I will not serve you — will not obey you — will not yield — 
no ! — not an inch of my liberty — to ^our influence, — ^that I am 
a free man, as you are, and that I will have the full rights of 
both my freedom and manhood. You shall play no more with 
me ; I refuse to be your dupe as I have been. Thic > what 
I mean ! — and as I will have no deception or subteuuge be- 
tween us, — for scorn a lie^ — hear the truth from me at once ; 
— I know your secret — I have seen Her ! ” 

El-Rami stood erect, — immovable ; — he was very pale ; his 
breath came ?.nd wen*^ q-ickly — once his hand clenched, but' 
he said nothing. ^ 

“ I have seen Her 1 ”* cried Feraz again, flinging up his a^ms 
with an ecstatic wild gesture — “A creature fairer than any 
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vision ? — and you — you have the heart to bind her fast in dark- 
ness at»d in nothingness, — you it is who *nave shut her sight to 
\*^he worlds — you have made for her, through your horrible skill, 
a living death in which she knows nothing, feels nothing, sees 
nothing, loves nothing ! I tell you it is a cursed deed you are 
doing, — a deed worse than murder — I would not have believed 
it of you ! I thought your experiments were all for good, — I 
never would have deemed you capable of cruelty to a helpless 
woman ! But I will release her from your spelli^, — she is too 
beautiful to be made her own living monument, — Zaroba is 
right — she needs life — joy — love 1 — she shall have them all ; — 
through < 

He paused, out of breath with the iieat and violence of his 
own emotions ; — El-Rami stood, still immovably regarding 
him. 

** You may be as angered as you please — went on Fdraz 
with SKllen passion*Ti»;-“ I care nothing now. It was Zaroba who 
bade me ^*go up yonder and see her where she slept ; it 

was Zaroba ,, w * t 

** ‘ The woman ter^pted me and I did eat — * quoted 
El-Rami coldly, — “ Of course it was Zaroba. other than a 
woman could thus break a sworn word. Naturally it was 
Zaroba, — the paid and kept siavc of my service, who owes to 
me her very existence, — who persuaded my brother to dis- 
honour.” 

Dishonour ! ” ap^ Ft^raz laid his hand with a quick, almost 
savage gesture on the hilt of the dagger at his belt. El-Rimi*s 
dark eyes blazed lipon him scornfully. 

“ So » soon a braggart of the knife?” he said. “What 
theatriatl .show is this ? You — you — the poet, the dreamer, 
the musician— the g*entle lad whose life was one \)f peaceful 
and innocent reverie — are you so soon changed to the mere 
swaggering puppy of manhood who pranks himself out in gaudy 
"ulothing** and thinks bj? vulgar tj^reatening to 6verawe his 
betters ? df so, ^tis a pity — but I shall not waste time in 
desploring it. Hear riie, F^raz — I sai^ ‘ dishonour,' — swallow 
the word as best you may, it is the only one that fits the act of 
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pr3ring into secrets nc)t your own. But I am* not angered, — the 
mischief wrought is not beyond remedy, and if it wete ther^ 
would be still less use in bewailing it. What is don€ cannot b'e 
undone. Now tell me, — you say you have seen Her. , Whom 
have you seen ? ” # * 

Fdraz regarded him amazedly. 

“ Whom have I seen ? ** he echoed — “ 'Whom should I see, 
if not the girl you keep locked ia those upper rooiDS, — a 
beautiful maiden, sleeping her life away, in cruel darkness and 
ignorance of all things true and fair ! 

• “An enchanted p^cess, to your fancy — ** said El-Rimi^ de- 
risively. “*Well, if 5fou though! so, •and if you believed yourself 
to be a new sort of Prince Charming, why, if she^ were only 
sleeping, did you not wake her ? ” 

“Wake, her?” exclaimed F^raz excitedly. — “Oh, I would 
have givep my life to see those fringed lids uplift and show the 
wonders of the eyes beneath ) I called hSr by everj endearing 
name — I took her hands and warmed thepl in my own — I 
would have kissed her lips — * 

“ You dared not ! ” cried El-Rimi,^ fired beyond his own 
control, and fhaking a fierce bound towards him^“ You dared 
ngt pollute her by your touch J “ 

F^raz recoiled,* — a sudden chill ran tJ;irough his blood. His 
brother was transformed with the passion that surged through 
him, — his eyes flashed — his lips quivered — his very form seemed 
to tower up ar;d tremble and dilate ivith M,ge. 

“ El-Rami ! ” he stammered nervously, feeling all his newly- 
born defiance and bravado oozing away under the terrible 
magnetism of this man, whose fury was nearly as electric as 
that of a sudden thunderstorm, — “ El-R^.mi, I did ho harm, — 

Zaroba was ^hece beside me ” • 

“ Zaroba ! “ echoed El-Rami furiously — “ Zaroba would 
stand by ajid see an angel violated, and think it the greatest 
happiness that*could l^fafl Jier sancthy ! To be of common 
clay, with household jmw and kitchen, griefs, is Zaroba's idea 
of noble living^ Oh rash unhappy Fdraz ! you say you know 
my secret — you do not know it — you cannot guess it ! Foolish, 
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ignorant boy ! — did you think yourself a new Christ with power 
n to raise'the Dead ? ” 

“The muttered Fdraz, with white lips — “The dead? 

She— the girl I saw — lives and breathes . . 

“ By my <v^ill, alone ! said El-Rami — “ By my force — by my 
knowledge — by my constant watchful care, — by my cohtrol 
over the subtle tl^reads that connect Spirit with Matter. 
Otherwise, according to ajl the laws of ordinary nature, that 
girl is dead — she died in the Syrian desert six years ago I ” 
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A t these words/^ronounced dowly and with emphafic 
distinctness, F^ra/ staggered back dizzily and sank into 
,^a chaii*, — drops of perspiration bedewed his forehekd, and a 
sick faint feeling overcame him. • He said nothing, — he could 
find no words in which to express his mingled horror and 
amazemenC El-Rami watched him keenly, — atid presently 
F^raz, looking up, caught the calm, full, and .fiery regard of 
his brothar’s eyes. With t snxitheredt cry, he Raised his hands 
as though to shield himself from a blow.^ 

** I will not iiave it ; ” — he muttered faintly — “ shall not 

force my thoughts, — I will believe nothing against my own 
will! You shall rv 3 longer Gelfide my eyes and ears — I have 
read — I know, — I know how such trickefy is done ! ” 

El-Rami uttered an impatient exclamation, and paced once 
or twice up and down the room. • 

“ See here, F^raz ; ” — he said, suddenly stopping before the 
chair in which his brother sat, — “ I swear to you that I am not 
exercising one iota of my influence upon you. When I .db, I 
will tell you that you may be prepared to resist *1116 /if you 
choose. I using no p^wer of any ^ind u^jon you — be 
•satisfied of that But, as you have forced your way into the 
difficult labyrinth of my life’s work, it is as well that you should 
have an expfanajtion of wha< seems to, you full of m^teriousp* 
evil and black magic, xou Accuse me of wickedness, — you 
tell me I am guilty of a<^eed worse th& murder. Now this 
is mere rant and^nonsense, — you speak in such utter ignorance 
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of the facts that^ I forgive you, as one is bound to forgive all 
faults f:ommitted through sheer want of instruction. I do not 
‘ think I aiii a wicked man ” — he paused, with an earnest, almost 
pathetic expression on his face — “ at least I strive not to be. 
I am ambitious and sceptical — and I am not altogether con- 
vinced of there being any real intention of ultimate good in 
the arrangements pf this world as they at present exist, — but 
I work without any malicious intention ; and without undue 
boasting I belie^i’e I am as honest and conscientious as the 
best of my kind. But that is neither here nor there, — as I 
said before, you have broken into a secret not intended for 
your knowledge — and, that you may noV misundcr'^^tand me yet 
more thoroughly than you seem to do, I will tell you what I 
never wished to bother your brains with. For you have been 
very happy till now, Feraz — happy in the beautiful simplicity' 
of the life you led — the life of a poet and dteamer, — the 
happiest life ‘'n thci world ! ” 

He broke pfF, with a short sigh of mingled vexation and 
regret — then he^seated h’mself immediately opposite his brother 
and went on — , 

“You wefe too young to understand the lo^^s it was to us 
both when our parents died, — or to know the immense repu- 
tation our father Nadir Zaranoi ht*d won throughout the ’Fast 
for his marvellous skill in natural science and medicine. He 
died in the prime of his life, — our mother followed him within 
a month, — and you • vere left to my charge, — you a child then, 
and I almost a man. Our father’s small but rare library came 
into my possession, together with his own manuscripts treating 
of Ihe scientific and spiritual organisation of Nature in all its 
branches,-' -and these opened such extraordinary vistas of 
possibility t<j me, as to what might be done if such and such 
theories could be practically carried out and acted upon, that 
I became fired with the ardour of discovery. The more I 
•studied', the more convinced and ^ager I became in the pursuit 
of such knowledge as is generiilly dWmed supernatural, and 
U:yond the reach of ’all human inquiry. One or two delicate 
experiments in chemistry of a rare and sifjtle nature were 
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entirely successful, — and by and by I began, to look about foi 
a subject on whom I could practise the power I had attained. 
There was no one whom I could personally watch a^(4 surround 
with my hourly influence except yourself, — therefore made 
my first great trial upon you?* , • 

F^raz moved uneasily in his chair, — his face vrore a doubt- 
ful, half-sullen expression, but he listened Jo El-Rimi*s every 
word with vivid and almost painful ij:iterest. , 

“At that time you were a mere boy — ” piflrsued El-Rimi — 
“ but strong and vigorous, and full of the mischievous pranks 
and ^orts customary^ to healthy boyhood. I began by slow 
degrees to educate y<Ai — not with the aid of schools or tutors — 
but simply by my Will.* You had a singularly unretentive 
brain, -^you were never fond of music — you would •never read, 
— you had no taste for study. Your delight was to ride — to 
swim like a fish, — to handle a gun — to race, to leap, — to play 
practical jokes on other boy& of your owr^age afid figlft them 
if they resented it — all very amusing perfornr^ance^ no doubt, 
but totally devoid of intelfigence. Judging you dispassionately, 
I found that you were a very charm ing gamesome animal, — 
physically perfect — with a Mind somewhere if orv^ could only 
discover it, 2fnd a Soul or Spirit behind the Mind — if one could 
onfy discover tha^* also. I Set® myself the task of finding out 
both these hidden portions of your composition — and of not 
only finding them, but moulding and influencing them according 
to my desire and plan.” ^ 

A faint trembr shook the younger man’s frame — but he said 
nothing. 

“You are attending to me closely, I hope ? ” said El-J?.imi 
pointedly — “ because you must distinctly understatid tliat this 
conversation is the first and^ last we shall have qp the matter. 

• After to-day, the subject must drop between us for ever, and I 
shall refuse to answer any more questions. You hear ? ” 

Fdraz bent his head.^ • • • 

“ I hear — ” he answered with an eflbrt — “ And if hat I hear 
seems strange and terrifcrle 1 ” 

“ Strange an‘& terrible ? ” echoed El-R^mi. “ How so ? 
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What is there str;inge or temble in the pursuit of Wisdom ? 
^ Yet — perhaps you are right, and the ’blank ignorance of a 
Y oung ch#*ld is best, — for there is something appalling in the 
infinitude of knowledge — an infinitude which must remain in- 
finite, if it be true that there is a God who is for ever thinking, 
and whose thoughts become realities.” 

He paused, witl^ a rapt look, — then resumed in the same 
evei^ tone, — 

“ When I had *made up my mind to experimentalise upon 
you, I lost no time in commencing my work. One of my 
chief desires was to avoid the least risk of endangering your 
heMth — your physical condition was admirable, and I resolved 
to keep it so. In this I succeeded I made life a joy to 
you — the ibere act of breathing a pleasure — you grew up'before 
ray eyes like the vigorous saplftig of an oak that rejoices in the 
mere expansion of its leaves to the fresh air. The other and 
more subtle task was harder, — it needed all my patience — all my 
skill, — buf I w'a,s at last rewarded. Through my concentrated 
influence, which surrounded you aS* with an atmosphere in 
which you moved, and «^dept, and woke again, and which forced 
every fibre of, your brain to respond to mine, th« animal facul- 
ties, which were strongest in you, became subdued’ and tamed, 
— and the mental slowly asserted themselves.. I resolved you 
should be a poet and niusician — you became both ; you deve- 
loped an ardent love of study, and every few months that 
passed gave richer p]:6'mise of your ripening intelligence. More- 
over, you were happy, — happy in everything—happiest per- 
haps in your music, which became your leading passion. 
Havthg*thus, unconsciously to yourself, fostered your mind 
by the iilent working of my own, and trained it to grow up 
like a flower, to the light, I thought I might makte my next 
attempt, which was to probe for that subtle essence we call 
the Soul — the large wings that are hidden in ^he moth’s chry- 
'“salis; — ahd influence that too; — but Jhere — there, by some 
inexplicable opposition of forces, i’ w^s baffled.*' 

^ eraz raised himself half out of his ^hair, his lips parted in 
breathless eagerness — his eyes dilated and sparkling. 
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” Baffled ? he repeated hurriedly — “ Ho^y do you mean ? 
— in what way ? '* * . 

“ Oh, in various ways — ” replied El-Rimi, looking at him 
with a somewhat melancholy expression — Ways that I myself 
am not able to comprehend. I found I could influence your 
Inner ’Self to obey me, — but only to a very limited extent, and 
in mere trifles, — for example, as you yourself know, I could 
compel you to come to me from a certain distance in respcjnse 
to my thought, — but in higher things you escaped me. You 
becanric subject to long trances, — this 1 was prepared for, as 
It ^as partially my work, — and, during these times of physical 
unconsciousness, it wa6 evident ^hal; your Soul enjoyed a life 
and liberty superior to anything these earth-regions can offer. 

, But yoir could never remember all you saw in these ailsences, — 
indeed, the only suggestions you* seem to have brought away 
from that otfler state of existence are the strange melodies you 
play sometihies, and that idea ^ou have aboiit youi native«Star.” 

A curious expression flitted across Fdraz’s fac^ as he heard — 
and his li]r« parted in a slight smile, but he saiA nothing. 

“Therefore,” — pursued his brother ^ meditatively — “as I 
could get no otear exposition of other worlds frejm you, as I 
had hoped ta jio, I knew I had failed to command you in 
a spiritual sense. ,But my floiliinance over your mind con- 
tinued ; it continues still, — nay, my go6d Ft^raz I ” — this, as 
F^raz seemed about to utter some impetuous word — “Pray 
that you may never be able to shake ^oflF fi^y force entirely, — 
for, if you do, jfou will lose what the people of a grander and 
jioetic day called Genius — and what the miserable Dry-as-Dusts 
of our modern era call Madness — the only gift of tha g6ds 
that has ever served to enlighten and purify the wosld. But 
your genius, Fdraz, belongs t(j me ; — 1 gave it to^ you, and I 
can take it back again if I so choose ; — and leave you as you 
originally were — a handsome animal with no more true concep- 
tion of art or beauty than my Lord M^lthorpe, or his •spend-*' 
thrift young cousin Vaug^a^.” * • 

Fdraz had listened thus far in silence^but now he spran^f 
out of his chair With a reckless gesture. 
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I cannot bea;r it ! ” he &aid — “ I cannot bear it 1 El-Rimi, 
I canifcot — I will not ! ” * 

‘^Cannot bear what?** inquired his brother with a touch of 
satire in his tone — “ Pray be calm ! — there is no necessity for 
such melodrajnatic excitement. Cannot bear what ? *^ 

“ I will not owe everything to you ! ** went on F^raa pas- 
sionately — “ How^can I endure to know that my very thoughts 
are ,not my own, but emqnate from you ? — that my music has 
been instilled into me by you ? — that you possess me by your 
power, body and brain, — great Heaven I it is awful — intolerable 
— impossible ! *' 

’ EhRami rose and laid ,one« hand gerttjy on his shoulder — 
he recoiled shudderingly — and the elder man sighed heavily. 

“ You tremble at my touch, — ** he said sadly — “ the touch 
of a hand that has never wilfully wrought you harm, but has’ 
always striven to make life beautiful to you ? Well ! — be it 
so ! — 'you have onli; to say the word, Feraz, and you shall owe 
me nothfng. J will undo all I have done, — and you shall 
reassume the existence for which Nature originally nmde you — 
an idle voluptuous Testing of time in sensualism and folly. 
And even i}iat form of life you must owe tqi Some One, — 
even that you must account for — to God ! ** ^ • 

The young man*s head drdopid, — a faipt sense of slfame 
stirred in him, but he^ was still resentful and sullen. 

“ What have I done to you,** went on El-Rami, “ that you 
should turn from ipte thus, all because you have seen a dead 
woman's face for an hour ? I have made yotir thoughts har- 
monious — I have* given you pleasure such as the world's ways 
cannot give — your mind has been as a clear mirror in which 
only the fairest visions of life were reflected. You would alter 
this? — then,. do so, if you decide thereon, — but weigh the 
matter well and long, before you shake off my touch, my ten 
derness, my care." t 

' His Voice faltered a little — hm he quickly controlled his 
emotion, und continued — " ^ 

« “ I must ask you to sit down again end hear me out patiently 
to the end of my story. At present I have otUy told you what 
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concerns yourself— -and how the failure of my experiment upon 
the spiritual part of yfeur nature obliged me to seek for Another » 
subject on whom to continue my investigations. ^»far as you 
are personally concerned, no failure is apparent — for your spirit 
is allowed frequent intervals of supernatural freedom, in which 
you *have experiences that give you peculiar pleasure, though 
you are unable to impart them to me wijh positive lucidity. 
You visit a Star — so you say — ^with .which you really seqm to 
have some home connection — ^but ^ou never get beyond this, 
so that it would appear that any higher insight is denied 
you. ' Now what I needed to obtain was not only a higher 
insight, but the highest knowledge that could possibly ' be 
procured through a mingled combination of material and 
spiritifal essences, and it was many a long and 'weary day 
before I found what I sought? At last my hour came — as 
it comes to all who have the patience and fortitude to wait 
for it.^’ ’ • # # . 

He paused a moment — then went on more quickly — 

“You* remember of t^ourse thaf> occasion on which we 
chanced upon a party of Arab wanderys who were journeying 
across the Syrian desert? — ^all poor and ailing^ and almost 
destitute of* food or water?” 

remember it perfectly^.” and F^raz, seating himself 
opposite his brother again, listened witfi renewed interest and 
attention. 

“They had two dying persons ^th fjjem,” continued El- 
Rimi — “An ^derly woman — sl widow, known as Zaroba, — 
the other an orphan girl of about twelve years of age named 
Lilith. Both were perishing of fever and famine. I caine to 
the rescue. I saved Zaroba, — and she, with tbs* passionate 
impulsiveness o/ her race, tj^rew herself in gratitq^e at my feet, 

• and swore by all her most sacred beliefs that she would be my 
slave from henceforth as long as she lived. All her people 
were dead,* she told me-ashe was sJone in the wdrld — slfl’^ 
prayed me to let her my faithful servant. An4 truly, her 
fidelity has never failed — till now. TSut of that hereafter. 
The child LilitR, more fragile of frame and weakened to the 
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last extremity of exhaustion* — ^in spite of my unremitting care 
4, — died»< Do you thoroughly understand Vne — she diedy 
^ “ She diejd ! ” repeated F^raz slowly — “ Well — what then ? ’’ 
*‘I was supporting her in my arms'' — said El-Rimi, the 
ardour of his, description growing upon him, and his black 
eyes dilating and burning like great jewels under the darkness 
of his brows — “ wjjien she drew her last breath and sank back 
— a /corpse. But before Ijjier flesh had time to stiffen, — before 
the warmth had •gone out of her blood, — an idea, wild and 
daring, flashed across my mind. “ If this child has a Soul," 
I said to myself — “ I will stay it in its flight from hence ! It 
shall become the new Ariel of«my wish*iknd will — and not till 
it has performed my bidding to the 'utmost extent will I, like 
another Prospero, give it its true liberty. And I will preserve 
the body, its mortal shell, by ftrtificial means, that through its 
medium I may receive the messages of the Spirif in mortal 
language suclvas I am able to understand." No so6ner had I 
conceived •'my bold project than I proceeded to carry it into 
execution. I injected into the ctilk warm veins of *the dead 
girl a certain fluid whqpe properties I alone know the working 
of — ^and theiv I sought and readily obtained pej’-mission from 
the Arabs to bury her in the desert, while they ,went on their 
way. They were in haste to cdiitfnue their ,iourney, and Were 
grateful to me for taking this office off their hands. That very 
day — ^the day the girl died — I sent you from me, as you know, 
bidding you make fifi possible speed, on an errand which I 
easily invented, to the Brethren of the Cross ifl the Island of 
Cyprus, — you went obediently enough, — surprised perhaps, but 
suspecting nothing That same evening, when the heats 
abated and «he moon rose, the caravan resumed its pilgrimage, 
leaving Lilitb's dead body with ^ me, and also the woman 
Zaroba, who volunteered to remain and serve me in my tent, » 
an offer which I accepted, seeing that it was her own desire, 
'^and that^she would be useful to mcki She, poor, silly soul, took 
me then fl3r a sort of god, becailse jht was unable to under- 
stLni the miracle of Her own recovery from imminent death, 
and I felt certain I could rely upon her fidelity. Part -of my 
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plan I told her, — she heard with mingled fear.and reverence, — 
the magic of the East was in her blood, however, and she had 
a superstitious belief that a truly ‘wise man’ coujd do any- 
thing. So, for several days we stayed encamped in the desert 
— I passing all my hours beside the dead Lilith, -y-dfead, but to 
a certain extent living through artificial means. As soon as I 
received proof positive that my experiment was likely to be 
successful, I procured means to continue my journey oq to 
Alexandria, and thence to England., To all* inquirers 1 said 
the girl was a patient of mine who was suffering from epileptic 
trances, and the presence of Zaroba, who filled her post ad- 
mirably as \iurse aifd attendaftt, was sufficient to stop tfie 
mouths of would-be scandal-mongers. I chose my residence 
• ,in London, because it is the largest city in the worid, and the 
one most suited to pursue a coiftse of study in, without one’s 
motives becoming generally known. One can be more alone 
in London than in a desert if one chooses?. N(?w, ]jou*know 
all. You have seeij the dead Lilith, — the hu^an chrysalis of 
the moth,— but there is a flvirtg Lilith*too — the Soul of Lilith, 
which is partly free and partly captive, but in both conditions 
is always the servant of my Will ! ” « 

Fdraz looked at him in mingled awe and fear. 

“ El-Rami,”— h(f said tremuTously — “What you tell me is 
wonder/ul — terrible — almost beyond belief, — but, I know some- 
thing of your power and I must believe you. Only — surely 
you are in erroi when you say that Igilith*^ dead? How can 
she be dead, if you have given her life ? ” ^ 

“ Can you call that life which sleeps perpetually and will not 
wake ? ” demanded El-Rami. • 

“Would you have her wake?” asked Fdraz, his htot beating 
quickly. * , 

* El-Rami bent his burning gaze upon him. 

“ Not so,-;-for !f she wakes, in the usual sense of waking — 
she dies a secohd deatjji fr3m which diere can be n<J recall.*^ 
There is the terror of the thing. Zariba’s foolish^ teaching, 
and your misgujded yielding to her temptation, might ha'Vft 
resulted in the fatal end to my life’s best and grandest work. 
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But — I forgive you; — ^you did not know, — and she — she did 
not wSike.** 

“She Tiid not wake,” echoed Fdraz softly. •‘No — but — 
she snvled ! ” 

El-Rami suill kept his eyes fixed upon him, — there was an 
odd sense of irritation in his usually calm and coldly balanced 
organisation — a fueling he strove in vain to subdue. She 
smiled ! — the exquisite L ilith — the life-in-death Lilith smiled, 
because F^raz *had called her by some endearing namel 
Surely it could not be I — and, smothering his annoyance, he 
turned towards the writing-table and feigned to arrange some 
books and papers there. * ” • " 

“ El-Rami — ” murmured F^raz a^in, but timidly — “ If she 
was a child when she died as you say — how is it she has growix 
to womanhood ? ” 

“By artificial vitality,” — said El-Rimi — “As a flower is 
forced u^idei' a hothouse, — and with no more trouble, and less 
consciousness of effort than a rose under ^ glass dome.” 

“ Then she lives, — declared F^raz impetuouSly. “ She 
lives, — artificial or nrtural, she has vitality. Through your 
power she exists, and if you chose, oh, if you chose, El-Rami, 
you could wake her to the fullest life — ^to perfect consciousness, 
— to joy — ^to love ! — Oh, she is in a blessed trance — you cannot 
call her dead / ” , 

El-Rami turned u^on him abruptly. 

“ Be silent ! ” hr^ said sternly — “ I read your thoughts, — 
control them, if, you are wise 1 You echo Zaroba^s prating 
— 7-aroba's teaching. Lilith is dead, I tell you, — dead to 
you,— ^and, in the sense you mean — dead to me.” 
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A fter this, a long silence fell between them. F^raz'sat 
moodily in his ch^ir, conscious of a certain faint sense of 
shame*, lie was sorry that he had wilfully trespass^’d upon his 
brother’s great secret, — and yet there was an angry pride in 
him, — a vague resentment at having been kept so long in 
ignorance* of this wonderful story of Lilitlj, — w^ich made him 
reluctant to acknowledge himself in the wron^ Mrfeover, his 
mind was possessed and Iiauated by JLilith’s lace, — the radiant 
face that looked like that of an angel slewing, — and, perplexedly 
thinking over.all he had heard, he wondered if would ever 
again have Jhe opportunity of beholding what had seemed to 
him the incarnation of ide51 fbveliness. Surely yes ! — Zaroba 
would be his friend, — Zaroba would left him gaze his fill on 
that exquisite form — would let him touch that little, ethereally 
delicate hand, as soft as velvet ^ anc>^as white as snow ! 
Absorbed in *diese reflections, he scarcely noticed that 
El-Rami had moved away from him to *the writing-table, 
and that he now sat there in his ebony chair, turning over the 
leaves of the curious Arabic volume which F^razh^d had such 
trouble in deciphering on |he previous 5ay. TJhe silence in 
• the room continued ; outside there was the perpetual sullen 
roar of racing restless London, — now and again the sharp 
chirruping of oontentious iparrows, arguing over a irumb 3k 
food as parliamentary Agitators chatter over a crumb of differ- 
ence, stirred the quiet air. F^raz stretched himself aAd 
yawned, — he was getting sleepy, and as he realised this fact 
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he nervously attributed it* to his brother’s influence, and 
• sprang «up abruptly, rubbing his eyes add pushing his thick 
hair from his brows. At this hasty movement, El-Rami turned 
slowly towards him with a grave yet kindly smile. 

“ Well, F6Ta^. ’* — ^he said — “ Do you still think me ‘ wicked ’ 
now you know all ? Speak frankly — do not be afraid.” 

Feraz paused, irjjesolute. 

J do not know what tg think — ” he answered hesitatingly, 
— “ Your experiiAent is o( course wonderful, — but — as 1 said 
before — to me, it seems terrible.'* 

“Life is terrible — ” said El- Rami — “Death is terrible, — 
Love is terrible, — God is torribie. All Nature’s pulses beat to 
the note of Terror, — ^terror of the Uhknown that May Be, — 
terror of the Known that Is 1 ” 

His deep voice rang with ifnpressive solemnity through the 
room, — his eyes were full of that strange lurid gleam which 
gave them the? appea&rance of having a flame behind them. 

“Come*here,^eraz,” he continued — “Why do you stand at 
so cautious a distance from me ? • Wkh that brave show-dagger 
at you r belt, are you aicoward? Silly lad ! — I swear to you my 
influence shaV not touch you unless I warn you of it before- 
hand. Come ! ” , ♦ 

Feraz obeyed, but slowly and^wfch an uncertain step. His 
brother looked at himf attentively as he came, — ^then, with a 
gesture indicating the volume before him, he said — 

“ You found this ,15ook ^on my table yesterday, and tried to 
read it, — is it not so ? ” 

“I did.” 

“ Wcfll, and have you learnt anything from it ? ” pursued 
El-Rimi wifh a strange smile. 

“Yes. I # learnt how the sepses may be ^ deceived by 
trickery — ” retorted Fdraz with some heat and quickness — • 
“and how a clever magnetiser — like yourself — may fool the 
^ye and ^delude the eai> with sightr and sounds that have no 
existence.'* ‘ ^ * 

•’“Precisely, Listen to this passage;” — and El-Rimi read 
aloud — “‘The King, when he had any affaix^ assembled the 
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Priests without the City Memphis, and • the People met 
together in the strlets of the said City. Then they (the • 
Priests) made their entrance one after another ip* order, the 
drum beating before them to bring the people together; 
and every one made some miraculous discovery,of*his Magick 
and Wisdom. One had, to their thinking who looked on kim^ 
his face surrounded with a light like that^f the Sun, so that 
none could look earnestly upon hyn. Another seemedL clad 
with a Robe beset with precious . stones df divers colours, 
green, red, or yellow, or wrought with gold. Another came 
mourited on a Lion compassed with* Serpents like Girdles. 
Another came in oovered with a «anopy or pavilion of Light. 
Another appeared surrounded with Fire turning about him, so 
^ as that nobody durst come near him. Another was seen with 
dreadful birds perching about* his head and shaking their 
wings like black eagles and^ vultures. In fine, every one did 
what w^as laught him ; — yet ail was but Apparition and*Illusion 
without any reality^ insomuch that when the]j^came^up to the 
King lh(!y spake thus tc? him : — You imagined that it was so 
and sOy — but the truth is that it was^such or such a thing»'^ 
The A B C of magnetism is contained in the^last words — *' 
continued EkRami, lifting his eyes from the book, — “ The 
merest tyro in th« science lwnT)ws that ; and also realises that 
the Imagination is the centre of both physical and bodily 
health or dis ease. And did you learn nothing more ? ” 

Fdraz made a half-angry gesture ip th^pegative. 

“ What a pity ! ” — and his brother surveyed him with good- 
humoured compassion — “ To know how a ‘ miracle ' is done is 
one thing — but io do it is quite another matter. Nov^ let me 
recall to your mind what I previously told you — that from this 
day hencefOr^h^ I forbid you to make any allusion to the 
•subject of my work. I forbid you to mention the name of 
.» 

* This remarkable passage on the admitted effects of hypnotism 
as practised by*the prints 8f,ancient l*gypt will be found in an 
old history of the building»of the Pyramids entitled— ‘^The Egyp- 
tian Account of the Pyramids ” — Written in the Arabic by Murt^di 
the son of Gaphiphus — date about 1400. 
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Lilith, — and I forbid you to approach or to enter the room 

• where hfor body lies. You understand mef? — I forbid you ! '' 

F^raz's eyes flashed angry opposition, and he drew himself 
up with ^ haughty self-assertiveness. 

“ You forbid.me ! ’* he echoed proudly — “ What right have 
you to forbid me anything? And how if I refuse to obey ?** 

El-Rl.mi rose an(J confronted him, one hand resting on the 
big Arabic volume. , 

** You will not Refuse — he said — “ because I will take no 
refusal. You will obey, because I exact your obedience. 
Moreover, you will swear by the Most Holy Name of God, 
that you will never, either <o ifie, or to any other living soul, 
speak a syllable concerning my life’s greatest experiment, — you 
will swear ahat the name of Lilith shall never pass your 
lips ” 

But here F^raz interrupted him. 

“ El-Rami, 'I swear I ” he cried deiperately — “ The 

name of flilith if sweet to me ! — why should I not utter it, — 
why should I not sing of it — ^why^shcTuld I not even i^member 
it in my prayers ? ” r 

A terrible l3ok darkened El-Rami’ s countenance ] his brows 
contracted darkly, and his lips drew together ' in a close 
resolute line. ^ » 

t 

“ There are a thousand reasons why — ” he said in low 
fierce accents, — “ One is, that the soul of Lilith and the body 
of Lilith are ^and ♦ that you have no share in their 

possession. She (Joes not need your songs — still less has she 
need of prayers. Rash fool 1 — you shall forget the name 
of Lilith — and you shai/ swear, as I command you. Resist 
my will if *y6u can,— rnow 1 — I warn you in time ! ” 

He seemed' to grow in he;ight asrhe spoke,— his‘"eyes blazed 
ominously, and Feraz, meeting that lightning-like glance, knew* 
^^ow hopeless it would be for him to attempt ‘‘to (jppose such 
ah intense force as was containefj in this mto’s mysterious 
organisation. He trie^ his best, — but in vain, — with every 
second he felt his strength oozing out of him — his power of 
resistance growing less and less. 
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“ Swear ! said El-R^mi imperatively— •“ Swear in God’s 
Name to keep my secret — swear by Christ’s Death 1 — sVear on * 
ihh ! " 

And he held out a small golden crucifix. , 

Mechanically, but still devoutly, F^raz instar^tlyMropped on 
one knee, and kissed the holy emblem. 

“ I swear ! ” he said — but, as he spoke, ihe rising tears were 
in his throat, and he murmurad — “Forget the name of 
Lilith 1 — never ! ” ,v * 

“ In God’s Name ! “ said El-RimL 
“In -God’s Name I” 

, “By Clftist’s Deathly 

Feraz trembled. In the particular form of religion professed 
^ by hftnself and his brother, this was the most 'solemn and 
binding vow that could be tiken. And his voice was faint 
and unsteady as he repeated^ it— 

“ By (Sirist's Death ! ” 

El-Rimi put asijie the crucifix. ^ 

“ That is well ; — ” he Said; in mild accents which contrasted 
agreeably with his previous angry lone — “ Such oaths are 
chronicled in heaven, remember, — and whoever breaks his 
sworn woref ts accursed of the gods. But you, — you will keep 
your vow, Ferazj — and . .* .*you will also forget the name of 
Lilith^ — if I choose 1 ” * 

F^raz stood mute and motionless, — he would have said 
something, but somehow words failed hi^i to express what was 
in his mind. He was angry, he said to himjelf, — be had sworn 
a foolish oath against his will, and he had every right be 
angry — very angry, — but with whom? Surely not Mth his 
brother— his friend, — his protector for so^many y^afs? As he 
thought of thisi, shame and peni^j^nce and old mffection grew 
• stronger and welled up in his heart, and he moved slowly 
towards El-Rimt, with hands outstretched. 

“ Forgive mte ; ” — he sail humbly. *“ I have offended you — ' 
I am sorry. I will s^ow my repentai^ce in whatever way you 
please, — but do not, El-Rimi — do not ask me, do not foAe 
me to forget the name of Liiith, — it is like a note m music, 
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and it cannot do you harm that I should think of it sometimea 
For the vest I will obey you faithfully, — and, for what is past, 1 
ask your pardon.” 

El-Rir^i took his hands and pressed them affectionately in 
his own. ‘ u 

•‘No sooner asked than granted — ” he said — “You are 
young, F^raz, — and ,I am not so harsh as you perhaps imagine. 
The impulsiveness of youth. should always be quickly pardoned 
— seeing how gracious a thing youth is, and how short a time 
it lasts. Keep your poetic dreams and fancies — take the 
sweetness of thought without its bitterness, — and, if you are 
content to have it so, let me stih help to guide youV fate. If 
not, why, nothing is easier than to part company, — part as 
good friends" and brethren always, — you on your chosen road 
and I on mine, — who knows ‘out that after all you might not 
be happier so ? ” 

F^raf lifted his dark eyes, heavy with unshed tears. 

“ Would you s^nd me from you ? ” he asl^ed falteringly. 

“Not 1 1 I w’-ould nof*send you,— but you mighrwish to 
go. A 

“Never!” oaid Feraz resolutely — “ I feel that I must stay 
with you — till the end.” • ' 

He uttered the last words with a sigh, and ' El-Rami looked 
at him curiously. 

“ Till the end ? ” — he repeated — “ What end ? ” 

“Oh, the end of li^e or, death or anything;” replied F^raz 
with forced lightness — “ There must surely be an end some- 
where, as there was a beginning.” 

“Thai is rather a doubtful problem ! ” said El-Rami — “The 
great question is, was there ever a Beginning ? and will there 
ever be an End ? ” i ^ 

F^raz gave a languid gesture. 

“ You inquire too far,” — he said wearily — I always think 
you inquire too far. I ’Cannot foll^^w you — I am tired. Do 
you want 'anything? — i:an I do anything? or may I go to 
wp room? I want to be alone for a little while, just to 
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consider quietly what my life *is, and what 1 can make 
of it/* 

** A truly wise and philosophical subject of meditation ! " 
observed El-Rimi, and he smiled kindly and held^ out his 
hand. Fdraz laid his own slender fingers son^ewliat listlessly 
in that firm warm palm ; — then — with a sudden start, looked 
eagerly around him. The air seemed to.have grown denser, 

. — there was a delicious scent of. roses in .the room, and 
hush 1 . . . What entrancing voic^ were those that sang in 
the .distance? He listened absorbed; — the harmonies were 
very 'sweet and perfect — almost he thought he could distin- 
guish words. Loosening his hand from his brother*s clasp, 
the melody seemed to grow fainter and fainter, — recognising 
this, h*e roused himself with a quick movement, his eyes flashing 
with a sudden gleam of defiancA 

“More magic music!” he said — “I hear the sound of 
singing, and you know that 1 hear it 1 € understand*! — it is 
imagined music — your work, El-Rimi, — yo,ur skflL It is 
wonderful, beautiful, — an^d you are die mosf marvellous man 
on earth ! — you should have been a prifst of old Egypt ! Yes 
— I am tired — I will rest ; — I will accept the dr^ms you offer 
me for what'Uiey are worth, — but I must remember that there 
are realities as well as drT:aRis, — and I shall not forget the 
name of — Lilith ! '* * 

He smiled audaciously, looking as graceful as a pictured 
Adonis in the careless yet proud att^tud^tie had unconsciously 
assumed, — then with a playful yet affectionate salutation he 
moved to the doorway. 

“ Call me if you want me,** he said. • 

“ I .shall not want you ; ** — ^replied his brother, ^ regarding 
him steadily., ^ , , 

* The door opened and closed again, — Feraz was gone. 

Shutting up the great volume in front of him, El-Rimi 
rested his arm? upon it, ai*i stared into vacancy witli darkly- 
knitted brows. » ^ * 

“ AVhat premonition of evil is there in the air ? ** 4e 
muttered — “Wliat restless ^rmotion is at work within me? 
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Are the Fates turhing against me? — and am I after all nothing 
but the^ merest composition of vulgar mUtter — a weak human 
wretch capable of being swayed by changeful passions ? What 
is it? JVhat am I that I should vex my spirit thus— all 
because Lilith, smiled at the sound of a voice that was not 
mine ? '' 



XV 


J UST then there; came a light t^p at his door. He opened 
it, — and Zaroba stdod before him. No repentance for her 
fault ‘of disobedience and betrayal of trust Qlt)uded that 
withered old face of hers, — htr deep-set dark eyes glittered 
with trium*ph, and her whole aspect was one of commanding, 
and almost imperious, dignity. In fac^ she^made €uch an 
ostentatious show of her own self-importance^ in het look and 
manner <hat El-Rami stared at he^ for a nloment in haughty 
amazement at what he considered her ^effrontery in thus boldly 
facing him after her direct violation of his cc^mmands. He 
eyed her ujx and down — she returned him glance for glance 
uifquailingly. ^ * • 

“Let me come in — ” she said in hfer strong harsh voice — 
“ I make no doubt but that the poor lad F^raz has told you 
his story — now, as God liveth, you musi hear mine.” 

El-RS,rai tdrned upon his heel with a contemptuous move- 
ment, and went back to his own chair l5y the writing-table. 
Zaroba, paying no heed to the wrath conveyed by Ais mute 
action, stalked in also, and, shutting the door aAar her, came 
and stood sjose beside hiiq. * ^ 

“ Write down what you think of me — ” she said, pointing 
with her yellowt forefinger at the pens and paper — “ Write the 
worst. I have betrayed ^y trust is true. Phave dis- 

obeyed your commands ^ft A keeping them for six^long years. 
True again. What else ? ” * •• 

El-Mmi fixdd his eyes u^pn her, a world of indignation and 
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reproacti in their hrilliant depths, and snatching up a pencil 
< he wrote on a slip of paper rapidly — ‘ 

“ Nothing^ else — nothing more than treachery I You are 
unworthy of your sacred task — you are false to your sworn 
fidelity.’** 

Zaroba read the lines as quickly as he wrote them, but 
when she came to the last words she made a swift gesture of 
denial, and dre^r herself up, haughtily. 

‘‘ No — not false? ! ** she said passionately — “ Not false you^ 
£1-Rimi, I swear ! I would slay myself rather than do you 
wrong. You saved my life, though my life was not worth 
saving, and for that gentle , deed I would pour out .every drop 
of my blood to requite you. No, no 1 Zaroba is not false — 
she is true ! ’* 

She tossed up her arms wild!/, — then suddenly folding them 
tight across her chest, she dropped her voice to a gentler and 
more appealing tone* 

“ Hear itie, El-Rami ! — Hear me, wise man and Master of the 
magic of the East'i — I have done well for you ; — well !■ I have 
disobeyed you for your ^ own sake, — I have betrayed my trust 
that you may discover how and where you may find your best 
reward. I have sinned with the resolved intent K make you 
happy, — as God liveth, I speaw \,ruth from my heart aUd 
soul 1 *’ * 

El-Rimi turned towards her, his face expressing curiosity 
in spite of himself. ^ «He was very pale, and outwardly he was 
calm enough — but his nerves were on the rack of suspense — 
he wondered what' sudden frenzied idea had possessed this 
woman that she should comport herself as though she held 
some strange secret of which the very utterance might move 
heaven and errth to wonderment^ Controlling his feelings 
with an effort he wrote again — 

“ There exists no reason for disloyalty. Your excuses avail 
^nothing— let me hear no, more of thrm. Tell me of Lilith— 
what news ? ** ^ * 

• * News I ** repeated Zaroba scornfully — “ What news should 
there be? She breathes and sleens as she ha& breathed and 
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slept always — she has not stirred. ’There is no harm done by 
my bidding Fdraz lodk on her, — no change is wrought* except 
in you^ El-Rami !— except in you ! '* , «» 

Half springing from his chair he confronted h^r — then 
recollecting her deafness, he bit his lips angrily -ind^ sank back 
again with an assumed air of indifference. 

“You have heard Fdraz — “ pursued Zarc^ba, with that inde- 
scribable triumph of hers lighting vp her strong old face — 

“ You must now hear me. I thank.the gods 'that my ears are 
closed to the sound of human voices, and that neither reproach 
nor curse can move me to dismay. And I am ignorant of , 
your magicj El-Ranni, — the miigic»that chills the blood and 
sends the spirit flitting through the land of dreams, — ^the only 
, magic 'I know is the magic of the heart — of the passions, — a 
natural witchcraft that conquers tlie world ! " 

She waved her arms to and fro — then crossing them on her • 
bosom, she made a profound half-mocking Salutation. * 

“ Wise El-Rimi .Zaranos ! ” she said. “ Pr»ud ruler ot the 
• # 

arts and Sciences that govern* Nature;* — have you ever, with all 
your learning, taken the measure of your own passions, and 
slain them so utterly that they shall never rise up ^gain ? They 
sleep at times, like the serj^ents of the desert, coiled up in 
many a secret plaoe, — but at tlie touch of some unwary heel, 
some casual falling pebble, they unwind their lengths — they 
raise their glittering heads, and sting! I, Zaroba, have felt 
them here " — :\nd she pressed her hands^ more closely on her 
breast — “ I have felt their poison in my blopd — sweet poison, 
sweeter than life ! — their stings have given me all the joy ,my 
days have ever known. But it is not of myself that Tshould 
speak — it is of you — of you, whose lifq is lonely^ and for 
whom the c&nyig years hc^d for^Ji no prospect of delight. 
\Vhen I lay dying in the desert and you restored me to 
strength agajn, I * swore to serve you with fidelity, ^s God 
liveth, El-Rami,* I have^kepP my vow,-^and in return for the 
life you gave me I bid yw take what ^ yours to clsiim — the 
love of Lilith!" 

El-Rimi rose out of hist chair, white to the lips, and 
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his hand shook!" If he’ could have concentrated his 
inward forces at that moment, he would have struck Zaroba 
dumb by 'cne effort of his will, and so put an end to her 
undesir^d eloquence, — but something, lie knew not what, 
disturbed the centre of his self-control, and his thoughts were 
in a whirl. He despised himself for the unusual embtion 
which seized him — inwardly he was furious with the garrulous 
old woman, — b’lt outwardly he could only make her an angry 
imperative sign to be silen*^. 

“ Nay, I will not cease from speaking — ” said Zaroba 
imperturbably — for all has to be said now, or nevei. ' The 
love of Lilith ! imagine it, El-Rimi ! — the clinging of her 
young white arms — the kisses of her sweet red mouth, — the 
open glances of her innocent eyes — all this is yours, if you but 
say the word. Listen 1 For ‘'six and more long years I have 
watched her, — and I have watched you. She has slept the 
sleep df deathnn-lift, for you have willed it so, — and in that 
sleep she bas iir> perceptibly passed from childliood to woman- 
hood. You — cold as a man of bror*ze or marble, — have made 
of her nothing but a \ subject ' for your science, — and never 
a breath of leve or longing on your part, or even admiration 
for her beauty, has stirred the virgin-trance in which she lies. 
And 1 have marvelled at it — i have thought — and I Have 
prayed ; — the gods have answered me, and now I know ! " 

She clapped her hands ecstatically, and then went on, 

“ The child Lilith, Gied,. — but you, El-Rami, you caused her 
to live agaia And she lives still — yes, though if may suit your 
fancy to declare her dead. She is a woman — you are a man \ 
— you ^are not keep her longer in that living death — you 
date not ‘’doom her to perpetual darkness ! — the gods would 
curse you for ^5uch cruelty, a,nd who may abide thHt curse ? I, 
Zaroba, have sworn it — Lilith shall know the joys of love I — 
and you, El-Rimi Zarinos, shall be her lover ! — and for this 
Holy end I have employed the taKsman which” alone sets fire 
to the sledping passions. . and she craned her neck forward 
&d almost hissed the word in his ear — “Jealousy I 

El-RSmi smiled — a cold derisive smile, wHich implied the 
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most utter contempt for the whole of Zaroba^s wild hslrangue. 
She, however, went on undismayed, and with iiv:reasing i 
excitement — 

“Jealousy!'’ she cried — “The little asp is in your soul 
already, proud El- Rami Zaranos, and why ? Because knotheris 
eyes have looked on Lilith ! This was my work I It was I 
who led Feraz into her chamber, — it was I who bade him 
kneel beside her as she slept, — it was I who let him touch 
her hand, — and though I could not .hear hi^' voice I know he 
called upon her to awaken. In vain ! — he might as well have 
called the dead — I knew she would not stir for him — her very 
breath belongs to .you. But • I — il let him gaze upon her* 
beauty and worship it, — ^all his young soul was in his eyes — 
he locked and looked again and loved what he beheld 1 And 
mark me yet further, El Rami, —I saw her smile when F^raz 
took her hand, — so, though ^she did not move, she felt ; she^ 
felt a touch that was not yours, — not yours, El-l^ami I— ras God 
liveth, she is not quite so much your own as once sAe was I ” 

As she said this and laughed in. that tr/umphant way, £h 
Rami advanced one step towards her with a fierce movement 
as though he would have thrust her from the roqm, — checking 
himself, hovifiver, he seized the pencil again and wrote — 

**I have listened to jou-with more patience than you 
deserve. You are an ignorant won^an and foolish — your 
fancies have no foundation whatever in fact. Your dis- 
obedience might have ruined my life's work, — as it is, I 
daresay some mischief has been done. Return to your 
duties, and take heed how you trespass against my command 
in future. If you dare to speak to me on this subject# again I 
will have you shipped back to your own land and left there., as 
friendless aqd as unproviejed for as you* were ^when I saved 
•you from death by famine. Go-^and let me hear no more 
foolishness." . 

Zaroba read> and her fa' 5 :e darkenetj and grew wOary — bit 
the pride and obstinacy of her own convictions remained 
written on every line of her features. She bowed her he^xi 
resignedly, however, and said in slow even tones — 
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El-R&mi ZarSnos is wise, — £1-Rimi Zarinos is master. 

> But leU him remember the words of Zal^^ba. Zaroba is also 
skilled in ways and the arts of the East, — and the voice of 
Fate speaks sometimes to the lowest as well as to the highest. 
There are the Jaws of Life and the laws of Death — but there 
are also the laws of Love. Without the laws of Love, the 
Universe would ce^ase to be, — it is for El-Rami Zaranos to 
prov^ himself stronger thap the Universe, — if he can ! 

She made the usual obsequious “ salaam ** common to 
Eastern races, and then with a swift, silent movement left the 
room, closing the door noiselessly behind her. El-Rami stood 
where she had left him, idly tearing up the, scraps of paper on 
which he had written his part of thfc conversation, — he was 
hardly corfscious of thought, so great were his emotions of 
surprise and self-contempt. • 

“ ‘ O what a rogue and peasant-slave am I ! * he muttered, 
quoting his faj^ouriu^ Hamlet — ** Why did I not paralyse her 
tongue beVore ^l;ie spoke? Where had fled my force, — what 
became of my skill? Surely I cotrid have struck her down 
before me with the spe^d of a lightning-flash — only — she is a 
woman — and old. Strange how these feminine animals 
always harp on the subject of love, as though nt were the 
Be-all and End-all of everythin'^. * The lov^ of Lilith ! \!)h 
fooll The love of k corpse kept breathing by artificial 
means I And what of the Soul of Lilith ? Can It love ? 
Can It hate? Caq*It fven feel? Surely not. It is an 
ethereal transparency, — a delicate film which taVes upon itself 
the reflex of all existing things without experiencing personal 
emotion. Such is the Soul, as I believe in it — an immortal 
Essence, in itself formless, yet capable of taking all forms, — 
ignorant of the joys or p^ns o{. feeling, yet inflecting all 
shades of sensation as a crystal reflects all colours in the* 
prism. This, and no more.*' •• 

He paced up and down the room — and a daep involuntary 
sigh escapM him. * « ^ 

No—” he murmured, as though answering some inward 
queiy — “ No, I will not go to heij now — not tifl the appointed 
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time. I resolved on an absence* of forty-feight hours, and 
forty-eight hours it sBall be. Then I will go, — and she will 
tell me all — I shall know the full extent of the mischief done. 
And so F^raz * looked and looked again, and loved ^hat he 
beheld ! ' Love ! The very word seems like <a Ueiecrating 
blot bn the virgin soul of Lilith I ” 



XVI 


F 6RAZ meanwhile was fast asleep in his own room. He 
ha'd sought to be alone for the purpose of tninking 
quietly and connectedly oVer all he had heard, — but no 
sooner had he obtained the desired solitude than a sudden 
and Heavy dFowsiifess overcame him, such as he was unable to 
resist, and, thaowing himself on his bed,^ he dropped into a 
profound slumber, whitfh deepened as the minutes' crept on. 
The afternoon wore slowly away, — sunset came and passed, — 
the coming fhadows lengthened, and just as the first faint star 
peeped out in the darkening skies he awoke, startled to find it 
so late. He sprang from his couch, bevwildered and vexed 
with himself, — it was time for supper, he thought, and 
El-R&mi must be waiting. He hastened to the study, and 
there he found his, brother conversing with a gentleman, — no 
other than Lord Melthorpe, who was talking in a loud 
cheerful voice, which contrasted oddly with El-Rami's slow 
music&l accents, that ever had a note of sadness in them. 
When Fffraz made ^ his hurried entrance, his eyes humid with 
sleep, yet dewily brilliant^ — his « thick dark ,haffr tangled in 
rough curls above his brows. Lord Melthorpe stared at him iA 
honesilv undisguised admiration, and then glanced at El- 
Rimi inquiringly. • ^ ^ 

“ My brother, Fdraz Zarinos — said El-R3,mi, readily 
performing the ceremony of introduction — “F^raz, this is 
Lord Melthorpe, — you have herrd me speak of him." 
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Fdraz bowed with his usual perfect glace, and * Lord 
Melthorpe shook hanSs with him. • 

Upon my word ! ** he said good humouredly, “ {his young 
gentleman reminds one of the Arabian Nights^ El-Rami ! He 
looks like one of those amazing fellows whc^ always had 
remarkable adventures ; Prince Ahmed, or the son of a king, 
or something — don’t you know ? ” ^ 

. El-Rami smiled gravely. , ^ , 

“The Eastern dress is responsible for thit idea in your 
mind, no doubt — ” he replied — “ Ft^raz wears it in the house, 
because he moves more easily and is more comfortable in it 
th^n in the •regulation British 3.ttirj, which really is the most 
hideous mode of garb in the world. Englishmen are among 
.^ihe finest types of the human race, but their dress does them 
scant justice.” • 

“You are right — we’re all on the same tailor’s pattern — and 
a frightful pattern it is I ” and his lordship |9ut uji his eyeglass 
to survey Feraz onc^ more, the while he thoiu^ht — ‘^Devilish 
handsomeTellow ! — would make quite *a sensadon in the room 
— new sort of craze for my lady.” Alou^he said — “ Pray bring 
your brother with you on Tuesday evening — my^ife will be 
charmed.” 

“V^raz never goes into sftciity — " replied El-Rami — “But 

of course, if you insist ” • 

“ Oh, I never insist — ” declared Lord Melthorpe, laughing, 
“ You are the man for insisting, not^I. ^!]fut I shall take it 
as a favour if he will accompany you.” 

“You hear, Ft^raz — ” and El-Rami looked at his brother 
inquiringly — “ Lord Melthorpe invites you to a great reception 
next Tuesday evening. Would you like to go ? ” * » • 

Fcraz glanoed^ from one So the other fialf srr>ilingly, half 
doubtfully. 

“ Yes, 1 should* like it,” he said at last. 

“ Then we shall expect you, — ” and ,Lord Melthor^ rose* 
to take his leave, — “ A’f* a '^sort of diplomatic aiSd official 
affair — fellows will look in either before or after the Foreign* 
Office crush, which is on the^same evening, and orders and 
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Lady Melthorpe begged me to ask you most particularly to 
wear Oriental dress.” 

“ I shall obey her ladyship ; ** — and El-Rflmi smiled a little 
satirically — the character of the lady in question was one that 
always vaguely amused him. 

“ And your brother will do the same, I hope? ” 

Assuredly I " and El RS.mi shook hands with his visitor, 
bidding F^raz escort him to the door. When he had gone 
F^raz sprang into the study again with all the eager 
impetuosity of a boy. 

“ What is it like — a reception in England ? ” he asked — 
“ And why does Lord Melthorpe ask me ? ” 

“ I cannot imagine 1 ” returned his brother drily — “Why do 
you want to go ? ” 

“ I should like to see life ; ” — said F^raz. 

See lif(?'! ” ethoed El-Rimi somewhat disdainfully — 
“ What do you mean ? Don’t you ‘ see life ’ as it is ? ” 

“ No ! ” answered Feraz quickly — “ I see men and women 
— but I don’t know -how they live, and I don’t know what 
they do.” ^ 

“They live in a perpetual effort to out-reach and injure 
one another” — said El-R&mi/“and all their forces are con- 
centrated on bringing themselves into notice. That is how 
they live, — that is what they do. It is not a dignified or 
noble way of living, ba*^ it is all they care about You will 
see illustrations of this at Lord Melthorpe’s reception. 
You will find the woman with the most diamonds giving 
herseif peacock-like airs over the woman who has fewest, — 
you wifi see the snob-millionaire treated with greater con 
sideration by every one than theibom gentlemati who happen.*- 
to have little of this world’s wealth. You will find that no 
one thinks of putting himself out to give personal pleasure to 
'another, — you will hear the same con monplace observations 
from every mouth, — vou will discc-vet a lack of wit, a dearth 
of kindness, a scarcity of cheerfulness, and a most desperate 
want of tact in every member of the whole fashionable 
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assemblage. And so you shall * See life ' Jif you thmk you 
can discern it there. ' Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof ! ' 

— meanwhile let us have supper, — time flies, and ^iiave work 
to do to-night that must be done." 

Fdraz busied himself nimbly about his usugl duties — ^the 
frugal meal was soon prepared and soon dispensed with, and, 
at its close, the brothers sat in silence, ^El-Rami watching 
Fdraz with a curious intentness, because he fplt for the, first 
time in his life that he was not quite master of the young 
man’s thoughts. Did he still remember the name of Lilith ? 
El-Ram*i had willed that every trace of it should vanish from 
his memory during that long arierr.oon sleep in which the lad 
had indulged himself unresistingly, — but the question was 
now— -*Ha(l that force of will gained the victory r He, El- 
Rdmi, could not tell — not yet— but he turned the problem 
over and over in his mind with sombre irritation and — 
restlessness. Presently F^raz broke the sileice. Drawing 
from his vest pocket a small manuscript book, afid raising 
his eyes, "he said — • • • * 

“ Do you mind hearing something^! wrote last night ? I 
don’t quite know how it came to me — I think, I must have 
been dreamtng " 

Read on ; "-r-said El-lllf{ni — “ If it be poesy, then its 
origin^cannot be explained. Were yob able to explain it, it 
would become prose.” 

‘‘I daresay the lines are not very go©d,” — went on F^raz 
diffidently — “yet they are the true expression of a thought 
that is in me. And whether I owe it to you, or to my own 
temperament, I have visions now and then — visions not only 
of love, but of fame — strange glories that I almost realise, yet 
cannot grasp. ^ And there is a sadness anci futility in it all that 
• grieves me . . . everything is so vague and swift and fleeting. 
Yet if love^ as you say, be a mere chimera, — surely there is 
such a thing a^ Fame ? ” ~ , 

“There is — " and EVRami’s eyes flashed, the.* darkened 
again — “There is the applause of this world, which may menn 
the derision of*the next. Read on ! ^ 
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F6t3lz obeyed.- “I call it for the present ‘The Star of 
Destiny^” — he said ; and then his melliriuous voice, rich and 
well mod’J^lated, gave flowing musical enunciation to the 
following lines : 

“ The soft low plash of waves upon the shore, 

Mariners* voices singing out at sea, 

The sighing «f the wind that evermore 

, Chants^to my spirij mystic melody, — 

These are vhe mingling sounds I vaguely hear 
As o’er the darkening misty main I gaze, 

Where one fair planet, warmly bright and clear, 

Pours from its heart a rain of silver rays. 

• O patient Star of Love ! in yon pale slcy 
What absolute serenity is thine ! 

Beneath thy steadfast, half-reproachful eye 

Large Ocean chafes, — r,nd, white with bitter brine, 

Heaves restlessly, and ripples from the light 
To darker shadows, — ev’n as noble thought 
Recoils from human passion, to a night 

Ovf splendid gloom by its own mystery wrought 

What made you think of the sea ? ** interrupted El-Rimi. 

F6t2lz looked up dreamily. 

“ I don’t khow,” — he said. 

“ Well !— go on I ” 

Feraz continued, — 

O searching Star, I bring my grief to thee, — 

Regard it, Th^u, as pitying angels may 
Regard a tortulbd saint, — and, down to me ' 

Send one bright glance, one heart-assuring ray 

^ From that high throne where thou in sheeny state 

«>Dost hang, thought-pensive, ’twixt the heaven and earth ; 
Thou,, sure, dost know the secret of my Fate, 

For thou didst shine upon my hour of birth. 

” O Star, from whom the clouds asunder roll, 

Tell this poor spirit pent in dying flesh, ^ 

Th^.s fighting, working, praying, prisoned soul, ‘ 

Why it is trapped and strangled in the mesh 
Of fcolish Life and Time? tls wild young voice 
Calls for release! unanswered and unstillcd, — 

It sought not out this world, — it had no chojlce 
Of other worlds where gloiy is fulfilled. 
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How hard to live at all, if living be j • 

The thing seems to us ! — the few brief yeai-s 
Made up of toil and sorrow, where we see • 

No joy without companionship of tears, — 

What is the artist’s fame ? — the golden chords 
Of rapt musician ? or the poet’s themes ? 

All incomplete ! — the nailed-down coffin birarfls 
Are mocking sequels to the grandest dreams “ 

“That is not your creed,’* — said El-Ridii with a searching 
look. • z' 

Feraz sighed. “ No — it is not my actual creed — but it is 

• my frequent thought.” 

“A thought unworthy of you^”— said his brother — “There* 
is nothing left ‘ incomplete * in the whole Universe — and there 
is no sequel possible to Creation.” • 

• “ Perhaps not, — but again perhaps there may be a sequel 

beyond all "imagination or comprehension. And surely you 
must adrmt that some things are left distressingly inconjplete.* 
Shelley’s * Fragments ’ for instance, Keats’s ‘ Hyperion ’ — 
Schubert’s; * Unfinislfed ’ Sy/npjiony — y-” # 

“Incomplete here — yes — agreed El-Rami — “But — 
finished elsewhere, as surely as day is dSy, and ni^ht is night. 
There is nolj^ing lost, — no, not so much as the lightest flicker 
of a "thought in a man's brair^^-^^nothing wasted or forgotten, — 
not even so much as an idle word. Waforget — but the forces 
of Nature are non-oblivious. All is chronicled and registered 
— all is scientifically set down in plain figures that no mistake 
may be made iA the final reckoning.”* * 

“You really think that? — you really bellbve that? ’'asked 
Fdraz, his eyes dilating eagerly. • 

“ I do, most positively ; ” — said El-Rimi — “ lu is a f^t 
which Nature, most potently^sets forth, and insistjupon. But 
]£ there no mord of your verse ? ” * 

Yes — ” and JF^raz read on — 

“ O, we are sorrowful, my ^oul and f : 

We war together fetidly — yet we ^ray 
For separate roads, — the Body fain would die 
And sleof) i’ the ground, low-hidden from the day — 
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^Thc Soul c^rect, its large wings cramped for room, 

Doth pantingly and passionately rebel, 

* Against this strange, uncomprehendied doom 
palled Life, where nothing is, or shall be well." 

** Gorod ! ” — murmured El-Rami softly — “ Good — and 
tfue!^’ * ' 

“ Hear me, my Star ! — star of my natal hour, 

Thou calm unmoved one amid all clouds ! 

• Give mei,my birth-rrght, — the imperial sway 

Of Thought suprame above the common crowds,— 

O let me feel thy swift compelling beam 
Drawing me upwards to a goal divine ; 

Fulfil thy promise, O thou glittering Dream, 

And let one crowmof Victory be mine ; 

“ Let me behold this world recede and pass 
Like shifting mist upon a stormy coast 
Or vision in a necroma Acer’s glass ; — 

For I, ’mid perishable earth can boast 

^ Of proven Immortality, — can reach 

,GlorVes un^^rasped by minds of lower tone ; — 

Thus, inia silence vaster than all speech, 

I follow thee, im/ Star oi Love, alone ! ” 

He ceased. El-Ra*mi, who had listened attentively, resting 
his head od one hand, now lifted his eyes and looked at his 
young brother with an exprejssjon of mingled" curiosity, and 
compassion. ^ • 

“The verses are good;” — he said at last — ^‘good and 
perfectly rhythmical, but surely they have a touch of 
arrogance ? — * • , 

I,»^mid perishable earth can boast 

* Of proven Immortality.’ 

Vhat djp tyou mean by * proven * Immortality ? Where are 
your proofs^” • , , 

“I have them in my ifiner consciousness*;” replied Fdraz 
slowly — “ But to put them into the limiteci language spoken 
«by mdrtals is impossible. Th^e are existing emotions — 
existing facts, which can never* bg tendered into common 
•uspeech. God is a Fact — but He cannot be explained or 
described.” •• 
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El-Rami was silent, — a slight frown contracted his dark 
even brows. • , 

“You are beginning to think too much/* — he^/)bserved, 
rising from his chair as he spoke — “ Do not analyse yourself, 
Feraz, . . . self-analysis is the temper of the^age, •but it 
engenders distrust and sorrow. Your poem is excellent, but it 
breathes of sadness, — I prefer your * star ' songs which are so 
full of joy. To be wise is to be hapjpy, — to be happy is t9 be 

wise ** "" 

A loud rat-tat at the street door interrupted him. Fdraz 
■ sprang up to answer the imperative Summons, and returned 
with a telegwm. E^-Rami opei^ed and read it with astonish^o * 
eyes, his face growing sucfdenly pale. 

** Ho will be here to-inorrow night ! *' he ejaculated in a 
* whisper — “To-morrow night! Me, the saint — the king — here 
to-morrow niglit ! Why should he come? — What would he. 
have with^me ? ” » • * 

His expression was one of dazed bewildem^nt, sftid Feraz 
looked at ‘him inquinngly, • • • • 

“ Any bad news ? ** he asked — “ Who is it that is coming ? 
El-Rami recollected himself, and, folding up ^e telegram, 
thrust it in hk breast pocket. 

“*A poor monk ^'ho is trai^elTing hither on a secret mission 
solicits my hospitality for the night" — He replied hurriedly — 
“That IS all. He will be here to-morrow." 

F^iaz stood silent, an incredulous smil^Jn his fine eyes. 

‘ Why should you stoop to deceive me, El-Rami, my 
brother? ” he said gently at last — “ Surely it Is not one of ypur 
ways to perfection ? Why try to disguise the truth from me ? 
— I am not of a treacherous nature. If I guess figiitly, this 
‘ poor monk* is the Supreme Head of fhe Br^hren of the 
Cross, from wfiose mystic band you were dismissed for a 
breach of discipline. What harm is there in my knowing of 
this?" * • • , ^ • 

El-R^mi*s hand clenthiwi, ind his eyes had that •dark and 
terrible look in them that Fdraz had learned to fear, but hi^T 
voice was very &lm. ^ 
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“ Who told yoL ? ” he asked. 

“ Qne of the monks at Cyprus long ago, when I went on 
your errjtnd — replied F^raz; “He spoke of your wisdom, 
your power, your brilliant faculties, in genuine regret that, all 
for soifie sli^^ht matter in which you would not bend your 
pride, you had lost touch with their various centres of action 
in all parts of the ^lobe. He said no more than this, — and no 
more than this I know.” 

“You know^iuite enojigh,'' — said El-Rami quietly — “If I 
have lost touch with their modes of work, I have gained 
insight beyond their reach. And, — I am sorry I did not at 
oUce say the truth to you—it U their chie/ leader, who comes 
here to-morrow. No doubt,” — and* he smiled with a sense of 
triumph-^** no doubt he seeks for fresh knowledge, such as I 
alone can give him.” • 

“ I thought,” said F^raz in a low half-awed tonei — “ that he 
was one of those, who are wise with the wisdom of the 
angels ? 

“ II there ar^*angels ! ” said El-Rami with a touch of scorn, 
“ He is wise in faith alone — he believes and he imagines, — 
and there i? no question as to the strange power he has 
obtained through the simplest means, — but L — I have no 
faith ! — I seek to prove — I worlC U know, — ^and my power *is as 
great as his, though ibis won in a different way,” 

F^raz said nothing, but sat down to the piano, allowing his 
hands to wander o/er the keys in a dreamy fashion that 
sounded like the far-off echo of a rippling mountain stream. 
El-Rlmi waited U moment, listening, — then glanced at his 
watch-^-it was growing late. 

. “ Good-n*ight, Fdraz ; ” — ^he said in gentle accents — ** I shall 
want nothing more this evening. , I am going to, my work.” 

“ Good-night,” — answerecl Fdraz with equal gentleness, as 
he went on playing. His brother opened and closed the door 
ioftly ;-^he was gone. r 

As sooi^ as he found himself dion^, Fdraz pressed the pedal 
his instrument so that the music pealed through the room 
in rich salvos of sound — chord after chord rolled grandly 
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forth, and sweet ringing notes came throbbing from under his 
agile finger-tips, the \fhile he said aloud, with a mingling of 
triumph and tenderness — ^ . 

“ Forget ! I shall never forget ! Does one forget the 
flowers, the birds, the moonlight, the sound of a^sweef song? 
Is the world so fair that I should blot from my mind the 
fairest thing in it? Not so 1 My memory may fail me in a 
thousand things — but let me be tortured, harassed, perplexed 
with dreams, persuaded by fantasies, I shall never forget the 
name of ** 

He • stopped abruptly — a look of pkin and terror and effort 
flashed into iiis eyes„ — his handsf fell on the keys of the piano * 
with a discordant jangle,— he stared about him, wondering and 
afraid. * • 

“ The name — the name ! ” 4ie muttered hoarsely — ” A 
flower’s name — an angel’s name — the sweetest name I ever^ 
heard ! flow is this ? — Am. I mad that my»lips jpfuse to utter 
it ? The name — the name of . . . My God,! my God I I 
Aave forgotten it I ” * • • • • 

And springing from his chair he stood for one instant in 
mute wrath, incredulity, and bewilderment, — then throwing 
himself down-again, he buried his face in his hands, his whole 
fram*e trembling ^ith min^ecf terror and awe at the mystic 
power of El-Rami’s indomitable Will, ^hich had, he knew, 
forced fiim to forget what most he desired to remember. 
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W ITHIN the chamber of Lilith all was very still. Zaroba 
sat there, croucljed down in what seemod to be her 
favourite and accustomed corner, 'busy with the intricate 
thread-wcrk which she wove with so much celerity ; — the lamp 
burned brightly, — there weret odours of frankincense and roses 
in the air, — and not so much as the sound of a suppressed 
sigh qr soft breath, stirred the deep and almost sacred quiet of 
the roont The tranced Lilith herself, pale but beautiful, lay 
calm and still aa ever among the glistening satin cushions of 
her costly couch, and, just above her, the purple draperies that 
covered the walls and 'ceiling were drawn aside to admit of the 
opening of a previously-concealed window, through which one 
or two stars could be seen dim'y sparkling in the skies. A 
white moth, attracted by the light, had flown in by way of this 
aperture, and was now fluttering heedlessly and aimlessly round 
the lamp, — but by and by it took a lower and less hazardous 
course, and finally settled on a shining corner^ of the cushion 
that supported Lilith’s head. There the fragile insect rested, — 
now expanding its velvety white wings, now folding them close 
and e3depdiing its delicate feelers to touch and test the glitter- 
ing fabric oi^ which It found itself, at ease, — but ciever moving 
from the spot it had evidently chosen for its night’s reposd 
Suddenly, and without sound, El-Rimi entered. He advanced 
olose up to the couch, and lookecVupon the sleeping girl with 
an eager^ almost passionate inte^ntiress. His heart beat 
tquickly ; — a singular fexcitement possessed him, and for once 
he was unable to analyse his own sensations. Closer and 
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closer he bent over Lilith's exquisite form, — doubtfully and 
with a certain scorn of himself, he took up a shining ti^ss of 
her glorious hair and looked at it curiously as though it were 
something new, strange, or unnatural. The little moth, 
disturbed, flew off the pillow and fluttered about^ his Bead in 
wild alarm, and El-Rimi watched its reckless flight as it made 
off towards the /atally- attractive lamp again, with meditative 
eyes, still mechanically stroking that^soft lock of Lilith's ^air 
which he held between his fingers. « 

“ Into the light ! he murmured-^** Into the very heart of 
the light*! — into the very core of the fire 1 That is the end of 
all ambition»~to tak« win^s and*plumge so — into the glowing, 
burning molten Creative Centre — and die for our fool- 
hardine!fes ? Is that all ? — or is there more behind*? It is a 
question, — who may answer it? 

He sighed heavily, and leaned more closely over the couch,, 
till the soft scarcely perceptible breath /rom* Lilith's lips 
touched his cheek warmly like a caress. Obser,vantly, as one 
might study the parts of a bird or a flower, he ^oted those lips, 
how delicately curved, how coral-red they were, — and what a 
soft rose-tint, like the flush of a pink sunrise on white flowers, 
was the hue which spread itself Avaveringly over her cheeks, — 
till tliere, — there where the ling eyelashes curled upwards, there 
were fiqe shadows, — shadows which suggested light, — such light 
as must be burning in those sweetly-closed eyes. Then there 
was the pure, smooth brow, over which liftje vine-like tendrils 
of hair caught and clung amorously, — and then — that wondrous 
wealth of the hair itself which, like twin showers of gold, sped 
light on either side. It was all beautiful, — a wonderful ^em of 
Nature's handiwork, — a masterpiece of form and ceflemr^whi^h, 
but for him,* E^l-Rdmi, would lon^ ere i^is ha'ie mouldered 
Sway to unsightly ash and bone, in a lonely grave dug 
hurriedly anjong* the sands of the Syrian desert He was 
almost, if not •quite, the author of that warm if unnatursfl 
vitality that flowed thfough those azure veins and4)ranching 
arteries, — he, like the Christ of Galilee, liad raised the dead tc/ 
life, — ay, if he cRose, he coulc^ say as the Master said to the 
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daughter of Jainis, “ Maiden, arise ! and she would obey 
him — ^would rise and walk, and smile 'and speak, and look 
upon thec\5forld, — if he chose! The arrogance of Will burned 
in his brain ; — the pride of power, the majesty of conscious 
strength macje his pulses beat high with triumph beyond that 
of any king or emperor, — and he gazed down upon the tranced 
fair form, himself^ entranced, and all unconscious that Zaroba 
ha^ come out of her corijer, and that she now stood beside 
him, watching 'his face with passionate and inquisitive eager- 
ness. Just as he reluctantly lifted himself up from his leaning 
position he saw her staring at him, and a frown darkened his 
brows. He made his usuH inflperative sign to hereto leave the 
room, — a sign she was accustomed to understand and to 
obey — but this time she remained motionless, fixing Her eyes 
steadily upon him. 

“ The conqueror shall be conquered, El-Rimi Zaranos — 
she said slqwly, i pointing to the sleeping Lilith — “ The 
victorious master over the forces unutterable shall yet be 
overthrown ! The work has begun,* — the small seed*dias been 
sown — the great harvest shall be reaped. For in the history 
of Heaven itself certain proud angels rose up and fought for 
the possession of supreme majesty and power — a^d they fell, — 
downbeaten to the darkness, — unfbrgiven, and arc they not in 
darkness still ? Eveh so must the haughty spirit fall that 
contends against God and the Universal Law.” 

She spoke impre^'^ely, and with a certain dignity of manner 
that gave an added force to her words, — but El-R^mi’s im- 
pas^sive countenance showed no sign of having either heard 
or understood her. He merely repeated his gesture of dis- 
misE'*!,' and* this time Zaroba obeyed it. Wrapping her flowing 
robe closely I about *her, sl^e withdrew, but \jritli evident re- 
luctance, letting the velvet portiere fall only by slow degrees 
behind her, and to the last keeping her dsttk (jeep-set eyes 
f[*xed on El-Rami^s face. As sobn as she hSd disappeared, 
he sprang to where the dividing-curta'ln hid a massive door 
tjetween the one room and the ante-chamber, — this door he 
shut and locked, — then he retijrned to the couch, and pro- 
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ceeded, according to his usual method, to will the waftdering 
spirit of his “ subject ^ into speech. « 

“ Lilith ! Lilith ! ’’ 

» • 

As before, he had to wait ere any reply was vouchsafed to 
him. Impatiently he glanced at the clock, and (^ujitefl slowly 
a hundred beats. 

‘‘ Lilith ! ” 

She turned round towards him,^ smileS, and murmyired 
something — her lips moved, but whaiever they uttered did not 
reach his ear. 

** L-ilit-h ! Where are you ? ” 

This timei, her voice, though soft,«was perfectly distinct 
“ Here. Close to you,* with your hand on mine.'^ 

El-Mmi was puzzled. True, he held her left hand in his 
‘ own, but she had never described any actual sensation of 
human toueb before. 

** Then, — can you see m^? ” he asked sojnew^at anxiously. 
The answer came sadly. ^ * 

** No. • Bright air'surroundii me, and the cciours of the air — 
nothing more.” 

You are alone, Lilith ? ” * , 

Oh, what sigh came heaving from her breast I 
am always alone ! ” / * 

Half remorseful, he heard her. Slje had complained of 
solitude before, — and it was a thought he did not wish her to 
dwell upon. He made haste to speak again. 

Tell me,*’“he said — “ Where have you been, Lilith, and 
what have you seen ? ” * 

There was silence for a minute or two, and she ♦moved 
restlessly. • 0 • 

“You bade me seek out Jlell for you ” — she ^urmured at 
4ast — “ I have searched, but I cannot find it.” 

Another pauses and she went on. 

‘‘ You spoke* of a strange thing,** she said — “ A 'place <ff 
punishment, of torture^ Of darkness, of horror and despair, — 
there is no such dreary blot on all God^s fair Creation. In alV 
the golden spaces of the farthest stars I find no punishment, 
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no pain, no darkness. I . can discover nothing save beauty, 
light, ^nd — Love ! ** »• 

The la; 5 t word was uttered softly, and sounded like a note of 
music, sweet but distant 

El-Rimi listened, bewildered, and in a manner disappointed. 

“ O Lilith, take heed what you say ! ” he exclaimed with 
some passion — “ No pain ? — no punishment ? no darkness ? 
Then this world is Hell and you know naught of it ! 

As he said this, she njoved uneasily among her pillows, — 
then, to his amazement, she suddenly sat up of her own 
accord, and went on speaking, enunciating her words with 
'lingular clearness and eflnpbasis, always keeping her eyes 
closed and allowing her left hand to ‘remain in his. 

“ I am ‘bound to tell you what I know ; ” — she said — “ Lut 
I am unable to tell you what«is not true. In God’s design I 
find no evil — no punishment, no death. If thtire are such 
things, they njiust in your world alone, — they must be Man’s 
work and' Man’s imagining.” 

‘'Man’s worfo'— Man’«s imagining?” repeated FI -Rami — 
“ And what is man ? ” 

“God’s aitgel,” repned Lilith quickly — “With God’s own 
attribute of Free-Will. He, like his Maker, dotjh create, — he 
also doth destroy, — what he eleLts^to do, God will not pretent. 
Therefore, if Man makes Evil, Evil must exist till Man himself 
destroys it.” 

This was a deep ai.d strange saying, and El-Rami pondered 
over it without speaking. ‘ 

“ In the spaced where I roam,” went on Lilith softly — 
“thereof is no evil. Those who are the Makers of Life in 
yond^J- seek only what is pure. Why should pain 
exist, or sin Ije known ? I do not^understand.” * 

“No” — said El- Rami bfiterly — “You do hot understand^ 
because you are yourself too happy, — happi^iess sees no fault 
m anything. Oh, you have wandered too far .^rofn earth and 
you forgef 1 The tie that binds yqja do this planet is over- 
^agile, — you have lost 'touch with pain. I would that I could 
make you feel my thoughts ! — for, Lilith, Gt^d is cruel, not 
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kind, . . . upon God, and God alone, rests the weight* of woe 
that burdens the uniferse, and for the eternal sorrow o{ things 
there is neither reason nor remedy.” ^ , 

Lilith sank back again in a recumbent posture, a smile upon 
her lips. ^ , • 

“ O poor blind eyes 1 ” she murmured — Sad eyes that are 
so tired — too tired to bear the light 1 ” 

, Her voice was so exquisitely pathetic that he was startled 
by its very gentleness, — his heart gaye one fierce bound against 
his side, and then seemed almost to stand still. 

“ You pity me?” he asked tremulously. 

She sighed. ** I pity you ”ii— she answered — “ I ptfy 
myself.” 

Aln/ost breathlessly he asked “ Why ? ” • 

“ Because I cannot see you#— because you cannot see me. 
If 1 could* see you — if you could see me as I am, you would 
know all— you would understand all,” , ^ 

” I do see you, Lilith,” he said — “ I hold your ha)Id.” 

“ No-*-not my real hand "-y-she said — “ Only its shadow.” 
Instinctively he looked at the delicate fingers that lay in his 
palm — so rosy-tipped and warm. Oifly the “ jhadow ” of a 
hand ! The« where was its substance? 

‘*It will pass a\yay ” — wfjnt*on Lilith — “like all shadows — 
but / shall remain — not here, not there, — but elsewhere. 
WnenVill you let me go?” 

“Where do you wish to go?” he askei. 

“ To my friends,” she answered swiftly and with eagerness — 
“ They call me often — I hear their voieds singing ‘ Lilith I 
Lilith ! * and sometimes I see them beckoning me*— but I 
cannot reach them. It is cruel, for they love me *aridn^Qjudo 
not, — why will you keep me» here unlovec? so long ? ” 

• He trembled* and hesitated, fixing his dark eyes on the fair 
face, which, in £ 4 )ite of its beauty, was to him but as the image 
of a Sphinx that for ever refused to give up its riddle.' • 
“Is love your crating, Itilith?” he asked slo’sly — “And 
what is your thought — or dream — of love ? ” » 

“ Love is no? dream — she responded — “ Love is reality— 
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Love is Life. I am not fully living yet — I hover in the 
Realms Between, where spirits wait in silence and alone/' 

He sighed. “ Then you are sad, Lilith ? " 

“No. I am never sad. There is light within my solitude, 
and the^lory^of God’s beauty everywhere.” 

El-Rimi gazed down upon her, an expression very like 
despair shadowing his own features. 

“^oofar, too far she wends her flight;" — he muttered to 
himself wearily. “ How ^ can I argue on these vague and 
sublimated utterances! I cannot understand her joy — she 
cannot understand my pain. Evidently Heaven’s language is 
incomprehensible to mortal oars. And , yet ; — Lilith ! ” he 
called again almost imperiously. “Ybu talk of God as if you 
knew Hint. But I — I know Him not — I have not proved 
Him ; tell me of His Shape, His Seeming, — if indeed you have 
the power.” ' 

She was silent. 4de studied her tranquil face intently, — 
the smile 'upon ^it was in very truth divine. 

“ No answer ! V- he said with ?orne derision. “ Of course, 
— what answer should there be ! What Shape or Seeming 
should there *,be to a mere huge blind Force that creates 
without reason, and destroys without necessity ! 

As he thus soliloquised, LiliLi ^^tirred, and flung her White 
arms upward as though in ecstasy, letting them fall slowly 
afterwards in a folded position behind her head. 

“To the seven dreclared tones of Music, add seventy 
million more,” — she said — “and let them ring their sweetest 
cadence, they shah make but a feeble echo of the music of 
God's wDice ! To all the shades of radiant colour, to all the 
line.v.r^ 'Noblest form, add the splendour of eternal youth, 
eternal goodij,ess, etd-nal joy, eternal power, and. yet we shall 
not render into speech or song the beauty of our God 1 From 
His glance flows Light — from His presence rushes Harmony, 
~^as He moves through Space grfiat worlds are tforn ; and at 
His bidding planets grow within’ the^ air like flowers. Oh to 

9ce Him passing 'mid the stars ! ” 

She broke off suddenly and drew a long debp breath, as of 
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sheer delight, — but the shadow on El -Rimi*s features dal-kened 
wearily. • • 

“You teach me nothing, Lilith” — he said sadly .and some- 
what sternly — “ You speak of what you see — or what you 
think you see — but you cannot convince me of i{e trutt.” 

Her face grew paler, — the smile vanished from her lips, 
and all her delicate beauty seemed to free^ into a cold and 
grave rigidity. , • 

“ Love begets faith ; ” — she said — Where we do not love, 
we doubt Doubt breeds Evil, and ‘Evil knows not God." 

Platitudes, upon my life ! — mere platitudes ! ” exclaimed 
El-Rami bitterly — “df this half-teleased spirit can do no more 
than prate of the same old laws and duties our preachers 
teach i!is, then indeed my service is vain. But she* shall not 
baffle me thus ; ” — and, bending over Lilith’s figure, he un- 
wound her arms from the indolent position in which they werft 
folded, took her hands roughly in his own, «and, •sitting on the 
edge of her couch, fixed his burning eyes upom her ks though 
he sought to pierce her to the heart’* core With their ardent, 
almost cruel lustre. ^ 

“Lilith!” he commanded — “Speak plainly, •that I may 
fully undcrstiAid your words. You say there is no hell ? 

THie answer came steadil/. 

“ None.” • 

“ Then must evil go unpunished ? ” 

“Evil wreaks punishment upon itself. •^Evil destroys itself. 
That is the Law.” ^ 

“ And the Prophets ! ” muttered El-Rami scornfully — 
“ Well ! Go on, strange sprite ! Why— for such thiftgs are 
known — why does goodness suffer for being good?” 

“That nevbr^is. That is^mposyble.” • 

• “ Impossible ? ” queried El-Rimi incredulously. 

“ Impossiljle,”*— repeated the soft voice firmly. “ (goodness 
sums to suffer,* but it does Hot. Evil ^eems to prosper, but ?t 
does not.” • • * ^ • 

“ And God exists ? ” 

“ God exists.’^ ^ 
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And what of Heaven ? 

*• Which heaven ? ** asked Lilith — “ There are a million 
million heavens.” 

El-Rimi stopped — thinking, — then finally said — 

Goi's Heaven." 

“You would say God’s World — returned Lilith tranquilly 
Nay, you will not let me reach that centre. I see it ; I 
feel .it afar off — but your ^ill binds me — you will not let me 
go. 

“If I were to let you go, what would you do?” asked 
El-Rimi — “ Would you return to me ? ” • ’ 

“ Never ! Those who entef the Perfect Glory" return no 
more to an imperfect light.” 

El-Rami paused — he was arranging other questions to ask, 
when her next words startled ^lim — 

“ Some one called me by my name,” — she said — “ Tenderly 
and softly, as, though it were a name beloved. I fieard the 
voice — I tould not answer — ^but I heard it — and I know that 
some one loves fue. The sense- of love is sweet, and makes 
your dreary world secnj fair I ” 

El-Rami’s keart began to beat violently — the voice of Feraz 
had reached her in her trance then after all ! • And she re- 
membered it ! — more than this— itlhad carried a vague emotion 
of love to that vagrant and ethereal essence which he called 
her “ soul ” but which he had his doubts of all the while. 
For he was unable convince himself positively of any such 
thing as “Sour’j — all emotions, even of the most divinely 
transcendent nature, he was disposed to set down to the action 
of braiiV merely. But he was scientist enough to know that 
the**fet\t2fr rtiust gather its ideas from somethings — something 
either externrl or internalj-j— even*^ such a vagpe' thing as an 
Idea cannot spring out of blank Chaos. And this was whaf 
especially puzzled him in his experiment with*the,girl Lilith — 
tdr, ever since he had , placed hef^ in the “ life-in-death ” con- 
dition she^was, he had ^ been careful* to** avoid impressing any 
15f his own thoughts or ideas upon her. And, as a matter of 
fact, all she said about God, or about a present or a future 
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state, was precisely the reverse of *what he himself ar^ed ; — 
the question therefo^-e remained — From Where and How did 
she get her knowledge ? She had been a mere prettji, ignorant, 
half-barbaric Arab child, when she died (according to natural 
law), and, during the six years she had lived (by ^scientific law) 
in hfer strange trance, her brain had been absolutely uncon- 
scious of all external impressions, while of internal she could 
have none, beyond the memories ^f her childhood. Y<;t, — 
she had grown beautiful beyond the beauty of mortals, and 
she 5poke of things beyond all mortal comprehension. The 
riddle of her physical and mental development seemed un- 
answerable,* — it was. the wondei*, the puzzle, the difficulty, the 
delight of all J^l- Rami’s hours. But now there was mischief 
done. • She spoke of love, — not divine impersonal love, as 
* was her wont, — but love that totched her own existence with 
a vaguely pleasing emotion. A voice had reached her thai 
never should have been allowed to pei^tratg her spiritual 
solitude, and realising this, a sullen anger smouldered in El- 
Rami's mind. He strove lo consider Zzroba’s fault and 
F^raz^s folly with all the leniency, forbearance, and forgiveness 
possible, and yet the strange restlessness within him gave him 
no peace. What should be done ? What could be answered 
to fhose wistful — “,^h^ sense of love is sweet, and 

makes your dreary world seem fair ” ? • 

He pondered on the matter, vaguely uneasy and dissatisfied. 
He, and he alone, was the master of Lilith, — he commanded 
and she obeye*d, — but would it be always thus ? The doubt 
turned his blood cold, — suppose she escaped him now, ^fter 
all his studies and calculations I He resolved he womld ask 
her no more questions that night, and very gently h»^e,wd 
the little slender hands he held. * # 

• “ Go, Lilith !*” he said softly — This world, as you say, is 
dreary — I will not keep you longer in its gloom — go hence and 
rest*' * • % ^ * 

** Rest ? ** sighed Lilith iincfbiringly — “ Where ? ’* < 

He bent above her, and touched her loose gold locks almos:» 
caressingly. • 
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“ Where you choose I ” 

“ Nny, that I may not ! '' murmured Lilith sadly, ** I have 
no choiceirrl must obey the Master’s will” 

El-Rami’ s heart beat high with triumph at these words. 

My he said, more to himself than to her — “The 

force of it ! — the marvel of it ! — my will 1 ” 

Lilith heard, — a strange glory seemed to shine round her, 
like, a halo round a pictured saint, and the voice that came 
from her lips rang out with singularly sweet clearness. 

“Your will I” she echoed — “Your will — and also — God’s 
will ! ” 

He started, amazed an^. iriesolute. TJie words were not 
what he expected, and he would have questioned their mean- 
ing, but that he saw on the girl’s lovely features a certain pale 
composed look which he recognised as the look that meant 
silence. 

“ Lilith I ” l^p wlvispered. 

No aniwer. He stood looking down upon her, his face 
seeming sterner and darker than, usual by reason of the intense, 
passionate anxiety in his burning eyes. 

“ God’s wiJA 1 ” he echoed with some disdain — “ God’s will 
would have annihilated her very existence long ago out in the 
desert ; — what should God do Vit^i her nqjv that I have* not 
done? " 

His arrogance seemed to be perfectly justifiable ; and yet 
he very well knew tkat, strictly speaking, there was no such 
thing as “ annihilation ” possible to any atom in the universe. 
Mojeover, he did not choose to analyse the mystical reasons 
as to why he had been permitted by Fate or Chance to obtain 
suebjpa^tery over one human soul, — he preferred to attribute 
it all to his o^n disebveries in science, — his own patient and 
untiring skill, — his own studious comprehension of the forces 
of Nature, — and he was nearly, if not quite, ^oblivious of the 
fuct that there is a Something b-hind natural forces, which 
knows and sees, controls and c^mu^ands, and against which, 
♦i he places himself in opposition, Man is but the puniest, 
most wretched straw that was ever tossed or ‘split by a whirl- 
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wind. As a rule, men of science work not for God so* much 
as against Him, — wherefore th^ir most brilliant researches 
stop short of the goal. Great intellects are seldom ^^evout, — 
for brilliant culture begets pride — and pride is incompatible 
with faith or worship. Perfect science, combined, wth “perfect 
selflessness, would give us what we need, — a purified and 
reasoning Religion. But El-Rami*s chief characteristic wa- 
pride, — and he saw no mischief in it. * ^rong in his know- 
ledge, — defiant of evil in the consciousness he possessed o’ 
his own extraordinary physical and' mental endowments, he 
saw no 'Feason why he should bow down in humiliated abase- 
ment before forces^ either natural or spiritual, which he 
deemed himself able to control. And his brow cleared, as 
he once more bent over his tranced “ subject ” and, with all 
‘the methodical precaution of a piiysician, felt her pulse, took 
note of her temperature, and judged that for the present she^ 
needed no more of that strange Elixir wlych kept her veins 
aglow with such inexplicably beauteous vitality. l»hen — his 
examinati'in done — lie left tlje room.; and las he drew the 
velvet portiere behind him the little white moth that had 
flown in for a night’s shelter fluttered down froqj the golden 
lamp like a fglling leaf, and dropped on the couch of Lilith, 
shrivelled and dead^. ,» * 



XVIII 


T he next day was very wet and stormy. From morning 
to night the rain ftll irt torrents, and a cold wind blew. 
El-Rami stayed indoors, reading, writing, and answering a few 
of his mbre urgent correspondents, a great number of whom 
were total strangers to him, jfiid who nevertheless wrote to him 
, out of the sheer curiosity excited in them by the perusal of a 
certain book^ to which his name was appended as author. 
This book wcl/^ a very original literary production, — the critics 
were angry with«it, beciiuse it was so unlike anything else that 
ever was written. According to the theories set forth in its 
pages, Man,rtlie poor and finite, was proved to be a creature of 
superhuman and almost god-like attributes, -^i-a “flattering 
unction” indeed, which when‘la*pd to th^ souls of com'mon- 
place egoists had tht effect of making them consider El-Rami 
Zaranos a very wonderful person, and themselves more 
wonderful still. OiSiy the truly great mind is humble enough 
to appreciate greatness, and of great minds there is a great 
scarcity. Most of El-Rami's correspondents were of that 
lower 'Order of intelligence which blandly accepts every fresh 
^covered as specially intended for themselves, and not 
at all for th^ world, as though indeed they were some particular 
and removed class of superior beings who alone were capable 
of understanding true wisdom. “ Your woRk has appealed to 
— wrote one, “as it will not»-appeal to all, because I am 
able to etiter into the divine spilTit things as the vulgar herd 
^'cannot do!” This, as if the “vulgar herd” were not also 
part of the “ divine spirit of things ” 1 

140 



THE SQUL OF UUT^ | ^ 

“ 1 have delighted in your book — wrote another, “ because 
I am a poet, and the^orld.jwith its low aims and lower desires, 
I abhor and despise I ” 

The absurdity of a man presuming to call himself a poet, 
and in the same breath declaring he “ despises ” ^tlje vtorld, — 
the world which supports his life and provides him with all his 
needs, — never seems to occur to the minds of these poor 
boasters of a petty vanity, EbRimi looked weary enough as he 
glanced quickly through a heap of suoh ill-judged and egotistical 
epistles, and threw them aside to be for ever left unanswered. 
To him- there was something truly hortible and discouraging in 
the contemplation Qf the hopeless, helpless, absolute stupidity 
of the majority of mankind. The teachings of Mother 
Nature being always straight and plain, it is remarkable what 
devious turnings and dark winding ways we prefer to stumble 
into rather than take the fair and open course. For cxjitnplj 
Nature says to us — “My children. Truth i?,simgle, — and I am 
bound by all my forces to assist its manifestation. •* A Lie is 
difficult— I can have none of*it — it needs other lies to keep it 
going, — its ways are full of complexity^and puzzle, — why then, 
O foolish ones, will you choose the Lie and avoid the Truth ? 
For^ work you may, the Truth must out, and not all the 
uproar of opposing multitudes can still its thunderous tongue.” 
Thus ^Nature ; — but we heed her nSt, — we go on lying 
steadfastly, in a strange delusion that thereby we may deceive 
Eternal Justice. But Eternal Justice %^ever is deceived, — 
never is obscured even, save for a moment, as a passing cloud 
obscures the sun. , 

“ How easy after all to avoid mischief of any kind,'^ mused 
El-Rami now, as he put by his papers and drew twc 
old referenda ^ volumes tc^ards ^him — How tcasy to live 
“happily, free from care, free from sickness, free from every 
external or internal wretchedness, if we could but practise the 
one rule — Self-kbnegation. ilt is all t^ere, — and the etherefil 
Lilith may be right in aslurance as to the non-OKistence of 
Evil unless we ourselves create it, AtTeast one half the trouble* 
in the world 'knight be avoided if we chose. Debt, for 
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example, — that carking trouble always arises from living beyond 
one's means, — therefore why live beyond one's means ? What 
for? Shew? Vulgar ostentation ? Luxury? Idleness? All 
these are things against which Heaven raises its eternal ban- 
Then take physical pain and sickness, — here Self is to blame 
again, — self-indulgence in the pleasures of the table, — sensual 
craving — the marriage of weakly or ill-conditioned persons, — 
all simple causes from which spring incalculable evils. Avoid 
the causes and we escape the evils. The arrangements of 
Nature are all so clear and explicit, and yet we are for ever 
going out of our way to find or invent difficulties. The farmer 
grumbles and writes letters to the newspapers if his;;urnip-fields 
are invaded by what he deems a ‘ destructive pest ' in the 
way of moth or caterpillar, and utterly ignores the fact that 
these insects always appear ♦'for some wise reason or other, 
Tvhich he, absorbed in his own immediate petty interests, fails 
to appreciate. , Hia turnips are eaten, — that is all he thinks 
or cares ibout^ — but if he knew that those same turnips con- 
tain a particular 'microbe poisonous to human life, a germ of 
typhoid, cholera, or the like, drawn up from the soil and ready 
to fructify in. the blood of cattle or of men, and that these 
insects of which he complains are the scavei'kgers sent by 
Nature to utterly destroy the Plag^p in embi^yo, he might pUuse 
in his grumbling to winder at so much precaution taken by 
the elements for the preservation of his unworthy and ignorant 
being. Perplexing at times maddening is this our curse of 
Ignorance, — but that the ‘ sins of the fathers are visited on the 
children ' is a true saying is evident — for the faults of genera- 
tions Bit still bred in our blood and bone." 

5^-«n^ed over the first volume before him listlessly, — his 
mind was not' set upon study, and Jfiis attention wandered. He 
was thinking of Fdraz, with whom he had scarcely exchanged 
a word all day. He had lacked nothing in the way of service, 
fbr swift and courteous obedience to his brothfer's wishes had 
characterised Feraz in every simp'ie action, but there was a con- 
•“straint between the two that had not previously existed. F^raz 
bore himself with a stately yet sad hauteur, — he had the air of 
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a proud prince in chains 'who, being captive, perfonfted his 
prison work with exactitude and resignation as a matter#of dis- 
cipline and duty. It was curious that El-R^mj.,who had 
steeled himself as he imagined against every tender sentiment, 
should now feel the want of the impetuous cc^nfidehce and 
grace of manner with which his young brother had formerly 
treated him. 

“ Everything changes — ” he musfd gloomily, “ Ever yttiing 
must change, of course ; and nothing is so fluctuating as the 
humpur of a boy who is not yet a man, but is on the verge of 
manhood. And with Feraz my power has reached its limit, — 

I know exa-stly what I can do, ahd v^hat I can not do with him, 
— it is a case of ‘Thus far and no farther.' Well, — he must 
choose* his own way of life, — only let him not presume to set 
‘ himself in my way, or interfere ii?f//y work 1 Ye gods! — there 
is nothing f would not do " ^ 

He paused, ashamed; the*blood flushed* his jjace darkly and 
his hand clenched itself involuntarily. Copscioas of the 
thought that had arisen within him, he *felt a moment’s 
shuddering horror of himself. He knew that in the very depths 
of his nature there was enough untame3 savager}^,to make him 
capable of crashing his young brother’s life out of him, should 
he a'are to obstruct his pa^i *or oppose him in his labours. 
Realising this, a cold dew broke out oft his forehead and he 
trembled. 

“ O Soul of Lilith that cannot understand Evil ! ” he 
exclaimed — “Whence came this evil thought in me? Does 
the evil in myself engender it ? — and does tlie same bitter gall 
that stirred the blood of Cain lurk in the depths of my being, 
till Opportunity strikes the wicked hour? I^etro mCy 
After all, there was something in the oPd beliefs — the pious 
horror of a devil, — for a devil there is that walks the world, 
and his name is Man I " 

He rose and*paced the lOjpm impatiently, — what a long djiy 
it seemed, and with ^iiat» dfbary persistence the rain washed 
against the windows 1 He looked out into the street, — there* 
was not a passenger to be seen, — a wet dingy grayness 
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pervadfcd the atmosphere • and made everything ugly and 
cheerless. He went back to his books, alid presently began to 
turn over , the pages of the quaint Arabic volume into which 
Fcfraz had unwisely dipped, gathering therefrom a crumb of 
knowledge,-' which, like all scrappy information, had only led 
him to discontent. 

“All these old experiments of the Egyptian priests were 
simple enough — ” he murmured as he read, — “ They had one 
substratum of science, --*=-the art of bringing the countless 
atoms that fill the air into temporary shape. The trick is so 
easy and natural that I fancy there must have been a- certain 
condition of the atmosphere *in earlier ages which itself 
shaped the atoms, — hence the ideas of nymphs, dryads, fauns, 
and water-sprites ; these temporary shapes whicli dazzled for 
some fleeting moments the astonished human eye and so gave 
nse to all the legends. To shape the atoms as a sculptor 
shapes clay, is but r phase of chemistry, — pretty experiment 
— yet what a miracle it would always seem to the uninstructed 
multitude ! * 

He unlocked a drawer in his desk, and took from it a box 
full of red powder, and two small flasks, one containing minute 
globules of a glittering green colour like tiny emeralds, — the 
other full of a pale amber liquid. * He smiled as he looked at 
these ingredients, — ai9d then he gave a glance out through the 
window at the dark and rainy afternoon. 

“To pass the time, why not?'* he queried half aloud. 
“ One needs a little diversion sometimes even in science." 

Whereupon he placed some of the red powder in a small 
bronze' vessel and set fire to it. A thick smoke arose at once 
and. fiHfjid the room with cloud that emitted a pungent 
perfume, and* in which his own figure was scarcely discernible. 
He cast five or six of the little green globules into thi: 
smoke ; they dissolved in their course and melted within it, — 
^rnd finally he threw aloft a few drops of the amber liquid. 
The effetit was extraordinary,^ and a would have seemed 
'♦incredible to any onlooker, for through the cloud a roseate 
Shape made itself slowly visible, — Shape that was surrounded 
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with streaks of light and rainbow flame as with a garland. 
Vague at first, but «oon growing more distinct, it g^hered 
itself into seeming substance, and floated nearly to the 
ground, — then rising again, balanced itself lightly like a blown 
feather sideways upon the dense mist that filled the 2lir. In 
form- this “coruscation of atoms,” as El-Rami called it, 
resembled a maiden in the bloom of youth, — her flowing hair, 
her sparkling eyes, her smiling lips, *were all pl^nly 
discernible ; — but, that she was a mere phantasm and creature 
of the cloud was soon made plain, for scarcely had she 
declared herself in all her rounded laughing loveliness than 
she melted ^way aijd passed i»to nothingness like a dream. 
The cloud of smoke grew thinner and thinner, till it vanished 
also so completely that there was no more left of it than a 
’ pale blue ring such as might have been puffed from a stray 
cigar. El-Ranii, leaning lazily back in his chair, had watched^ 
the whole development and* finish of his “ experiment ” with 
indolent interest and amusement. »* 

How.admirabl/ the line§ of beauty ar« always kept in 
these effects,” — he said to himself when it w^as over, — “ and 
what a fortune I could make with tlfat one example of the 
concentration, of atoms if I chose to pass as a Miracle-maker. 
Mosts was an adept at this ^kind of thing ; so also was a 
certain Egyptian priest named Borsa of Memiihis, who just 
for thsft same graceful piece of chemistry was judged by the 
people as divine, — made king, — and los^ied with wealth and 
honour ; — excellent and most cunning Bors*a ! But we — we do 
not judge any one “ divine ” in these days*of ours, not even 
God, — for He is supposed to be simply the lump of. leaven 
working through the loaf of matter, — though it wib alwjjys 
remain a quastjon as to why there is any leaveg or any loaf 
at all existing.”* * 

He fell into, a train of meditation, which caused him 
presently to “take up his pejji and write busily many pages of 
close manuscript. F^fazfcsitne in at* the usual tour with 
supper, — and then only he ceased working, and shared the i 
meal with his young brother, talking cheerfully, though saying 
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little bv,t commonplaces, and skilfully steering off any allusion 
to subjects which might tend to increase Feraz's evident 
melancholy^. Once he asked him rather abruptly why he had 
not played any music that day. 

“ I do 1)0^ know ** — answered the young man coldly — “ I 
seem to have ‘forgotten music — with other things.” 

He spoke meaningly ; — El-Rimi laughed, relieved and light 
at heart. Those other things ” meant the name of Lilith, 
which his will had succeeded in erasing from his brother’s 
memory. His eyes sparkled, and his voice gathered new 
richness and warmth of feeling as he said kindly — 

“ I think not, F^raz, — J think you cannot haye forgotten 
music. Surely it is no extraneous thing, but part of you, — 
a lovely pertion of your life which you would be loath to miss. 
Here is your little neglected friend,” — and, rising, he took 
out of its case an exquisitely-shaped mandolin ‘inlaid with 
pearl — “The dear qld lute, — for lute it is, though modernised, 
— the sari^e-shaped instrument on which the rose and fuchsia- 
crowned youths pf old Fompeii ^played thVi accompaniment to 
their love songs ; the same, the very same on which the long- 
haired, dusl^- skinned maids of Thebes and Memphis 
thrummed their strange uncouth ditties to their jDlack -browed 
warrior kings, I like it better than the violin — its form is far 
more pleasing — we cij.n see Apollo with * a lute, but it is 
difficult to fancy the Sun-god fitting his graceful arm ‘to the 
contorted positions pf a fiddle. Play something, Ft^raz ” — 
and he smiled winhingly as he gave the mafidolin into his 
brother's hands — » ‘ Here,” — and he detached the plectrum 
from its place under the strings — “ With this little piece of 
ovgl tojlpiseshell, you can set the nerves of music quivering, 
— those silver wires •will answer tp your touch like the fibres 
of the human heart struck by the tref?iolo of passion.” * 

He paused, — his eyes were full of an ardent^ light, and F^raz 
looked lit him wonderingly. "l^at a voice .he* had ! — how 
eloquentljt he spoke I— how noble «an^ thoughtful were his 
^features ! — and what ali air of almost pathetic dignity was 
given to his face by that curiously snow-white hair of his, 
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which so incongruously suggested age in youth ! PoortFdraz ! 
—his heart swelled within him ; love and secret admiration for 
his brother contended with a sense of outraged^ pride in 
himself, — and yet — he felt his sullen amour-propre^ his instinct 
of rebellion, and his distrustful reserve all oozing iiway under 
the spell of El-R ami’s persuasive tongue and fascinating 
manner, — and to escape from his own feelings, he bent over 
the mandolin and tried its chords with a tfembling hand and 
downcast eyes. • 

“ You si)eak of passion,” he said in a low voice — “ but you 
have -never known it.” 

“Oh, ha'ie I not!” and Eh Rami laughed lightly as he 
resumed his seat — “ Nay* if I had not I should be more than 
man. -The lightning has flashed across my pathj Fdraz, I 
assure you, only it has not killed me ; and I have been ready 
to shed my blood drop by drop, for so slight and imperfect a 
production of Nature as — a *woman 1 A ^hing of white flesh 
and soft curves, and long hair and large eyes, and a /augh like 
the tinklo of a fountain in oyr Eastern cousts, — a thing with 
less mind than a kitten, and less fidelity than a hound. Of 
course there are clever women and faithful wom^n, — but then 
we men seldt)m choose these ; we are fools, and we pay for 
our Tolly. And I ^ also have been a fool in my time, — why 
should you imagine I have not ? It js flattering to me, but 
why ?* ’ 

Feraz looked at him again, and in sp^ie of himself smiled, 
though reluctantly. * 

“You always seem to treat all earthfy emotions with 
scorn — ” he replied evasively, “ And once you told n^e there 
was no such thing in the world as love.” 

“ Nor is there — ” said El»Rimi quickly*— “ No^ ideal love — 
not everlasting love. Love in its highest, purest sense, belongs 
to other planet%— in this its golden wings are clipped, and 
it becomes nothing more t^jin a common and vulgar •physic;^ 
attraction.” 

Fdraz thrummed his mandolin softly? 
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•* I !jaw two lovers the other day — ” he said — “ They seemed 
divinqly happy." o 

“ Where did you see them ? ” 

“ Not here. In the land I know best — my Star." 

El-Rami, looked at him curiously, but forbore to speak. 
“They were beautiful — " went on Fdraz. “ They were 
resting together on a bank of flowers in a little nook of that 
lovely forest where there are thousands of song-birds sweeter 
than nightingales. Music filled the air, — a rosy glory filled the 
sky, — their arms were twined around each other, — their lips 
met, and then — oh, then their joy smote me with fear, because, 
— because / was alone — apd tJiey were — together 

His voice trembled. El-Rami's smile had in it something of 
compassion. 

“ Love in your Star is a d»'eam, Feraz — " he said gently — 
“ But love here — here in this phase of things we ca'il Reality, — 
means, — do you ki^ow what it means ? " 

F^raz ^:hoofe his head. 

“ It means M,oney. ,Jt means lands, and houses land a big 
balance at the bank. Lovers do not subsist here on flowers 
and music, -ythey ha^e rather more vulgar and substantial 
appetites. Love here is the disillusion of Love-^r-lhere, in the 

region you speak of, it may peithnnce be perfect " * 

A sudden rush of r^in battering at the windows, accompanied 
by a gust of wind, interrupted him. 

“ What a storm ! *J, exclaimed F^raz, looking up — “ And you 
are expecting 

A measured rat^tat-tat at the door came at that moment, and 
El-R^tjii sprang to his feet. Fdraz rose also, and set aside his 
mandolin. Another gust of wind whistled by, bringing with it 
a sweeping tprrent hail ,, 

“ Quick ! “ said El-Ram^ in a somewhat agi^ated voice — “ It 
is — you know who it is. Give him reverent greeting, Feraz — 
e.nd shdw him at once in here." 

Fdraz ^withdrew, — ahd, when he |ha(j[ disappeared, El-Rimi 
^ looked about him vaguely with the bewildered air of a man 
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who would fain escape from som^ difficult position, cpuld he 
but discover an egress, — a slight shudder ran through his 
frame, and he heaved a deep sigh. ^ ^ 

“ Why has he come to me I ” he muttered, “ AVhy — after all 
these years of absolute silence and indifference to my work, docs 
he seek me now ? ” * 



XIX 


S TANDING in an attibade 'more of resignation than expect- 
ancy, he waited, listening. He heard the street-door 
open and* shut again, — then came a brief pause, followed by 
the sound of a firm step ir the outer hall, — and Feraz re- 
appeared, ushering in with grave respect a marl of stately 
height and majestir demeanour, cloaked in a heavy travelling 
ulster, th^ hood of which was pulled cowl-like over his head 
and almost concealed hi« features. 

“ Greeting to El-Rimi Zar^nos — ** said a rich mellow voice, 
“ And so this is the Weather provided by an English month 
of May I Well, it might be worse, — certes, also, it might be 
better. I should have disburddhed myself of these ' lendings * 
in the hall, but that I knew not whether you were quite 
alone — ” and, as he spoke, he threw off his cloak, which 
dripped with rain, ard handed it to F^raz, disclosing himself 
in the dress of a Oarthusian monk, all save the disfiguring 
tonsure. “ I was* not certain,” he continued cheerfully — 
“whether you might be ready or willing to receive me.** 

VI am always ready for such a visitor — ” said El-Rimi, 
advancing hesitatingly, and with a curious diffidence in his 
manner — “And more than willing. Your presence honours 
this poor house and brings with it a certain benediction.” 

- “ Gracefully said, El-Rimi I ” exclaimed the monk with a 
keen flash of his deep>-s6t blue eytfs— Where did you learn to 
^make pretty speeches I remember you of old time as 
brusque of tongue and obstinate of humour,-^ and even now 
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humility sits ill upon you, — *tis not your favourite prafctised 
household virtue.” ' ** 

El-Rami flushed, but made no reply. He seemed rdVat once 
to have become even to himself the merest foolish nobody 
before this his remarkable-looking visitor with t{>e»brow and 
eyes of an inspired evangelist, and the splendid lines of 
thought, aspiration, and endeavour marking the already noble 
countenance with an expression seldom seen on features *of 
mortal mould. Fdraz now came fq'rward to proffer wine 
and sundry other refreshments, all of which were courteously 
refused. * 

“ This lad ^has grown, El-RaiAi — said the stranger, sur- 
veying F<^raz with much interest and kindliness, — “since he 
stayed with us in Cyprus and studied our views df poesy 
and song. A promising youth ' he seems, — and still your 
slave ? ” 

El-Rimi gave a gesture of deprecation, o 

“You mistake — " he replied curtly — “He is, my ® brother 
and my frkjnd, — ^as such he cannot be my skve. He is as 
free as air.” 

“ Or as an eagle that ever flies back to its eyrie in the 
rocks out of sheer habit — ” observed the monk with a smile — 

“ In tllis case you are the eyrie, ^d the eagle is never absent 
long ! Well — what now, pretty lad ? ” tfAs, as Feraz, moved 
by a sudfien instinct which he could not explain to himself, 
dropped reverently on one knee. 

“ Your blessing — ” he murmured timidly. “ I have heard 
it said that your touch brings peace, — and 1 — I am not at 
peace.” 

The monk looked at him benignly. * 

“We live in a world of stoim, my boy — he said gently — 

“ vthere there is *no peace but the peace of the inner spirit. 
That, with your y^uth and joyous nature, you should ^surely 
possess, — and, if you have it not, may Gk)d grant it you ! *Tis'* 
the best blessing I can device. » 

And he signed the Cross on the young man's forehead with 
a gentle lingering touch, — touch under which Fdraz trembled 
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and sighed for pleasure, conscious of the delicious restfulness 
and case that seemed suddenly to pervade his being. 

“ Whr.^.t a child he is still, this brother of yours 1 then 
said the monk, turning abruptly towards El-Rdmi — ** He 
craves a blessing, — while you have progressed beyond all such 
need ! ” 

EbRdmi raised his dark eyes,— eyes full of a burning pain 
ard pride, — but made no answer. The monk looked at him 
steadily — ^and heaved a quick sigh. 

“ Vigilate et orate ut non intretis in ientaiionetn / ** he mur- 
mured, — “ Truly, to forgive is easy — but to forget ia difficult. 
I have much to say to ydh, El-Rami, — for this is the last time 
I shall meet you ‘ before I go hence and be no more seen.* ** 

Feraz\ittered an involuntary exclamation. 

You do not mean,** he said almost breathlessly — “ that 
you are going to die ? ** 

“Assuredly net !** replied the monk with a smile — “I am 
going to livCn Some people call it dying — but we know better, 
— we know we'eannot die." 

“We are not sure — ** began El-Rami. 

“ Speak '‘or yourself, my friend 1 " said the monk cheerily — 
“/ am sure, — and so are those who labour /ith me. I arn 
not made of perishable composhion any more than the 'dust is 
perishable. Every g. ain of dust contains a germ of life — I am 
co-equal with the dust, and I contain my germ also, of life that 
is capable of infinite reproduction.*' 

El-Rami looked at him dubiously yet wonderingly. He 
seemed the very embodiment of physical strength and vitality, 
yet he only compared himself to a grain of dust. And the 
very dust held the seeds of life ! — true ! — then, after all, was 
there anytl ing in !he universe, “however small* and slight, that 
could die utterly? And was Lilith right when she said there 
was nf death? Wearily and impatiently El-Rami pondered 
the question, — and he almost rtarted with iiervous irritation 
when the slight noise of the "door ‘•shutting told him that 
Feraz had retired, leaving him and his mysterious visitant alone 
together. * 
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Some minutes passed in silence. • The monk sat quietly in 
El*R3.mi*s own chair,* and El-Rimi himself stood close by, 
waiting, as it seemed, for something; with an air of ^mingled 
defiance and appeal. Outside, the rain and wind continued 
their gusty altercation ; — inside, the lamp burnftd bdghtly, 
shedding warmth and lustre on the student-like simplicity of 
the room. It was tlie monk himself who at last broke the 
spell of the absolute stillness. 

“ You wonder,” he said slowly — ** at the reason of my coming 
here, — to you who are a recreant from the mystic tie of our 
brotherhood, — to you, who have employed the most sacred 
and venerablo secrets of our Order, to wrest from Life and 
Nature the material for your own self-interested labours. You 
^hink I Come for information — you think I wish to hear from 
your own lips the results of ’^our scientific scheme of 
supernatural ambition, — alas, El-Rimi Zaranos ! — how little 
you know me ! Prayer has taught me ryore science than 
Science will ever grasp, — there is nothing in all the diatalogue 
of your labours that 1 do not underst^md, arid you can give 
me no new message from lands beyond the sun. I have 
come to you out of simjde pity, — to warli you and if possible 
to save.*' 

El-Rami’s dark eyes open'jrdVide in astonishment. 

“To warn me?” he echoed — “To save? From what? — 
Such a mission to me is incomprehensible.” 

“ Incomprehensible to your stubbom spirit, — yes, no 
doubt it is — ” said the monk, with a touch' of stern reproach 
in his accents, — “For you will not see that"" the Veil of t^le 
Eternal, though it may lift itself for you a little from # other 
men's lives, hangs dark across your own, and is impervious 
to your gaze. ‘•You will not grasp the fact ‘that, tbpugh it may 
be> given to you to read other men’s passions, you cannot 
read your own. ,You have begun at the wrong end of the 
mystery, El-Ran/i, — you should have mastered yourself firsts 
before seeking to maste? oAiets, And how there i% danger 
ahead of you — be wise in time, — accepf the truth before it is 
too late.” • 
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El-Kimi listened, impatient and incredulous. 

^‘Accept what truth?” he asked somhwhat bitterly — “Am I 
not seavKhing for truth everywhere? and seeking to prove it? 
Give me any sort of truth to hold, and 1 will grasp it as a 
drowning sailor grasps the rope of rescue ! ” 

The monk’s eyes rested on him in mingled compassion and 
sorrow. 

“After all these years — ” he said — “are you still asking 
Pilate’s question ? ” 

“ Yes — I am still asking Pilate’s question ! ” retorted El- 
R&mi with sudden passion — “ Sec you — I know who you are, 
— ^great and wise, a mkstef of the arts and sciences, and 
with all your stores of learning, still a servant of Christ, 
which to me is the wildest, maddest incongruity. I grant you 
that Christ was the holiest man that ever lived on earth, 
— and if I swear a thing in His name I swear an oath that 
shall not be ,brohren. But in His Divinity, I cannot, I may 
not, I dare . not believe I — except in so far that there is 
divinity in all erf us. ‘One man, born of woman, destined to 
regenerate the world 1 — the idea is stupendous, — but impossible 
to reason !?’ 

He paced the room impatiently. 

“ If I could believe it — i say * if,’ ”.t— he continued, “ I 
should still think it a clumsy scheme. For every human 
creature living should be a reformer and regenerator of his 
race.” 

“ Like yourself? ” queried the monk calmly. •• What have 
done, for example ? ” 

EURirai stopped in his walk to and fro. 

** “ What have I done ? ” he repeated — “ Why — nothing ! 
You deemii me proud and antbitious, — but ''I am humble 
enough to know how little I know. And as to proofs, — well, 
it is th^e same story — I have proved — nothing.” 

' ‘ “So I Then are your labours wasted ? ” 

“Nothing is wasted, — acebrdihg »4o your theories even. 
Your theories — many of them — are beautiful and soul-satisfy- 
ing, and this one of there being no waste iln the economy of 
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the universe is, I believe, true. B\jt I cannot accept ;|11 you 
teach. I broke my cannection with you because I coul<j not 
bend my spirit to the level of the patience you enjoin edj^ It was 
not rebellion, — no ! for I loved and honoured you — and I still 
revere you more than any man alive, but I canri^ql b^5w my 
neck to the yoke you consider so necessary. To begin all 
work by first admitting one’s weakness ! — no 1 — Power is 
gained by never-resting ambition, not by a’ merely laborious 
humility.” 

“Opinions differ on that point” — said the monk quietly — 

I never, sought to check your ambition — I simply said — Take 
God with yoy. Do not leave Him out. He IS. There- 
fore His existence must be 'included in everything, even in the 
scientific examination of a drop of dew. Without Him you 
grope in the dark — you lack the key to the mystery. As an 
example of this, you are yourself battering against a shut 
door, and fighting with a Force too strong fpr you.” ^ 

“I must have proofs of God!” said iil-R5*Vii very 
deliberately — “Nature proves her existence ;^T^t God prove 
His 1 ” 

“And does He not prove it?” inquired the ^ monk with 
mingled passiop and solemnity — “ Have you go farther than 
the commonest flower to find Him ? ” 

El-Rdmi shrugged his shoulders with ay air of light disdain. 
“Nature is Nature,” — he said — “God — an there be a God 
— is God. If God works through Nature Jie arranges things 
very curiously oil a system of mutual destruiition. You talk of 
flowers, — they contain both poisonous and healing properties,— 
and the poor human race has to study and toil for years Jjefore 
finding out which is which. Is that just of Nature — or God? 
Children never, know at all,-jrand the pooj little ^etches die 
oft^n through eating poison-berries o* whose deadly nature they 
were not aware. That is what I complain of — we are not aware 
of evil, and we are not made ^ware. We have to find it* out fow 
ourselves. And I maint?pn it is wani’on cruelty o^ the part 
of the Divine Element to punish us /br ignorance which we 
cannot help. And so the plan of mutual destructiveness goes 
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on, with the most admirable persistency ; the eater is in turn 
eaten^ and, as far as 1 can make out, th^ seems to be the one 
Everlas^ng Law. Surely it is an odd and inconsequential 
arrangement ? As for the business of creation, that is easy, if 
once We g^ant the existence of certain component parts of 
space. Loolc at this, for example " — and he took from a 
corner a thin steel rod about the size of an ordinary walking 
cane — “ If I use this magnet, and these few crystals ” — and 
he opened a box on iJie table, containing some sparkling 
powder like diamond dust, a pinch of which he threw up into 
the air — “ and play with them thus, you see what happens ! " 

And with a dexterous sleady motion he wave4vthe steel rod 
rapidly round and round in the apparently empty space where 
he had tossed aloft the pinch of powder, and gradually there 
grew into shape out of the a^^eming nothingness a round large 
brilliant globe of prismatic tints, like an enormoilsly magnified 
soap-bubble, whi^h followed the movement of the steel 
magnet **rapi4ly and accurately. The monk lifted himself a 
little in his chai^ and w/itched the operation with i^iterest and 
curiosity — till presently El- Rami dropped the steel rod from 
sheer fatigu^ of arm. ' But the globe went on revolving steadily 
by itself for a time, and El-Rami pointed to it ,with a smile — 
“ If I had the skill to seWd^ that bubble-sphere out into 
space, solidify it, and keep it perj^etually rolling,” he said 
lightly, “it would in time exhale its own atinosphfere and 
produce life, and I should be a very passable imitation of the 
Creator.” ‘ » 

^At that mombnt the globe broke, and vanished like a 
meltiyrvg snowflake, leaving no trace of its existence but a little 
wjtiite dust which fell in a round circle on the carpet After 
this display^ El-Rdmi waited for, his guest to «peak, but the 
monk said nothing. ' * ,, 

‘‘You see,” continued El-Rdmi — “it requires a great deal to 
•satisfy me with proofs. I must-have tangible Fact, not vague 
Imagining.” ' ^ 6 

The monk raised hfe eyes, — what searching calm eyes they 
were I — and fixed them full on the speaker, c 
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Your Sphere was a Fact,” — he said quietly — “ Visible to 

the eye, it glittered a#id whirled — but it was not tangible, and 

it had no life in it. It is a fair example of other — so 

called. And you could not have created so much as that 

perishable bubble, had not God placed the materials*in your 

hands. It is odd you seem to forget that. No one can work 

without the materials for working, — the question remains, 

from Whence came those materials ? ” • 

• * 

El- Rami smiled with a touch of sc6rn. 

“ Rightly are you called Supreme Master ! ” he said — for 
• your faith is marvellous — your ideas of life both here and 
hereafter, beautiful. I wish I* cc%ild accept them. But I 
cannot. Your way does not seem to me clear or reasonable, 
— and •! have thought it out in every direction. • Take the 
"doctrine of original sin for example — what is original sin, and 
why should It exist ? ” 

“ It does not exist — ” said the monk qyickl^ — “ except in 
so far that we have created it. It is we, therel^re, who must 
destroy it*” * ^ ^ 

El-Rdrni paused, thinking. This was the same lesson 
Lilith had taught. • ^ . 

“If we created it — “ he said at last, “and there is a God 
who is omnipotent, ^why werc^ w^ allowed to create it ?’ * 

The monk turned round \n his chair #with ever so slight a 
gesture *of impatience. 

“ How joften have I told you, El-Rami Zaranos,” he said, 
— “ of the gift* and responsibility bestowed on every human 
unit — Free-Will. You, who seek for proofs of the Div^e, 
should reali.se that this is the only proof we have in ourselves 
of our close relation to ‘the image of God.' God's Lajvs 
exist, — and it* is our first business in life*to kno^f and under- 
stand these — afferwards, our fate is* in our own hands, — if we 
transgress law, o^ if we fulfil law, we know, or ought to know, 
the results. If •we choose to^ake evil, it exists till we destroy 
it — good we cannot l)e«?ause it is the very breach of the 
Universe, but we can choose to breathe in it and with it. I i 
have so often gune over this ground with you that it seems 
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mere wuste of words to go over it again, — and if you cannot, 
will not see that you are creating yo«r own destiny and 
shaj)ing i4 Jo your own. will, apart from anything that human 
or divine experience can teach you, then you are blind indeed. 
But timfe wears on apace, — and I must speak of other things ; 
— one message I have for you that will doubtless cause you 
pain.** He waited a moment — then went on slowly and sadly 
— ‘‘,Yes, — the painVill be bitter and the suffering long, — but 
the fiat has gone forth, ^ind ere long you will be called upon 
to render up the Soul of Lilith.** 

El-Rami started violently, — flushed a deep red, and then 
grew deadly pale. ^ * • 

“You speak in enigmas — ** he said huskily and with an 

effort — “ What do you know — how have you heard ^ 

He broke off, — his voice failed him, and the monk looked 
^t him compassionately. * 

“ Judge not the power of God, El-Rimi Zaranos 1 ** he said 
solemnlyi»-“ fqj it seems you cannot even measure the power of 
man. What ! — did yoik- think your secret experiment safely 
hid from all knowledge save your own ? — nay ! you mistake. 
I have watched youf progress step by step — your proud 
march onward thl'ough such mysteries as never r mortal mind 
dared penetrate before, — but dveo these wonders have \heir 
limits — and those linvts are, for^you, nearly reached. You 
must set your captive free 1 ** * 

“ Never ! *’ exclain^^d El-Rami passionately. “ Never, while 
I live ! I defy the heavens to rob me of her I—by every law 
in i;^ature, she is rrhne ! ** 

“Pficel** said the monk sternly — “Nothing is yours, — 
except the fate you have made for yourself. 27iat is yours • 
and that musf and >vt 11 be fulfilled.t That, in its own appointed 
time, will deprive you of Lfiith.*' * c 

El-Rami*s eyes flashed wrath and pain. , 

Wha*t have you to do with ipy fate ? ” he demanded — 
“ How shpuld you knoV what is* irt stpre for me ? You are 
• judged to have a marvellous insight into spiritual things, but 
It is not insight after all so much as imagination and instinct 
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These may lead you wrong, — you have gained them; as you 
yourself admit, throtigh nothing but inward concentration and 
prayer — my discoveries are the result of scientific «orploration, 
— there is no science in prayer 1 " 

“ Is there not ? ** — and the monk, rising his chair, 

confronted El-Rami with the reproachful majesty of a king who 
faces some recreant vassal — Then with ^11 your wisdom you 
.are ignorant, — ignorant of the cgmmonest laws of simple 
Sound. Do you not yet know — have you not yet learned 
that Sound vibrates in a million tnillion tones through every 
nook 2 tnd corner of the Universe? Not a whisper, not a cry 
from human lips is lost-^-not even' the trill of a bird or the 
rustle of a leaf. All is heard — all is kept, — all is reproduced 
at will for ever and ever. What is the use of y<5ur modern 
toys, the i^honograph and the ftlephone, if they do not teach 
you the fundamental and eternal law by which these adjuncts 
to civilisation are governed? God — Ihe .great^ patient, 
loving God — hears^the huge sounding-boarc^(^f sp^ce re-echo 
again anti yet again with rough dufses on^His Name, — with 
groans and wailings ; shouts, tears, and laughter send 
shuddering discord through His Everlasligg A^astness, but 
amid it all* there is a steady strain of music, — full, sweet, 
and* pure — the rgusic of J^erpetual prayer. No science in 
prayer 1 Such science there is, that ^by its power the very 
ether parts asunder as by a lightning stroke — the highest 
golden gateways are unbarred, — and •j;he connecting-link 
'twixt God and Man stretches itself through Space, between 
and round all worlds, defying any force to break the cuwent 
of its messages.*’ •• 

He spoke with fervour and passion, — El-Rami listened 
silent and urlconvinced. • ^ • 

• “I waste my words, I know — ** continued the monk — 
“ For you, ^^Yourself suffices. What your brain dai^s devise, 
— what your Ifknd dares atttmpt, that ^om will do, unadvisedly, 
sure of your success without* the help of God or m 2 «i. Never- 
theless — you may not keep the Soul of Lilith.” • 

His voice wis very solemn yet sweet ; El-Rami, lifting his 
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head, Iboked full at him, •^onderingly, earnestly, and as one 
in doiSbt. Then his mind seemed to gAsp more completely 
his visitdWs splendid presence, — the noble face, the soft 
commanding eyes, — and instinctively he bent his proud head 
with a suddeij reverence. 

“Truly you are a god-like man — ” he said slowly — “God- 
like in strength, ^nd pure-hearted as a child. I w^ould trust 
you in many things, if ^not in all. Therefore, — as by some 
strange means you have possessed yourself of my secret, — 
come with me, — and I will show you the chiefest marvel of 
my science — the life I claim — the spirit I dominate.' Your 
warning I cannot accept^ because, you warn me of what is 
impossible. Impossible — I say, impossible ! — for the human 
Lilith, Gdd*s Lilith, died — according to God’s wdll ; my Lilith 
lives, according to My will. ‘ Come and see, — then perhaps 
[ ou will understand how it is that I — I, and not God any 
longer, -- 7 clain\ and possess the Soul I saved 1 

With these vwprds, uttered in a thrilling tone of pride and 
passion, he openv:d the Stifdy door and, with a mute inviting 
gesture, led the way out. In silence and whh a pensive step, 
ihe monk s^^wly followed. 


166 



XX 


I NTO tlft beautiful room, glo^*ng with its regal hues of 
gold and purple, where the spell-bound Lilith lay, El- 
, Rcimi fed his thoughtful and seemingly reluctant guelt. Zaroba 
met them pn the threshold anfi was about to speak, — but 
at an imperative sign from her master she refrained, aryi 
contented herself merely ‘with a searchmg ^nd inquisitive 
glance at the stately monk, the like of whQ^n^ she1:iacl never 
seen before. She had good* cause fo be ^rprised, — for, in 
all the time she'* had known him, E^-Rimi had never per- 
mitted any visitor to enter the shrine of l^tl^ rest. Now 
he had made* a new departure^ — and in the eagerness of her 
desire to know why this •^tranger was thus freely admitted 
into tfee usually forbidden precincts* she went her way 
downstairs to seek P'draz, and learn from him the explanation 
of what seen^d so mysterious. But was now past ten 
o’clock at night, and Fdraz was asleep,— fast locked in such 
a slumber that, though Zaroba shook him and called tiim 
several limes, she could not rouse him from his dfcp and 
almost death-like torpor. Baffled in her attempt, she gave 
it up at last, ^nd descended to Jthe kitchen ttf prepare her 
own frugal supper, — resolving, however, that as soon as 
she heard stirring she would put him througfh such a 

catechism that she would ^nd out, ,in spite of ELRlnfTs 
haughty reticence, the •name of the lyjknown visitcfr and the 
nature of his errand. * 

Meanwhile, himself and his grave companion 
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stood by the couch of Lilith, and looked upon her in all 
her pT&aceful beauty for some minutes hi silence. Presently 
El-Rimi%grew impatient at the absolute impassiveness of 
the monk’s attitude and the strange look in his eyes — a 
look which •^^xpressed nothing but solemn compassion and 
reverence. 

“ Well ! '* he exclaimed almost brusquely — “ Now you see 
Lilith, as she is.” 

“ Not so ! " said the monk quietly — “ I do not see her 
as she is. But I have seen her, —whereas, . . . you have not ! 
El- Rami turned upon him somewhat angrily. 

“Why will you always speak iq riddles?” he said — “In 
plain language, what do you mean ? ” 

“ In plain language I mean what I say ” — returhed the 
monk composedly — “And I* tell you I have seen Lilith. The 
J5oul of Lilith is Lilith ; — not this brittle casket made of 
earthly pater jals «.vhich we now look upon, and which is 
preserved froi^^ decomposition by an el^ectric fluid. But — 
beautiful as it is-»‘-it is a^'cbrpse-u-and nothing more.*^ 

El-Rami regarded ^him with an expression of haughty 
amazemenfe^v 

“ Can a corpse breathe ? ” ^ he inquired — “ Can a corpse 
have colour and movement ? This Body was the body of 
a child when first I began my experiment, — now it is a 
woman’s form full grown and perfect — and you tell me it 
is a corpse 1 ” / , 

“ I tell you no more than you told F^raz,” said the monk 
coldly — “ When the boy transgressed your command and 
yielded to the suggestion of your servant Zaroba, did you not 
assure him that Lilith was dead ? ” 

El-Rami smarted these words* certainly gave' him a violent 
shock of amazement. * 

“ Go^ I ” he exclaimed — “ How can you ki?ow all this ? 
•i/here did you hear it ? Does the v6ry air convey 
messaged to you from a distance ?-• -Does the light copy 
scenes for you, or what is it that gives you such a super- 
human faculty for knowing everything you chbose to know ? ” 
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The monk smiled gravely. ^ ^ 

“ I have only on^ method of work, El-R^mi " — he faid — 

“ And that method you are perfectly aware of, though you 
would not adopt it when I would have led you into its 
mystery. * No man cometh to the Father, bi^jt by Me.* 
You. know that old well-worn text — read so often, heard so 
often, that its true meaning is utterly lost sight of and for- 
gotten. 'Coming to the Father* ipeans^the attainment of 
a superhuman intuition — a supert\iman knowledge, — ^tut, 
as you do not believe in these things, let them pass. But 
you were perfectly right when you* told Feraz that this 
Lilith is d^ad ; — of course sh« isw dead, — dead as a plant 
that is dried but has its colour preserved, and is made to 
move its leaves by artificial means. This body's, breath is 
•artificial, — the liquid in its vcir^ is not blood, but a careful 
compound bf the electric fluid that generates all life, — and 
it might be possible to pieserve it thus ^or ever. Whethei 
its growth would continue is a scientific quei^ion ;,*it might 
and it might not, — {)robably it would ccase^lf'the Soul held 
no more communication with it. For its growth, which you 
consider so remarkable, is simply the* result oi^ movement 
of the brainy — when you force back the Spirit to converse 
through its medium, the biaih receives an impetus, which it 
communicates to the spinfc and nervps, — the growth and 
extensibn of the muscles is bound to follow. Nevertheless, 
it is really a chemically animated corj^e ; it is not Lilith. 
Lilith herself Fknow.** * 

“ Lilith herself you know ! '* echoed El-Rami, stupefied, 

“ You know ... I What is it that you would imply 

“ I know Lilith ** — said the monk steadily, “ as you have 
never known her. I have .^Jen her as you havg never seen 
h^r. She is a 'lonely creature, — a* wandering angel, for ever 
waiting, — for ever hoping. Unloved, save by the Flighest 
Love, she wends her flighty from star to star, fromVoridJ» 
world, — a spirit beautiful, but incomplc?te as a flow|;r without 
its stem, — a bird without its mate. Bift her destiny is changing, ^ 
— she will not be alone for long, — ^the hours ripen to their best 
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fulfilment, — and Love, the CTown and completion of her being, 
will mjbind her chains and send her soaring to the Highest 
Joy in the jglorious liberty of the free I " 

While he spoke thus, softly, yet with eloquence and passion, 
a dark (lush crept over El-Rimi’s face, — his eyes glittered and 
his hand trembled — he seemed to be making some fierce 
inward resolve. He controlled himself, however, and asked 
with a studied indhTerence — 

•* Is this your prophecy V 

** It is not a prophecy ; it is a truth ; " replied the monk 
gently — “ If you doubt me, why not ask Her? She is here." 

“Here?” El-Rimi looked about vaguely, ^rst at the 
speaker, then at the couch where the so-called “ corpse ” lay 
breathing . tranquilly — “Here, did y^u say? NatiiraJly, — of 
course she is here.” o 

And his glance reverted again to Lilith’s slumbdiing form. 

^ « No — not here—'' said the monk with a gesture towards the 
couch — but-^M^r^ / ” 

And he poihte;(i to the centre ^of the rdom where, the lamp 
shed a mellow golden lustre on the pansy-einbroidered carpet, 
and where, ^^om the tall crystal vase of Venice ware, a fi esh 
branching cluster of pale roses exhaled their delicious perfume. 
El-Rami stared, but could see rlothing, — nothing save the lamp- 
light and the nodding, flowers. * 

“ There ? ” he repeated bewildered — “ Where ? ” 

“ Alas for you, tUit you cannot see her ! ” said the monk 
compassionately. This blindness of your sight proves that 
foi;,you the veil h4s not yet been withdrawn. Lilith is there, 
I tell,;jiou; — she stands close to those roses, — her white form 
radiates like lightning — her hair is like the glory of the sunshine 
on amber, — ^er eyes are bent upon the flowers, which are fully 
conscious of her shining pfesence. For floweis are aware pf 
angels’ visits, when men see nothing ! Round her and above 
4.£r are the trailing films of light <jaught from the larthest stars, 
— she is 7 lone as usual, — her looks ure fistful and appealing, — 
• will you not speak to hir ? " 

£1 Rimi’s surprise, vexation, and fear were beyond all words 
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as he heard this description, — thep he became scorn/ul and 
incredulous. • • 

“Speak to her!” he repeated — “Nay — if you ,sfe her as 
plainly as you say — let /ler speak 1 ** 

“You will not understand, her speech — said Jthe fbonk — 
“ Not unless it be conveyed to you in earthly words through 
that earthly medium there — ” and he pointed to the fair form 
on the couch — “ But, otherwise you y^ill ndt know what sly is 
laying. Nevertheless — if you wish it, — she shall speak," 

“ I wish nothing — ” said El-Rimi quickly and haughtily — 
“ If you imagine you see her, — and if you can command this 
creature of your imagination to*speak, why, do so ; but Lilith, 
as / know her, speaks to none save me." 

The. monk lilted his hands with a solemn movement as of 
• prayer — • 

“ Soul of* Lilith I " he said entreatingly — “ Angel-wanderer 
in the spheres beloved of. God — if, by tly Master's grace, I 
have seen the vision clearly — speak I ” * / 

Silence, followed, * El-Rami^ fixed bis eyei^n Lilith's visible 
recumbent form j;^no voice could make reply, he thought, save 
that which must issue from those lovei^ lips cujjyd close in 
placid slumber, — but the monk's gaze was faifened in quite an 
opposite direction. All at jonbe a strain of music, soft as a 
song played on the water •by moonlight, rippled through the 
room. • With mellow richness the cadence rose and fell, — it 
had a marvellous sweet sound, rhythmical and suggestive of 
words, — unimaginable words, fairies’ langu*age, — anything that 
was removed from mortal speech, but that •was all the s.'jme 
capable of utterance. El-Rami listened perplexed had 

never heard anything so convincingly, almost painfully sw^et, 
— till suddenly it ceased as it had begun, abruptly, and the 
monk looked round at him. * 

“ You heard her ? “ he inquired — “ Did you understand ?” 

“ Understand what? " ask^d El- Rami impatiently — I hea#d 
music — nothing more.^' ' • * • 

The monk’s eyes rested upon him ifi grave compassion. 
“Your spiritual perception does not go far, El-Rimi 
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Zarinos — ” he said gently—" Lilith spoke ; — her voice was the 
music,” « 

El-R4mi trembled ; — for once his strong nerves were some- 
what shaken. The man beside him was one whom he knew 
to be aksoljitely truthful, unselfishly wise, — one who scorned 
“ trickery ” arid who had no motive for deceiving him,— one 
also who was known to possess a strange and marvellous 
familiarity with “ things pnproved and unseen.” In spite of 
his sceptical nature, all hfe" dared assume against his guest was 
that he was endowed with a perfervid imagination which 
persuaded him of the existence of what were really only the 
“airy nothings” of his bcain.*- The irreproachabje grandeur, 
purity, and simplicity of the monk’s life as known among his 
brethren were of an ideal perfection never before attempted 
or attained by man, — and ?s he met the steady, piercing 
faithful look of his companion’s eyes, — clear fine d>'es such as, 
rWerently speaking^ one might have imagined the Christ to 
have ha(f;whei}* in the guise of humanity He looked love on all 
the world, — El-Rimi wa? foirly at a loss fCir words. .Presently 
he recovered himself sufficiently to speak, thjough his accents 
were hoarse and tremuk)us. 

“ 1 will not d\/ubt you ; — ” he said slowly — “ But if the Soul 
of Lilith is here present as you ’say, — and if it spoke, surely I 
may know the purport^.of its languUge 1 ” 

“ Surely you may I ” replied the monk — “ Ask her in your 
own way to repeat wlj^it she said just now. There — ” and he 
smiled gravely as he pointed to the couch — there is your 
hui^an phonograph 1 ” 

Pe^g^f?xed, but willing to solve the mystery, E.-Rami bent 
above the slumbering girl, and, taking her hands in his own, 
called her bv namo in his usual manner. Tke reply came 
soon — though somewhat fahitly. 

“ I am here ! ” 

^ “ Hov/ long have you been here^,? asked El-RimL 
“ Since ,piy friend came.” c ^ ^ 

^ “ Who is that friend, Eilith ? ” 

•• One that is near you now — was the response. 
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Did you speak to this friend a -while ago ? " 

Yes ! ” • 

The answer was more like a sigh than an assent. • 

“ Can you repeat what you said?” 

Lilith stretched her fair arms out with ,a • gesture of 
weariness. 

‘‘ I said I was tired — ” she murmured — “ Tired of the search 
through Infinity for things that are i}f>t. A wayward w'ill i>ids 
me look for evil — I search, but cannot find it ; — for Hell, a 
place of pain and torment, — up and down, around and around 
the everlasting circles I wend my way, and can discover no 
such abode ^f misery. Then 1 brtng back the messages of 
truth, — but they are rejected, and I am sorrowful. All the 
realms’ of God are bright with beauty save this one flark prison 
of Man's fantastic Dream. Wh^ am I bound here? I long 
to reach the light I — I am tired of the darkness ! ” She 
paused — then added — This is what I saii to ^ne wjio is my 
friend.” / * 

Vaguely pained, and stricken vfitti a sudden remorse, El- 
Rimi asked : ^ 

“ Am not I your friend, Lilith ? ' ^ 

A shuddet ran through her delicate limbs. Then the 
answer came distip^:tly, yet reluctantly : 

“ No ! ” * » 

El-Rami dropped her hands as though he had been 
stung ; — his f^cc was very pale. The fijonk touched him on 
the shoulder. ^ 

“ Why are you so moved ? ” he asked — “ A spirit cailnot 
lie; — an angel cannot flatter. How should she Coll you 
friend ? — you, who detain her here solely for your ewn 
interested purposes ? — To •you she is a * subject ’ merely, 
■^no more than the butterfly dissected by the naturalist. 
The butterfly has hopes, ambitions, loves, delights,^ innocent 
washes, nay, "Cten a religion,#— what are all these to the 
spectacled scientist wko breSks its delicate wings? ®The Soul 
of Lilith, like a climbing flower, strains instinctively upward, — • 
but you (for / certain time only) — according to the natural 
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magnetec laws which compel the stronger to subdue the 
weakdr, have been able to keep this, Hbr ethereal essence, a 
partial cr.ptive under your tyrannical dominance. Yes — I 
say ‘tyrannical,* — ^great wisdom should inspire love, — but in 
you it \)nly« inspires despotism. Yet with all your skill and 
calculation you have strangely overlooked one inevitable fesult 
of your great experiment.** 

El-Rimi looked up injiuiringly, but said nothing. 

“ How it is that you have not foreseen this thing I 
cannot imagine ** — continued the monk — “ The body of Lilith 
has grown under your very eyes from the child to the' woman 
by the merest material mbans, — th^ chemicals which Nature 
gives us, and the forces which Nature allows us to employ. 
How theft should you deem it possible for the Soul to 
remain stationary ? With tvery fresh experience its form 
expands — its desires increase, — its knowledge widens, — and 
the everlasting necessity of Love compels its life to Love's 
primeval* soufpe,. The Soul of Lilith is awakening to its 
fullest immortaK^onsci6iftiness,i — she realises her (Connection 
with the great angelic worlds — her kindre>dship with those 
worlds* inlW^il;ants, and, as she gains this glorious knowledge 
more certainly, so she gains strength. And lh<s is the result 
I warn you of — ^her force will soon .bafile yours,* and 
you will have no nrore influence over her than you have 
over the highest Archangel in the realms of the Supreme 
Creator.** 

“ A woman*8 Soul I— only a woman's soul, remember 
thJht 1 ** said El-Rftmi dreamily — “ How should it baffle mine ? 
Of slighter character — of more sensitive balance — and always 
prone to yield, — how should it prove so strong ?_ Though, of 
course, you will tell me that SoulsJ like Angels, dre sexless." 

“ I will tell you nothing of the sort ** — said the moftk 
quietly. ^ “ Because it would not be true. All cheated things 
ftiLvG sex, even the angels, ‘ ^ale and Fenfttle created He 
them * — rtcollect that,— when it* is said God made Man in 
' ‘ His Own Image.* *' 

£1-Rlmi’s eyes opened wide in astonishment 
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“ What ! Is it possible you would endow God Himself 
with the Feminine aftributes as well as the Masculine?*'* 

“ There are two governing forces of the Univergp^” replied 
the monk deliberately — ** One, the masculine, is Love, — the 
other, feminine, is Beauty. These Two, reigning together, 
are GOD 3 — just as man and wife are One. From Love and 
Beauty proceed Law and Order. You cannot away with it — 
it is so. Love and Beauty produce ^.‘^nd reproduce a minion 
forms with more than a million variations — and when God 
made Man in His Own Image it was as Male and Female. 
From the very first growths of life In all worlds, — from the 
small, almost imperceptible begAinirtg of that marvellous evo- 
lution which resulted in Humanity, — evolution w'hich to us is 
calculated to have taken thousands of years, whereas in the 
eternal countings it has occupied*but a few moments. Sex was 
proclaimed m the lowliest sea-plants, of which the onl^ 
remains we have are in the Silurian formations, — and was 
equally maintained in the humblest lingula #inha£iting its 
simple Bivalve shell. Sex , is p#oclaime^* throughout the 
Universe with an^bsolute and unswerving regularity through 
all grades of nature. Nay, there are even maj^^nd female 
Atmospheres®which when combined produce Imins of life." 

“ You go far, — I.should sly much too far in your supposed 
law ! " said El-Rami wonderingly and a little derisively. 

“ And you, my good friend, stop short, — and oppose your- 
self against all law, when it threatens t9 interfere with your 
work " — retorted the monk — “ The proof is, that you are con- 
vinced you can keep the Soul of Lilith fo wait upon your 
will at pleasure like another Ariel. Whereas law 

is, that at the destined moment she shall be free. \^ 5 se 
Shakespeare ban teach you this, — Prospero ha^ to give his 
‘ fine spirit ' lilJerty in the end. If* you could shut Lilith up 
in her mortaj fra/ne again, to live a mortal life, the ca^e might 
be different y^Jut that you c%nnot do, since the mortal fram# 
is too dead to be capable *oP retaining ^uch a Fire-l*ssence as 
hers is now." ^ 

You think ftiat ? " queried El-Rimi, — he spoke mechani- 
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cally,-rrhis thoughts were travelling elsewhere in a sudden new 
direction of their own. ‘‘ 

The n^onk regarded him with friendly but always com- 
passionate eyes. 

“ I Aot onlj think it — I know it 1 he replied. 

. El-Rami met his gaze fixedly. 

“ You would seem to know most things," — he observed — 
** IJow in this matter consider that I am more humble- 
minded than yourself. For I cannot say I * know ' any- 
thing, — the whole solar system appears to me to be in a 
gradually changing condition, — and each day one set of facts 
is followed by another entirely new set which repfiace the first 

and render them useless ” 

There is nothing useless,” interposed the monk' — “ not 
even a so-called * fact ' di^oroved. Error leads to the dis- 
covery of Truth. And Truth always discloses the one great 
unalterable fa^t, — fiOD,” 

“ As I told you, I must have proofs of God ” — said El- 
Rilmi with a chilL,smile-i=-'‘‘ Proofs that satisfy mt, personally 
speaking. At present I believe in Force owdy/' 

“And hcw^ihii. Force generated?” inquired the monk. 

“That we shall discover in time. And not dhly the How, 
but also the Why. In the meandme we must prove and test 
all possibilities, both material and spiritual. And, as far 
as such proving goes I think you can scarcely deny that 
this experiment of ‘mine on the girl Lilith ^is a wonderful 
one?” 

I cannot grant you that ; ” — returned the monk gravely — 
“ Most* Eastern magnetists can do what you have done, pro- 
vided they have the necessary Will. To detach the Soul from 
the body, and yet keep the body dlive, is an operation that has 
been performed by others and will be performed again, — Hht 
to keep ,Body and Soul struggling against each .other in un- 
%^tural conflict requires cruelty at* well as Wiltf'' It is, as I 
before olvserved, the \nvisection of a butterfly. The scientist 
• does not think himself barbarous — but his barbarity outweighs 
his science all the same.” * 
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^ You mean to say there is nothinjg surprising in my work ? 
“Why should there be?” said the monk curtly— “.Bar- 
barism is not wonderful ! What is truly a matter for marvel 
is Yourself. Vou are the most asto:-:shing example* of self- 
inflicted blindness I have ever known ! ” . • 

El'Rimi breathed quickly, — he was deeply ang&red, but he 
had self-possession enough not to betray it. As he stood, 
sullenly silent, his guest's hand fell ge^ntly An his shoulder — 
his guest’s eyes looked earnest love and pity into his own. * 

“ El-Rami Zaranos,” he said softly — “ You know me. You 
^‘know I would not lie to you. Hear then my words ; — As I 
see a bird on, the point of flight, ®r a*flower just ready to break 
into bloom, even so I see the Soul of Lilith. She is on the 
verge of the Eternal Light — its rippling wave, — the gjeat sweet 
wave that lifts us upward, — has ^ready touched her delicate 
consciousness, — her aerial organism. You — with your brilliant 
brain, your astonishing grasp* and power over material forces 
— you are on the verge of darkness, — such a*^ulf Jof it as 
cannot bo measured* — such a depth •as canflof be sounded. 
Why will you fall ^ Why do you choose Darkness rather than 
Light?” • • 

“ Because my ‘deeds are evil,* I suppose,” retorted El-Rami 
bitterly — “You should finish^tlife text while you are about it. 

I think you misjudge me, — llowever, yoi^ have not heard all 
You cohsider my labour as vain, and my experiment futile, — 
but I have some strange results yet to sjiow you in writing. 
And what I ha^e written I desire to place in your hands that 
you may take all to the monastery, and keej/my discoveries,/^ 
if they are discoveries, among the archives. What seem 
the wildest notions to the scientists of to-day may prove of 
practical utility hereafter.” • • ^ 

«He paused, And, bending over Lilith, took her hand and 
called her by-name. The reply came rather more quickly than 
usual. * 

“ I am here I t 

•• Be here no longer, Lilith ” — said •El-RS.mi, speaking with , 
unusual gentleness, — “ Go home to that fair garden you love, 
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on the high hills of the brjght world called Alcyone. There 
rest, and be happy till I summon you to tarth again." 

He released her hand, — it fell limply in its usual position 
on her breast, — and her face became white and rigid as 
sculptufed fQarble. He watched her lying so for a minute or 
two, then turning to the monk, observed — 

“ She has left us at once, as you see. Surely you will own 
thaj I do not grudge her^her liberty?" 

“ Her liberty is not complete " — said the monk quietly — 
•‘Her happiness therefore is only temporary." 

El-Rami shrugged his shoulders indifferently. 

‘*What does that matter if, as you declare, #ber time of 
captivity is soon to end ? According to your prognostications 
she will ere long set herself free." 

The monk*s fine eyes flashed forth a calm and holy triumph. 

^ “ Most assuredly she will 1 " 

El-Rimi looked ^t him and seemed about to make some 
angry refiort, tiut, checking himself, he bowed with a kind of 
mingled submissiVeness and irony, saying— 

“ I will not be so discourteous as to (Jpubt your word ’ 
But — I woujjj only reniind you that nothing in this world is 

certain " * 

“Except the Law of God f " •interrupted the monk ‘with 
passionate emphasis — That is imlnutable, — and against that, 
El-Rami Zaranos, you contend in vain ! Opposed to that, 
your strength and poY;er must come to naught, — and all they 
who wonder at your s^kill and wisdom shall by antf by ask one an- 
oti«er the old question — ‘ W/iat went ye out for to see ? * And the 
answer jjhall describe your fate — * A reed shaken by the windP'' 
pe turned away as he spoke and, without another look at 
the beautiful J jlith, he left the room. El-Rimi steod irresolute 
for a moment, thinking dee^jly, — then, touching* the bell whioli 
would summon Zaroba back to her usual duty ^pf ya^ching the 
tesneed girl, he swiftly followed h^s mysterious g»^at. 
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H e found him quietly seated ip the study, close beside 
the window, whicfi he had thrown open for air. The 
rain had ceased, — a few stars shone out in the misty sky, and 
there was a fresh smell of eartjj and ^ ass and flowers, as 
though all were suddenly growing together by some new 
impetus. • * 

“ ‘ The winter is past, — the rain is over and ^ne Ij— Arise, 
my love, rpy fair one? and come av^y ! ' ** qaofed the monk 
softly, half to himself and halAo El-Rimi a^he saw the latter 
enter the room — “'Even in this great and densely-peopled city 
of London, N^^ture sends her messengers of sj>h*ii^^see here 1 ** 
And he held out on his hap(?a delicate insect with shining 
iridescent winfgs that glistened like jewels. 

“ ThA creature flew in as I opened tiie window,” he con- 
tinued, surveying it tenderly. “ What quaint and charming 
stories of Flowtr-land it could tell us if wt could but under-y.- 
stand its language ! Of the poppy-palaces, arid rose-leaf saloo;w 
coloured through by the kindly sun, — of the loves of ij^e lady- 
birds and the political controversies of the bees ! How* dare 
we make a boast of wisdom J — this tiny denizen c^f air bafffes 
uj^it knows more than we do.” • 

“ With regard to the things of its own sphere it knows more, 
doubtless,” ii’jd fel-Rami — “ but concerning our part bf erw-^ 
tion it knows less. These thwigs are equally balanced. You 
seem to me to be more of a poet 4han either a devotee or ^ 
a scientist.’* t 




THE SOUL OF l!lUTH 

“ PerhapI 1 ami" and the monk smiled, as he carefully 
wafte4 the pretty insect out into the darkness of the night 
again — “Yet poets are often the best scientists, because they 
never know they are scientists. They arrive by a sudden 
intuition aj the facts which it takes several Professors Dry-as- 
Dust years 'co discover. When once you feel you are a 
scientist, it is all over with you. You are a clever biped who 
has got hold of a erumb out of the universal loaf, and for all 
your days afterwards you*are turning that crumb over and over 
under your analytical lens. But a poet takes up the whole 
loaf unconsciously, and hands portions of it about at haphazard 
and with the abstracted b#;haviour of one in a drqam, — a wild 
and extravagant process, — but then, what would you? — his 
nature cctfald not do with a crumb. No — I dare not call 
myself ‘ poet * ; if I gave m 5 tself any title at all, I would say,' 
with all humbleness, that I am a sympathiser.** • 

“ You do not ^sympathise with mcy* observed El-Rimi 
gloomil/4, 

“My friend, at the iiyiyiediate momeftt, you do# not need 
my sympathy. \ou are sufficient for yourself. But, should 
you ever make a clainf upon me, be sure I shall not fail.** 

He spoke eauTa^istly and cheerily, and smiled,- 7 -but El-Rimi 
did not return the smile. He Vas bending over a deep drawer 
in his writing-table, aijd after a little search he took out two 
bulky rolls of manuscript tied and sealed. 

“ Look there ! ** h|^ said, indicating the titles with an air of 
>^iriumph. ' * 

^he monk obeyed and read aloud : 

“ ‘ The Inhabitants of Sirius. Their Laws, Customs and 
Progress.* Well ? ** 

“ Well ! ** ^choed »£1-Rimi. — “«Ts such information, gained 
from Lilith in her wanderifigs, of no value ? ** 

The monk made no direct reply, but read ^^.e title of 
second MS. ^ 

“ ‘ThQ, World of Neptune. HoSv it^ is composed of One 
Thousand Distinct Nations, united under one reigning Em- 
peror, known at the present era as Ustalvian tke Tenth.’ And 
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again I say — well? What of all this, except to hazard the 
remark that Ustalvia* is a great creature, and supporti his 
responsibilities admirably ? " , ^ 

El-Rami gave a gesture of irritation and impatience. 

“ Surely it must interest you ? ** he said, — Surely ydli can- 
not have known these things positively ” 

“ Stop, stop, my friend 1 ” interposed the monk — ‘‘ Do you 
know them positively t Do you accejjt any &f Lilith's news*as 
positive 1 Come, — you are honest — confess you do not I You 
cannot believe her, though you are puzzled to make out as to 
where she obtains information which has certainly nothing to 
do with this world, or any external ifnpression. And that is 
why she is really a sphinx to you still, in spite of your power 
over hei'. As for being interested, of course I am interested, 
it is impossible not to be interested in everything, even in the 
development of a grub. But you have not made any discoverij 
that is specially new — to me. I have mygowi^ messenger ! ” 
He raised his eyes one moment with a brief dev’^ut glance — 
then resumed quietly — “ There; are <^ther ‘^Jetached' spirits, 
besides that of yow^* Lilith, who have found their way to some of 
the planets, and have returned to tell the tale. one of our 
monasteries have a very exact description Mars obtained 
in thfs same^ way-^its landicapes, its cities, its people, its 
various nations — all very corfcisely given# These are but the 
beginnings of discoveries — the feeling for the clue, — ^the clue 
itself will be found one day.” • 

“ The clue to what ? ” demanded El-Rami. “ To the stell^< 
mysteries, or to Life's mystery ? ” * 

“ To everything ! ” replied the monk firmly. “T^f every- 
thing that seems unclear and perplexing now. It will all be 
unravelled for* us in such a Simple way thM we fhall wonder 
why we d>d not discover it before. As I told you, my friend, 
I am, abc^? all things, a sympathiser, I sympathije — God 
knows how deeply and passipnately, — with what I may c«ll* 
the unexplained woe af the frorld. Tie other daj^ I visited 
a poor fellow who had lost his only child. He told me he 
could believe Si nothing, — he said that what people call the 
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goodpess of God was only cruelty. *Why take this boy?* 
he dried, rocking the pretty little corpse to and fro on his 
breast— Why rob me of the chief thing I had to live for? 
Oh, if I only knew — as positively as I know day is day, and 
night fs nigl^t — that 1 should see my living child again, and 
possess his love in another world than this, should I repine as 
I do ? No, — I should believe in God’s wisdom, — and I should 
ti7' to be a good man instead of a bad. But it is because I do 
not know, that I am broken-hearted. If there is a God, 
surely He might have given us some little certain clue by way 
of help and comfort ! ’ Thus he wailed, — and my heart'' 
ached for him. NeverthTeless, the .clue is to be had, — and I 
believe it will be found suddenly in some little, deeply-hidden 
unguessed law, — we are on the track of it, and I fancy" we shall 
soon find it.” ^ 

, “ Ah ! — and what of the millions of creatures who, in the 

bygone, eras, , having no clue, have passed away without any 
sort of Xiomfbjt ? ” asked El-Rami. 

“ Nature takop timcf tO manifest her laws,” replied the 
monk. — And it mpt be remembered rthat what we call 
'time’ is nc^t^J^ature’s counting at all. The method Nature 
has of counting time may be fajntly guessed by pfoven scientific 
fact, — as, for instance, take the dbmet which appeared in 1744. 
Strict mathematicians calculated that this brilliant world (for 
it is a world) needs 122,683 years to perform one single circuit! 
And yet the circuity Gf a comet is surely not ^o much time to 
N-illow for God and Nature to declare a meaning I ” 

"^El-Rami shuddered slightly, 

“Ah' the same, it is horrible to think of,” he said. — “All 
those enormous periods, — those eternal vastnesses ! For, 
during the 122,683 years we diCj’hnd pass into*the silence.” 

“Into the silence or the explanation?” queried the mdnk 
softly.— p“ For there is an Explanation, — and we^e all bound 
know it at some time or othen. else Creation "X^ould be but a 
poor and bungling business.” * « 

♦ “ If we are bound to know,” said El-Rimi, “ then every 

living creature is bound to know, since cverf living creature 
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suffers cruelly, in wretched ignorance of the cause x)f its 
suffering. To every fttom, no matter how infinitely miilute, 
must be given this ‘explanation/ — to dogs and birds, as well 
as men — nay, even to flowers must be declared the meaning of 
the mystery.” ^ • 

“ Unless the flowers know already ! suggested the monk 
with a smile. — “ Which is quite possible ! ” 

“Oh, everything is ‘possible* according to your way pf 
thinking,” said El-Rami somewhat ijnpatiently. “ If one is a 
visionary, one would scarcely be surprised to see the legended 
‘ Jacob’s ‘ladder ’ leaning against that dark midnight sky and 
the angels descending and ascendirtg upon it. And so — ” 
here he touched the two rolls of manuscript lying on the table, 
“,you find no use in these ? ” • 

“ I personally have no use for tllem,” responded his guest, 
‘but, as you desire it, I will take charge of them and place, 
them in safe keeping at the monastery. Eveiy liyle link helps 
to forge the chain of discovery, of course. tl/fe w^ay, while 
on this subject, I must not forget to^ speak {p you about poor 
old Kremlin. I h<?d a letter from him about two months ago. 

I very much fear that famous disc of his will be hj;^ ruin.” 

“ Such an ihtimation will ccjisole him vaStly 1 *’ observed 
El-Rami sarcasticall}{. • 

“ Consolation has nothing !o do with the matter. If a man 
rushes wilfully into danger, danger will not move itself out of 
the way for him.^ I always told Kremlin*/hat his proposed 
design was an unsafe one, even before he went out to Africa^ 
fifteen years ago in search of the magnetic spar — a crystalling 
formation whose extraordinary reflection -power he fcjirned 
from me. However, it must be admitted that he has come 
marvellously close to the uni^ivellin^ of tlfe enigma at which 
he Vorks. i And* when you see him next you may tell him from 
me that if . R^^canp—mind, it is a very big ‘ if* — if he caji follow 
the movements of the Third R#y on his disc he will be followiiig » 
the signals from Mars. tTo iflake out fhe meaning iof those 
signals is quite another matter — ^but h? can safely classify them 
as the light-vibrations from that particular planet.*' 

‘V 
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“ How is he to tell which is the Third Ray that falls, among 
a fleeting thousand ? ” asked El-Rimi dubiously. 

“ It ^ill be difficult of course, but he can try,” returned the 
monk. — “ Let him first cover the disc with thick, dark drapery, 
and tJien^'.when it is face to face with the stars in the zenith, 
uncover it quickly, keeping his eyes fixed on its surface. In 
one minute there will be three distinct flashes — the third is 
fijom Mars. Let* him eijdeavour to follow that third ray in its 
course on the disc, and probably he will arrive at something 
worth remark. This suggestion I offer by way of assisting him, 
for his patient labour is both wonderful and pathetic, — but, — 
it would be far better and wiser jvere he to resign his task 
altogether. Yet — who knows 1 — the ordained end may be 
the best ! ” 

“ And do you know this ‘ ordained end ' ? '' questioned 
, £1-Rimi. 

The monk^metr>his incredulous gaze calmly. 

** I knowNt as I know yours,” he replied. “ As I know my 
own, and the en^ (or beginning) of all those who are, or who 
have been, in any way connected with my Jife and labours.'* 

“How know!” exclaimed El-Rami brusquely. — 

“ Who is there fo tell you these things that are surely hidden in 
the future ? ” ^ 

“ Even as a pictuite already hsfngs in an artist's brain before 
it is painted,” said the monk, — “ so does every scene of each 
human unit’s life hang, embryo-like, in air and space, in light 
.and colour. Explanations of these things are well-nigh impos- 
^ble — it is not given to mortal speech to tell them. One must 
to see clearly, one must not become wilfully blind.” 
ye paused, — then added — “ For instance, El-Rimi, I would 
that you coyild see this room as F see it.” ' 

El-Rami looked about half carelessly, half ^ond^ringly. 

” And do I not ? ” he asked. , 

. r. The monk stretched out his h,^nd. 

“ Tell me first, — there anything visible between this my 
extended arm and you ? ” 

El-Rimi shook his head. * 
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“ Nothing.” 

Whereupon the monk raised his eyes, and in a low thrilling 
v^oice said solemnly — ^ 

** O God with whom Thought is Creation and (Creation 
Thought, for one brief moment be pleased to lift, material 
darkness from the sight of this man Thy subject-creature, and 
by Thy sovereign-power permit him to behold with mortal eyes, 
in mortal life, Thy deathless Messenger ! ” • 

Scarcely had these words been pronounced than El-Rami 
was conscious of a blinding flash of fire as though sudden 
rightning-had struck the room from end to end. Confused and 
’ dazzled, he instinctively covered his ayes with his hand, then 
removing it, looked up, stupefied, speechless, and utterly over- 
whelmed' at what he saw. Clear before him stood a wondrous 
shape, seemingly human, yet unlike humanity, — a creature 
a^jparently cohiposed of radiant colour, from whose tran- 
scendent form great shafts o^ gold and rose ^nd purple spread * 
upward and around in glowing lines of glory. Tlfi» majCvellous 
Being stocKi, or rathhr was poised a stdacTfast attitude, 
between him, El-Rimi, and the monk, — its'^luminous hands 
were stretched out on either side as thou^ to keep those twain 
asunder — its sturry eyes expressed an earnest v^atctifulness — its 
majestifc patience never seemed* to tire. A thing of royal 
stateliness and*power, it stayed there imipovable, parting with 
its radiant intangible Presence the two men who gazed upon it, 
one with fearless, reverent, yet accustomed eyes — the other 
with a dazzled and bewildered stare. Another moment and 
El-Rami at all risks would have spoken, — but that the Shining'" 
Figure lifted its light-crowned head and gazed at him* The 
wondrous look appalled him, — unnerved him, — the straight, 
pure brilliancy 4nd limpid lustre of those Mnearth^ orbs sent 
shudders through him, — he gasped fbr breath — thrust out his 
hands, and^ell oi\ his knees in a blind, unconscious, swooning 
act of adoration, mingled wit^ a sense of aw^e and soAiethiqg 
like despair, — when a dgnscl* chill darknesss as of dealji closed 
over him, and he remembered nothing^nore. 


% 
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W HEN he came to himself, it was full daylight. His 
head was resting 'on some one’s knge, — some one 
was sprinkling cold water on his face and talking to him in an 
incoherent mingling of Arabic and English, — who was that 
someone? F^raz? Yes J — surely it was Feraz ! Openiifg 
his eyes languidly, he stared about him and atlertlipted to rise. 

“ What is the matter ? he asked faintly. “ What are you 
doing t{/ mcs.?* I am quite well, am I not ? ” 

“Yes, yesf''* cried J^raz eagerly, delighted to hear him 
speak, — “You are well, — it was a swoon Jihat seized you — 
nothing more I BiA. I was anxious, — I found you here 
insensible— % «. 

With an effort El-Rami ros^tQ his feet, steadying himself on 
his brother’s arm. ^ « * 

“ Insensible 1 ” he repeated vaguely. — “ Insensible !— that is 
strange ! — I must h^ve been very weak and tired — and over- 
powered. But, — Where is He?” • 

X “ If you mean* the Master,” said F^raz, lowering his voice 
to an ^Jmost awe-stricken whisper — “ He has gone, and left no 
trace* — save that sealed paper there upon your table.” 

El-Rami shook Aimself free «of his brother’s hold and 
® . . 
hurried forward to possefts himself of the irpjicated mis^vci 

— seizing it, he tore it quickly open, — it contain^ but one 

lyie — ^^*Beware the end! With Lilith! s love comes Liliths 

freedom! \ 

That was all. He read it again and again — then deliberately 
striking a match, he set lire to it and burnU it to ashes. A 
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rapid glance round showed him that the manuscripts concern- 
ing Neptune and Sirius were gone,— the mysterious mohl^ had 
evidently taken them with him as desired. Then he turned 
again to his brother. 

‘‘When could he have gone?” he demanded.— “ I^d you 
not bear the street-door open and shut ? — ^no scmhd at all oi 
his departure ? 

Fdraz shook his head. t 

“I slept heavily,” he said apoliigetically. “But in tnj 
dreams it seemed as though a hand touched me, and I awoke. 
■The sun was shining brilliantly — some one called * F^raz I 
F^raz ! ’ — I thought it was your.voipe, and I hurried into the 
room to find you, as I thought, dead, — oh ! the horror of that 
moment of suspense ! ” 

El-Rimi looked at him kindly, and smiled. 

“ Why feeb horror, my dear i)oy ?” he inquired. — “ Death — 
or what we call death, — is the best possible fortune for every- 
body. Even if there were no afterwards,* it •would^ still be 
an end — an end of tiouble and tedium and infinite uncertainty. 
Could anything be happier ? — f doubt it ! ” 

And, sighing, he 'threw himself into l*s chair with an air of 
exhaustion. stood a little apart, gazipg it him some- 

what wistfully — then he spokp— '*• 

“ I too have thought that,* El-Rami,” he said softly. — “ As 
to whethei this end, which the w^orld ana all men dread, might 
not be the best thing ? And yet my ow^ personal sensations 
tell me that lifd means something good for me if I only learn 
how best to live it.” 

“Youth, my dear fellow!” said El-Rami lightly,^ “De- 
licious youth, — which you share in common with the scamf)ering 
colt who imagities all the meadows of the ,yrorld were made for 
hiiji to race upon. This is the potint charm which persuades 
you that ILlp is agreeable. But unfortunately It will pass, — ^this 
rosy morning-gloiy. And the older you grow the Wiser and 
the sadder you will be,-*-l, your brother, am an^ excellent 
example of the truth ot this platitude#' 

“ You are notj old,” replied F(5raz quickly. “ But certainly 
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you are orfjn sad. You overwork your brain. For example, 
last night of course you did not sleep — yrill you sleep now ? 

“ No — I will breakfast, said El-Rami, rousing himself to 
seem cheerful. — “ A good cup of coffee is one of the boons of 
existence — and no one can make it as you do. It will put the 
finishing touch to my complete recovery.*' 

F^raz took this hint, and hastened off to prepare the 
desired beverage,-- -while El-Rami, left alone, sat for a few 
moments wraj^ped in a oeep reverie. His thoughts reverted 
to and dwelt upon the strange and glorious Figure he had seen 
standing in that very room between him and the monk, — he 
wondered doubtfully if such r. celestial visitant were anywhere 
near him now? Shaking off the fiintastic impression, he got up 
and walked to and fro. 

“ What a fool I am ! ” he, exclaimed half aloud — “ As if my 
eyes could not be as much deluded for once in a way as the 
eyes of any one else 1 It was a strange shape, — a marvellously 
divine-looking* apparition ; — but he evolved it — he is as great a 
master in the avt of crea^ipg phantasma ay Moses himself, and 
could, if he chose', make thunder echo at his will on another 
Mount Sinai. Upon my word, the things t^hat men can do are 
as wonderfunrs the things that they would fain , attempt ; and 
the only miraculous part of th'A .particular man's force is that 
he should have overpowered Mr'i:, seeing I aiii so strong. 
And then one other marvel — (if it be true), — he could see the 
Soul of Lilith." , 

Here he came to*' a full stop in his walk, and with his eyes 
Wed on vacancy ke repeated musingly — 

“He^ could see the Soul of Lilith. If that is so — 
if that is possible, then I will see it too, if I die in the 
attempt. To see the Soul — to dook upon it ♦ and know its 
form — to discern the manwer of its organisation, would surely 
be to prove it. Sight can be deceived, we know^ — we look 
upon a ’'star (or think we look upon it), that may have 
disappeared some thirty thousand Jears ago, as it takes thirty 
thousand years for its refiex to reach us — all that is true — but 
tliere are ways of guarding against deception.” 
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He had now struck upon a ne,w line of thought,— ideas 
more daring than hlk had ever yet conceived began t^> flit 
through his brain, — and when F^raz came in with the break- 
fast he partook of that meal with avidity and relish, his 
excellent appetite entirely reassuring his brother with •regard 
to his health. 

“ You are right, Fdraz,*’ he said, as he sipped his coffee. — 
“ Life can be made enjoyable after a fashion, no doubt, ^ut 
the best way to get enjoyment out pf it is to be always at 
work — always putting a brick in to help the universal 
architedture." 

Fdraz wast^silenL El-R|lmi looked at him inquisitively. 

“ Don't you agree with me ? " he asked. 

«*No'‘ — not entirely " — and Fdraz pushed the clustering hair 
off his brow with a slightly troubled gesture. — “ Work may 
become as monotonous and wearisome as anything else if we 
have too much of it. If we are always forking — that is, if 
we are always obtruding ourselves into affairs landihinking 
they canriPt get on without us^ we make an obstruction in the 
way, I think — we ve not a help. Besides, we leave ourselves 
no time to absorb suggestions, and I* fancy a ^great deal is 
learned by ‘Simply keeping the brain quidt and absorbing 
light.* ^ ' 

“ ‘ Absorbing light ' ? qtieried his })rother perplexedly — 
“ What do you mean ? " 

“ Well, it is difficult to explain my meaning,*' said F^raz 
with hesitation — “ but yet I feel there is truth in what I try to 
express. You see, eveiything absorbs something, and you will 
assuredly admit that the brain absorbs certain impressions ? 

“ Of course, — but impressions are not ‘ light ' ? " 

“Are they '’not? Not jven the effects of ijght? Then 
wkat is the arf of photography ? However, I do not speak of 
the impress\ons . received from our merely external surround- 
ings. If you can relieve tb^ brain from conscious thoughtjr- 
if you have the power jto sftake off outward su^gestio'is and be 
willing to think of nothing personal^ your brain will receive 
impressions wh*th are to some extent new, and with which you 
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actually hafe very little connection. It is strange, — ^but it is 
so ;"‘'you become obediently receptive, and perhaps wondei 
where yopr ideas come from. I say they are the result of 
light. Light can use up immense periods of time in travelling 
from fa^- distant star into our area of vision, and yet at last 
we see it, — ^all not God's inspiration travel at a far swifter 
pace than star-beams, and reach the human brain as surely ? 
This thought has "often startled me, — it has filled me with an 
almost apprehensive awe, — the capabilities it opens up are so 
immense and wonilerful. Even a man can suggest ideas to 
his fellow-man and cause them to germinate in the mind and' 
blossom into action, — how can we deny to God the power to 
do the same ? And so, — imagine it I — the first strain of the 
glorious Tannhduser may have been played on the harps ol 
Heaven, and rolling sweetly through infinite space may have 
touched in fine far echoes the brain of the musician who 
afterwards gave it form and utterance — ah yes ! — I would love 
to think it 'w'ere so ! — I would love to think that nothing, — 
nothing is trifiy'burs ; but that all the marvels of* poetry, of 
song, of art, of colour, of beauty, w^ere onlv the echoes and 
distant impressions 6Y that eternal grandeur which comes 
hereafter ! ” ‘ 

His eyes flashed with all' a -poet's enthusiasm, — hi; rose 
from the table and paced the room excitedly, while his brother, 
sitting silent, watched him meditatively. 

“ El-Rami, you have no idea,” he continued — “ of the 
wonders and deliglTts of the land I call my Star ! You think 
it is a dream — an'^unexplained portion of a splendid trance, — 
and I am now fully aware of what I owe to your magnetic 
influence, — your forceful spell that rests upon my life ; — but 
see you ! — when L am alone — quite, quite albne, when you 
are absent from me, wh^il you are not influencing me, it is 
then I see the landscapes best,— it is then I hear my people 
sing I I let my brain rest ; — as far as it is possible, I think of 
nothing,— then suddenly upon me falls the ravishment and 
ecstasy, — this world rolk up as it were in a w^hirling cloud and 
vanishes, and lo ! 1 find myself at home. There is a stretch 
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of forest-land in this Star of mine, — a place all fifusky green 
with shadows, and mpsical with the fall of silvery waters, — 
that is my favourite haunt when I am there, for it lea^is me on 
and on through grasses and tangles of wild flowers to what I 
know and feel must be my own abode, where I sJhouW rest 
and sleep if sleep were needful ; but this abode I never reach ; 
I am debarred from entering in, and I do not know the reason 
w'hy. The other day, when wandering there, I met two 
maidens bearing flowers, — ^they stopped, regarding me with 
pleased yet doubting eyes, and one said — ‘Look you, our 
•lord is now returned ! * And the other sighed and answered 
— ‘Nay! he , is still an exile and:.may not stay with us.' 
Whereupon they bent their heads, and, shrinking past me, 
disappeared. When I would have called them back I woke 1 
—to find that this dull earth wa5 once again my house of 
bondage.” 

El-Rami heard him with patient interest. 

“ I do not deny, Fdraz,” he said slowly,’ th{(t your 

impression/B are very strange ” . " 

“ Very strange ? Yes ! ” cried F^raz. “ But very true I " 
He paused — then on a sudden impulse' came close up to his 
brother, and lc.id a hand on his shoulder. ^ 

“ And do you mean to tell, nfe,” he asked, “ that you who 
have studied sb much, and have mastered^ so much, yet receive 
no such impressions as those I speak of? ” 

A faint flush coloured El-Rimi's olive skin. 

“ Certain impressions come to me at times, of course,” he 
answered slowly. — “ And there have been certain seasons in 
my life when I have had visions of the impossible. » But 1 
have a coldly- tempered organisation, F^raz, — I am able to 
reason these thi'ngs away." , » ^ 

‘\Oh, you can' reason the whole world away if you choose,” 
said Fdraz. — For it is nothing after all bura^inch of star- 
dust" . * ^ 

” If you can reason a Jthin^ away it doej not exist," observed 
El-Rimi drily. — “ Reduce the world, jis you say, to a pinch of 
star-dust, still thopinch of star-dust is — it Exists.” 
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*• Some ^ople doubt even that I " said F^raz, smi’ing. 

Well, everything can be over-done,'’ ^replied his brother, — 
^^even tl;ie process of reasoning. We can, if we choose, 
' reason ^ ourselves into madness. There is a boundary-line to 
every science which the human intellect dare not overstep." 

“I wonder what and where is your boundary-line?” 
questioned F^idz lightly. — “ Have you laid one down for 
yourself at all ? Surely not ! — for you are too ambitious.” 

£1-Rdmi made no answer to this observation, but betook 
himself to his books and papers. Feraz meanwhile set the 
room in order and cleared away the breakfast, — and, these 
duties done, he quietly withdrew. Left to himself, El-Rimi 
took from the centre drawer of his writing-table a medium- 
sized manuscript book which was locked, and w'hich he 
opened by means of a sn^all key that was attached to hL 
watch-chain, and bending over the title-page * he critically 
examined it Its heading ran thus — 

' ' Tny. ^New Religioh 

A Reasonable Theory of Worship conformable to ihe Eternal 

^ and Unalterable Laws of lYature. 

» , 

“The title does not cover all the ground,” he murmured as 

he read. — “ And yet how am I tq designate it ? « It is a vast 
subject, and presents different branches of treatment, and, 
after all said and done, I may have wasted my time in 
planning it. Most likely I have, — but therci is no scientist 
living who would„refuse to accept it. The question is, shall 
I ever finish it? — shall I ever know positively that there IS, 
without doubt, a conscious, personal Something or Some one 
alter death who fntcrs at oncie upon another existence? 
My new exjieriment will c^ecide all — if I see thq Soul of Lilith, 
all hesitation v lit be at an end — I shall be sure of everything 
which how seems uncertain. And then thb trilimph 1 — then 
tke victory ! " ^ ^ . 

His eyes sparkled, ajid, dipping h& pen in the ink, he 
prepared to write, but ere he did s ' the message which the 
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monk had left for him to read recurred with a chill^waming to 
his memory, — ^ 

“ Beware the end 1 With Lilith's love comes^ Lilith's 
freedom.” 

He considered the words for a moment apprehensively, — 
and then a i)roud smile played round his mouth. 

“ For a Master who has attained to some degree of wisdom, 
his intuition is strangely erroneous this time*,” he muttered.— 
For if there be any dream of love ii> Lilith, that dream, that 
love is mine ! And being mine, who shall dispute possession, — 
who shall take her from me? No one, — not even God, — for 
He does not, break through thfe laws of Nature. And by 
those laws I have kept Lilith — and even so I will keep her 
still.” > 

‘"S«lisfied with his own conclusions, he began to write, 
taking up the* thread of his theory of religion where he had 
left it on the previous day. He had a brilliapt and convincing 
style, and was soon deej) in an elaborate and ^elbqu^nt dis- 
quisition ora the supetior scientific re^^oning contained in the 
ancient Eastern faiths, as compared with the modern scheme 
of Christianity, which limits God's po^^er to this world only, 
and takes no c-onsideration of the fate of other visible and fax 
more splendid spheres. vi 
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T he few days immediately following the visit of the 
mysterious monk from Cyprus were quiet and uoeventful 
enough. El-Rimi led the life of a student and recluse ; Fdraz, 
too, occupied himself with books and music, thinking much, 
but saying little. He had solemnly sworn never again. to make 
allusion to the forbidden subject of his brother's great exneri- 
^ment, and he meant to keep his vow. For, though he had in 
very truth absolutely forgotten the name “ Lilith,” he had 
not forgottdii^he face of her whose beauty had surprised his 
senses and dazzled his br^in. She had become to bint a name- 
less Wonder, — arid from the sweet remembrance of her loveli- 
ness he gained a cdftain consolation and pleasure which he 
jealously and religiously kept to himself. He. thought of her 
as a poet may think of an hdeal goddess seen in a, mystic 
dream, — but he never ventured* to ask a question concerning 
her. And even if he had wished to do so, — even if« he had 
indulged the idea of encouraging Zaroba to follow up the work 
she had begun bj^ telling him all she could concerning the 
beautiful tranced* girl, that course was now impossible. For 
Zarob» seemed stricken dumb as well as deaf, — what had 
qhanced to her he could not tell, — but a mysterious silence 
possessed fyer ; and, though her Jarge black eyes were sorrow- 
fully eloquent, she nevermttered a word. She came and went 
on various hdiisehold errands, always silently and with Ibent 
bead,— she looked older, feebler, wearier and sadder, but not 
so muc/i as a gesture escaped her* that could be construed into 
a complaint. *Once F<^,7az made signs to her of inquiry after 
her health and well-being — she smiled moun],fully, but gave no 
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Other response, and, turning away, left him hurriedly. ^ He mused 
long and deeply upon^l this, — ^and, though he felt 8ure«that 
Zaroba's strange but resolute speechlcssness was his J^rother's 
work, he dared not speculate too far or inquire too deeply. For 
he fully recognised El-Rami’s power, — a power so scientifically 
balanced, and used with such terrible and unerring precision, 
that there could be no opposition possible unless one were of 
equal strength and knowledge. F^raz knew fie could no mo^e 
compete with such a force than .a mouse can wield a 
thunderbolt, — he therefore deemed it best to resign himself to 
his destiny and wait the course of evcnls. 

“ For,” he gaid within himself? “ k is not likely one man 
should be permitted to use such strange authority over natural 
forces long, — it may be that God is trying him, — putting him 
to proof, as it were, to find out how far he will dare to 
go, — and then*— ah then I — wfiat then ? If his heart were 
dedicated to the service of God I should no^fear, — but — as it 
is, I dread the end I ** * ^ 1 

His instinct was coAect in this , — ^ in spitd^of his poetic 
and fanciful temperament he had plenty of quick perception 
and he saw plainly w^iat El- Rami himself* was not very willing 
to recognise, — namely, that in all the labour of his life, so far 
as it hafd gone, he, El-Rami, had rather opposed himself to the 
unseen divine, ^han striven to incorporate ^imself with it He 
preferred to believe in natural Force only; his inclination was 
to deny the possibility of anything behind He accepted 

the idea of Imnfortality to a certain exterft, because natural 
Force was for ever giving him proofs of the perpetual regenera- 
tion of life — but that there was a primal source of this generat- 
ing influence, — One, great and eternal, who would demanci an 
account of all IN^es, and an accurate summing-up qf all words 
andl^lctions, — ^in*this, though he might assume the virtue of 
faith, F^raz ve^y well knew he had it not. TLikb the greater 
majority of scientists and patural philosophers generallj^ 
what Self could comprehelidi he accepted, — but »ll that 
extended beyond Self, — all that made ai Self but*a grain of dust 
in a vast infinitude, — all that forced the creature to prostrate 
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himself hAnbly before the Creator and cry out “Lord, be 
merciful to me a sinner !** this he tacitljj and proudly rejected. 
For wh\ch reasons the gentle, dreamy F^raz had good cause 
to fear, — and a foreboding voice for ever whispered in his mind 
that man . jirithout God was as a world without light, — a black 
chaos of blank unfruitfulness. 

With the ensuing week the grand “ reception to which 
El-Rami and his brother had been invited by Lord Melthorpe 
came off with great Lady Melthorpe’s “ crushes ” were 

among the most brilliant of the season, and this one was par- 
ticularly so, as it was a‘ special function held for the entertain- 
ment of the distinguished Crown Prince of a^ great nation. 
True, the distinguished Crown Prince was only “ timed ” to 
look in a little after midnight for about ten minutes, but the 
exceeding brevity of his st^y was immaterial to the fashio’^srbie 
^throng. All that was needed was just the piquant flavour, — 
the passing ” of^ a Royal Presence, — to make the gathering 
socially coihp*iete. The rooms were crowded — so much so indeed 
that it was difticult to tal^e note of any ofie person ip particular, 
yet, in spite of tfiis fact, there was a very general movement of 
interest and admiratibn when El- Rami entered with his young 
and handsome fbrother beside him. Both had a look and 
manner too distinctly striking tto escape observation 4 — their 
olive complexions, black melanaholy eyes, and ^lim yet stately 
figures, were set o^ to perfection by the richnesi of the 
Oriental dresses t^ey wore ; and the grave composure and 
perfect dignity of •their beari ng offered a plAising contrast to 
the excited pushing, waddling, and scrambling indulged in by 
the greater part of the aristocratic assemblage. Lady 
^elthorpe herself, a rather pretty woman attired in a very 
aesthetic gcpvn, and wearing hea brown hair 'all towzled and 
arranged d la Grecque, ifi diamond bandeaux, caught sig];it of 
them at onc^, and was delighted. Such picturesque-looking 
fxeaturcs were really ornaments to a room, she thought with 
much interior satisfaction ; and^wfeathing her face with smiles, 
she glided up*to them.t 

“ 1 am so charmed, my dear £l-Rimi ! she said, holding 
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out her jewelled hand. — “ So charmed to see yAt — ^you so 
very seldom will comc^ to me 1 AnJ your brother ! So ‘glad I 
Why did you never ten me you had a brother ? Naugljty man ! 
What is your brother's name ? F^raz ? Delightful ! — ft makes 
one think of Hafiz and Sadi and all those very .chyming 
Eastern people. I must find some one interesting to introduce 
to you. Will you wait here a minute — the crowd is so thick in 
the centre of the room that really I'm afraid you will not be 
able to get through it — do wait hcfre, and I'll bring the 
Baroness to you — don’t you know the Baroness? Oh, she's 
such a delightful creature — so clever at* palmistry 1 Yes — ^just 
stay where yo^i are, — I’ll come batrk directly ! ” 

And with sundry good-humoured nods her ladyship swept 
aiva)^ while Feiaz glanced at his brother with an expression ot 
ailfl?s;!^d inquiry. 

“ That is Litdy Melthorpe ?/* he asked. 

“That is Lady Melthorpe,” returned El-Rami — “our* 
hostess, and Lord Melthorpe's wife ; his, ‘ to liav^ a4id Ij) hold, 
for better ^or worse,* for richer for^yoorer, •iir sickness and 
in health, to love, honour, and cherish till death do them 
part,"' and he smilAl somewhat saiiricalfy. — “It seems odd, 
doesn’t it ? — !• mean, such solemn words soui^d 5ut of place 
sometimes. Do you like her 4” ^ 

F^raz made*a slight sign in* the negative. 

“ She "does not speak sincerely," he said in a low tone. 
El-Rami laughed. ^ 

“ My dear bof , you mustn't expect any <fne to be ‘ sincere ' 
in society. You said you wanted to ‘ see •life ’ — very well, 
but it will nevei do to begin by viewing it in that w^^. An 
outburst of actual sincerity in this human mUee " — anfl he 
glanced comprehensively over the brilliaat throij^ — “ would 
be like a match •to a gunpowder magazine — the whole thing 
would blow up into fragments and be dispersed to the four 
winds of heaven, leaving nothing behind but an evil o5our.''^ 
“Better so,” said F^jaz Sr®amily, “than that falsf hearts 
should be mistaken for true.” • * 

El-Rimi look(9d at him wistfully ; — what a beautiful youth 
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he really \fas, with all that glow of thought and feeling in his 
darlc eyes ! How different was his aspect from that of the 
jaded, <tynical, vice-worn young men 'of fashion, some of 
whom were pushing their way past at that moment, — men in 
the tv^entv.es who had the air of being well on in the forties, 
and badly* preserved at that — wretched, pallid, languid, 
exhausted creatures who had thrown away the splendid 
j^wel of their yobth in a couple of years’ stupid dissipation 
and folly. At that moment Lord Melthorpe, smiling and 
cordial, came up to them and shook hands warmly, and 
then introduced with a few pleasant words a gentleman who 
had accompanied him « as, —“Roy Ainswortlj, the famous 
artist, you know ! ” 

“ Oh, not at all 1 ** drawled the individual thus described, 
with a searching glance aV the two brothers from unej^-- "Kis 
^drowsy eyelids. — “ Not famous by any means — ^lot yet. Only 
trying to, be. Y,ou’ve got to paint something startling and 
shocking howadays before you are considered ‘ famous ’ ; — 
and even then, when jio^i've outraged a^l the proprieties, you 
must give a banquet, or take a big house and hold receptions, 
or have an electricafty-lit-up skeleton in your studio, or some- 
thing of that soit, to keep the public attention fixed upon you. 
It’s such a restless age.” •» ^ • 

El-Rimi smiled gjavely. * *' 

“ The feverish outburst of an unnatural vitality immediately 
preceding dissoluticn,” he observed. 

“ Ah I — you ththk that? Well — ^it may'be, — I’m sure I 
hope it is, l, jjfitsonally, should be charmed to believe in the 
rapidl^approaching end of the world. We really need a 
change of planet as much -as certain invalids require a change 
of air. Y^ur brolsher, however*’ — and here Ke flashed a keen 
glance at Fdraz — “ seem® already to belong t6 quite a different 
sphere^.” ^ ^ • 

t'' Fdraz looked up with a pleasjpd yet startled expression. 
“Yet, — but how did you know it?^” he asked. 

It was now the artiit’s turn to be embarrassed. He had 
used the words “ different sphere ” merety as a figure of 
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speech, whereasi^this intelligent-looking young fellofr evidently 
took the phrase in a Jiteial sense. * It was very odd l^-*and 
he hesitated what to answer, so El-Rdmi came to the#rescue. 

“ Mr. Ainsworth only means that you do not look quite 
like other people, F^raz, that^s all. Poets and .cnuiicians 
often carry their own distinctive mark.” * 

“ Is he a poet ? ” inquired Lord Melthorpe with interest. — 
“ And has he published anything ? *’ • 

El- Rami laughed good-humouredly? 

“Not he! My dear Lord Melthorpe, we are not all called 
upon tO'give the world our blood and brain and nerve and 
spirit. Som^ few reserve ^their ^trcMgth for higher latitudes. 
To give greedy humanity everything of one*s self is rather too 
prodigal ^n expenditure.** • 

agree with you,** said a chill yet sweet voice close to 
them. — “ It was Christ*s way of work, — and quite too unwise^ 
an example for any of us to follow,** ^ ^ 

Lord Melthorpe and Mr. Ainsworth turneS quiokly to 
make way* for the s'^eaker, — a slight fair *i^oman, with a 
delicate thoughtful face full of light, languor, and scorn, who, 
clad in snowy draperies adorned here* and there with the 
cold sparkle of diamonds, drew near them at tRe moment. 
h'l-Rinii and his brother both noted her with interest, — she 
was so differerft from the other women present. 

“ I arfi delighted to see you 1 ** said Lord Melthorpe as he 
held out his hand in greeting. — “ It is so si^ildom we have the 
honour ! Mr. Ainsworth you already knSw, — let me intro- 
duce my Oriental friends here, — El-Rami f^aranos and his 
brother F^raz Zarinos, — Madame Irene Vassilius — y(iu must 
have heard of her very often.*’ • , 

El-R^mi had* indeed heard of her, — she was authoress 
of high repute,* noted for her brifliant satirical pen, her 
contempt of* press criticism, and her influence ovpr, and 
utter indifference to, all me|;i. Therefore he regarded hm 
now with a certain pajdonalde curiosity as he mad« her his 
profoundest salutation, while she returned his look with equal 
interest • 
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•• It is y(fa who said that we must not give ourselves wholly 
away to the needs of humanity, is it not ? ” she said, letting 
her caln^ eyes dwell upon him with a 'dreamy yet searching 
scrutiny! 

I certainly did say so, Madame,” replied El- Rami. — “ It 
is a waste ot life, — and humanity is always ungrateful.” • 

“ You have proved it ? But perhaps you have not tried to 
deserve its gratitude.” 

This was rather a home-thrust, and El-RS.mi was surprised 
and vaguely annoyed at its truth. Irene Vassilius still stood 
quietly observing him,— then she turned to Roy Ainsworth. 

“ There is the type yQU want for your picture,” she said, 
indicating F^raz by a slight gesture. — “ That boy, depicted in 
the clutches of your Phryne, would make angels weep.” 

“If I could make you ipjeep I should have achieved 
thing like success,” replied the painter, his sleepy eyes 
dilating wjth a pas.sion he could not wholly conceal. — “But 
icebergji nefthtr smile nor shed tears, — and intellectual women 
are impervious i6 emotipn.” ‘ • 

“That is a ifiistaken idea,* — one of the narrow notions 
common to men,” slfe answered, waving ^her fan idly to and 
fro. — “ You Veniiind me of the querulous Edward Fit/gerald, 
who wrote that he was glad Mrs. Barrett Browning wat dead, 
because there would be no mo’-e Aurora Lef^hs, He con- 
descended to say sfie was a ‘ woman of Genius,^ b\it what 
was the use of it?^ ‘She and her Sex,* he said, ‘would be 
better minding the^Kitchen and their Childrefi.' He and his 
Sex always consider the terrible possibilities to themselves of 
a bacilyiTooked dinner and a baby*s screams. His notion about 
the itniitation of woman’s sphere is man’s notion generally.” 

“ It is n(jt mine/* said Lord Melthorpe. — “T think women 
are cleverer than nlen.” • • ^ 

“ Ahj you afe not a reviewer 1 ** laughed Madanie Vassilius — 
“^so you can afford to be generous. But as a rule men detest 
clever wpmen, simpl)k because they are^ jealous of them.” 

“ They have cause tto be jealous of said Roy 

Ainsworth. — “You succeed in everything yo* touch." 
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“ Success is easy,” she replied indifferently^^-** Resolve 
upon it, and carry out that resolve~and the thing is dor/e.” 
El-Rami looked ai her with new interest. # 

“ Madame, you have a strong will 1 ” he observecJ. — “ But 
permit me to say that all your sex are not li|pc 3 PDurself, 
beautiful, gifted, and resolute at one and the same time. The 
majority of women are deplorably unintelligent and unin- 
teresting. ” » 

“That is precisely how I find* the majority of men!'* 
declared Irene Vassilius, with that little soft laugh of hers 
which was so sweet, yet so full of irony. — “ You see, we view 
things from different standpoinfs. •Moreover, the deplorably 
unintelligent and uninteresting women are the very ones you 
men elect to marry, and make the mothers of the nation. It is 
the ^y of masculine wisdom, — S9 full of careful forethought 
and admirable calculation 1 She laughed again, and con- 
tinued — “ Lord Melthorpe tells me you^ are seer, — an 

Eastern prophet arisen in these dull modern fiays — uow will 
you solve* me a riddle that I am urytble to gilCss, — myself? — 
and tell me if you can, who am I and what am I ? ” 

** Madame,” replied El-Rarni bowing profoundly, “I cannot 
in one momcRt unravel so complex an enigma.” 

She* smiled, not^ ill pleacecT, and met his dark, fiery, 
penetrating glance unreservadly, — then, ^drawing off her long 
loose ^ove, she held out her small beautifully-shaped white 
hand. • 

“Try me,” s’hc said lightly, “for if tllfere is any truth in 
‘ brain-waves ' or reflexes of the mind the tifuch of my fingers 
ought to send electric meanings through you. I am generally 
judged as of a frivolous disposition because I am sntall ^in 
stature, slight fn build, and have curly hair. — all proofs positive, 
acQording to fhe majority, of latc?nt foolishness. Colossal 
women, however, are always astonishingly stupid, and fat 
women lethargic — but a mountain of good flesh is always m^e 
attractive to man thar^ any aimount of kitellectual p^|^cepti®n. 
Oh, I am not posing as one of the«^ misunderstood ' ; nat at 
all — I simply wksh you to look well at me first and take in my 
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* frivolous ’ ippearance thoroughly, before being misled by the 
mesaiges of my hand.” . 

£1-Rivii obeyed her in so far that he^' fixed his eyes upon 
her more searchingly than before, — a little knot of fashionable 
loungers Ijad stopped to listen, and now watched her face 
with equal curiosity. No rush of embarrassed colour tinged 
the cool fairness of her cheeks — her expression was one of 
quiet, half-smiling« indifference — her attitude full of perfect 
self-possession. 

“ No one who looks at your eyes can call you frivolous, 
Madame,” said El-Rinii at last. — “And no one who observes 
the lines of your mouth and ‘thin ^ould suspect ,vou of latent 
foolishness. Your physiognomy must have been judged by 
the merest surface-observers. As for stature, we are aware that 
goes for naught, — most of the heroes and heroines of 
have been small and slight in build. I will now,* if you permit 
me, take your haqd.” 

She faid It once in his extended palm, — and he slowly 
closed his own* lingers tigjptly over it. Id a coui)le of minutes, 
his face expressed nothing but astonishment. 

‘•Is it possible? ”*he muttered — “carf I believe ” he 

broke off hurriediy, interrupted by a chorus of voices exclaim- 
ing — “ Oh, what is it ? — do tefl ug I ” and so forth. • 

“ May I speak, M^adame ? ” he inquired, befiding towards 
Irene, with something of reverence. * 

She smiled assent# 

•* If I am surprised,” he then said slowly, “ht is scarcely to 
be wondered at, for it is the first time I have ever chanced 
across ti^e path of a woman whose life was so perfectly ideal. 
AJadame, to you I must address the words of Hamlet — ‘ pure 
as ice, chas^, as snow, thou shalUnot escape cdlumny.' Such 
an existence as jrours, stsftnless, lofty, active, hopeful, patient, 
and ind^ependent, is a reproach to men, and ^ fewi-will love you 
fQ^ being so superior. Those wpo do love you, will probably 
love in vain, — for tho completion of yo^pr existence is not here 
— ^but elsewhere.” •* 

Her soft eyes dilated wonderingly, — the people immediately 
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around her stared vaguely at El-Rami’s dark impenetrable 
face. 

“ Then shall I alone all my life as I am n9w ? ** she 
asked, as he released her hand. • 

“ Are you sure you are alone ? ” he said with a grav^ smile. 
— “Are there not more companions in the potrs so-called 
solitude than in the crowded haunts of men ? 

She met his earnest glance, and her ow» face grew radiant 
with a certain sweet animation that rfade it very lovely. 

“You are right," she replied simply — “I see you under- 
stand."- 

Then, witl^ a graceful salutation,, she prepared to move 
away — Roy Ainsworth pressed up close to her. 

“Are*yoii satisfied with your fortune, Madame Vassilius?" 
he t Filled rather querulously. . 

“ Indeed I^am," she answered. “ Why should I not be ? " 

“ If loneliness is a part pf it,” he said audacjously, 1 
suppose you will never marry ? “ * ’ * 

“ I suppose not,”^he said with a ppple dWaiighter in her 
voice. — “ I fear I should never be a\>le to acknowledge a man 
my superior i * • 

She left him then, and he stood for a momient looking after 
her wkh a vexed air^ — then he ftirned anew towards El-Rami, 
who was jiftt exchanging* greetings with Sir Frederick 
Vaughan. This latter young man appeared highly em- 
barrassed and nervous, and seemed anxious to unburden 
himself of something which apparently wks difficult to utter. 
He stared at F^raz, pulled the ends of his long moustache, 
and made scrappy remarks on nothing in particular, while 
El-R^mi observed him with amused intentness. • 

“ I say, do* you rememher the night we sgw the new 
Hajnlet ? ” he Ijlurted out at last. •-“You know — I haven't 
seen you sinte — * 

“ I remember most perfect^," said El-Rami composedly^ 

“ ‘ To be or not to ^e ' was the question then witii you, as 
well as with Hamlet — but I suppose it is all happily decided 
now as ‘ to be.' * • 
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“ What ii decided ? *’ stammered Sir Frederick — ** I mean, 
how do you know everything is decided,. eh ?*’ 

“ When is your marriage to take placeY ” asked El-Rimi. 
Vaughan almost jumped. 

“ByiJo\re ! — you are an uncanny fellow !” he exclaimed. — 
•* However, *as it happens, you are right. I'm engaged to 
Miss Chester." 

It is no surpAse to me, but pray allow me to congratulate 
you I ” and El-Rami smiled. — “ You have lost no time about 
it, I must say ! It is only a fortnight since you first saw the 
lady at the theatre. Well 1 — confess me a true prophet ! " 

Sir Frederick looked uacoihfortal^le, and was ajDOut to enter 
into an argument concerning the pros and cons of prophetic 
insight, when Lady Melthorpe suddenly emerged from the 
circling wliirlpool of her fasihionable guests and sailed tqaafPds 
them with a swan-like grace and languor. • 

** I canpot find^ the dear Baroness," she said plaintively. 
* She IS so feiuch in demand ! Do you know, my dear 
El-Rimi, she i5 really alrpost as wonderful as you are 1 Not 
quite — oh, not quite, but nearly ! She can tell you all your 
past and future by *the lines of your ^hand, in the most 
astonishing manner 1 Can you do that also ? " « 

El-Rimi laughed. * e ^ • 

“ It is a gipsy’s trick," he said, — " and the bhn&-fid€ gipsies 
who practise it in country lanes for the satisfaction of servant 
girls get arrested by the police for ‘fortune-telling.’ The 
gipsies of the Londbn drawing-rooms escape sfcot-free " 

“ Oh, you are Severe ! " said Lady Melthorpe, shaking her 
finger him with an attempt at archness — You are really 
v^ry severe 1 You must ncX: be hard on our little amusements, 
— you know, in this*age, we are ail so very much interested in 
the supernatural 1" «' • ^ 

El-R^mi grew paler, and a slight shudder shook his frame. 
The supernatural ! How lightly^ people talked of that awful 
Somethi»g, that like» a formless Sha^Jow waits behind the 
portals of the * grave !— ^^hat Something that evinced itself, 
suggested itself, nay, almost declared itself,- ir#»spite of his own 
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doubts, in the momentary contact of a hand withi his own, as 
in the case of Irene Vassilius. Fdr in that contact h® had 
received a faint, yet 4iecided thrill through his nerve? — a pecu- 
liar sensation which he recognised as a warning of lomething 
spiritually above himself, — and this had compelled •him to 
speak of an elsewhere '' for her, though for himself he persisted 
in nourishing the doubt that an ‘‘ elsewhere ” existed. Roy 
Ainsworth, the artist, observing him closeiy, noted how stern 
and almost melancholy was the es^^ression of his handsome 
dark face, — then glancing from him to his brother, was surprised 
at the marked difference between the two. The frank, open, 
beautiful features of Fdraz seemed. to invite confidence, and, 
actingon the suggestion made to him by Madame Vassilius, he 
spoke abruptly. • 

wish you would sit to me,'* Jie said. 

“Sit to y«u? Fora picture, do you mean?” and F^raz 
looked delighted yet amazeci % ^ 

“ Yes, You have just the face I want. Are* you ii\ town ? 

— can you* spare the time ? ” ^ ^ ^ 

“ I am always with my Brother ” — bejjan Ftfraz hesitat- 
ingly. ' ^ '• 

El-R^mi hoard him, and smiled rather sadly. ^ 

“ Ftraz is his own master, 'i hJ said gently, “ and his time is 
quite at his own disposal." 

“ Tlfcn come and let us talk it over,” said Ainsworth, taking 
Feraz by the arm. “ I’ll ])ilot you thre^ugh this crowd, and 
we’ll make for t?bme quiet corner where we ^an sit down. Come 
along ! ” • 

Out of old habit Feraz glanced at his brother for pftjmission, 
but El- Kami’s head was turned away; he was talking td'Lord 
Melthorpe. So through the brilliant throng of fasj^ionable men 
an(^ women, many of whom turned t» stare at him as he passed, 
F^raz went, half eager, half reluctant, his l!frge fawn-like eyes 
flashing an innocent wonderment on the scene around him,^ 
a scene different from everything to>«which he b^d been 
accustomed. He was uncomfortablj? conscious that there was 
something false tand even deadly beneath all this glitter and 
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show^ — but <his senses were dazzled for the moment, though 
the poet-soul of him instinctively recoiled from the noise and 
glare anci restless movement of the cro^d. It was his first 
entry into so-called “ society " ; — and, though attracted and 
interested, #he was also somewhat startled and abashed — for he 
felt instincti^^ely that he was thrown upon his own resources, — 
that, for the present at any rate, his brother's will no longer 
influenced him, and with the sudden sense of liberty came the 
sudden sense of fear. 
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T owards midnii^ht the expected Royal Personage came 
and went ; fatigued but always amiable, he shed the 
sunshir^ of his stereotyped smile on Lady Melthorpe^’s “ crush 
— shQok hands with his host and ^Jiostess, nodded blandly to a 
few stray acquaintances, and went through all the dreary duties 
of social boredom heroically^ though he was pining for his bed 
more wearily than any work-worn digger of the Soil. ^Le made 
his way out more quitkly than he cam§ in, and v/ith his departure 
a great many of the more “ snobbish ” amdng the fashionable 
set disappeared aljfe, leaving the room^ freer and cooler for 
their absence. People talked less loudly #nd* assertively, — 
little ^groups began to gathei# irf corners and exchange friendly 
chit-chat, — n!en who had be^n standing all the evening found 
space to sit down beside their favoured Ifair ones, and indulge 
themselves in talking a little pleasant ^nonsense, — even the 
hostess herself* was at last permitted to Occupy an arm-chair 
and take a few moments’ rest. Some of the guests had wandered 
into the music-saloon, a quaintly-decorated oak-pane^Jed apart- 
ment which opened out from the largest drawing-rooAi, A 
string band had played thera till Royalty iiad come and gone, 
bitf now “sweet harmony" no longer “wagged her silver 
tongue,” foi* the musicians were at suppef The grand piano 
was open, and ^Fadame Vassilius stood near it, i41y touchin^the 
ivory keys now and then witt her smalLwhite, sensitive-looking 
fingers. Close beside her, comfortatly enscoheed in a round 
deep chair, sat a \sery stout old lady with a curiously large hairy 
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face and a bc^aming expression of eye, who appeared to have 
got into her pink silk gown ' by some cruelly unnatural means, 
so tightly vwas she laced, and so much did^bhe seem in danger 
of bursting. She perspired profusely and smiled perpetually, 
and frequently stroked the end of her very pronounced 
moustache with quite a mannish air. This was the individual 
for whom Lady Mclthorpe had been searching, — the Baroness 
von Denkwald, nottd for her skill in palmistry. 

“ Ach I it is warm ! ** she said in her strong German accent, 
giving an observant and approving glance at Irene's white-draped 
form. — “ You are ze one womans zat is goot to look at. A 
peach mit ice-cream, — dot is yourself.” 

Irene smiled pensively, but made no answer. 

The Baroness looked at her again, and fanned herself 
rapidly. * ^ 

“It is sometings bad mit you?” she asked at ‘last. — “You 
look sorrowful ? Z^t Eastern mans — he say tings disagreeable ? 
You should pefleve — I have told you of your hand — ach ! 
what a fortune t — splend’t^ 1 — fame, — mohey, title,— -a grand 
marriage ” 

Irene lifted her little^ hand from the keyboard of the piano, 
and looked curiou .ly at the lines in her pretty pakn. 

“ Dear Baroness, there must be some mistake,” she said 
slowly. — “I w'as a lonely child, — ?nd some pcuplb say that as 
you begin, so will you end. I shall never marry — I am a' lonely 
woman, and it will always be so.” 

“ Always, always— not at all ! ” and the Baroness shook her 
large head obstinately. “You will marry; and Gott in 
Himmel rive you from a husband such as mine ! He is dead 
— ph ^ es — a goot ting ; — beds petter off — and so am I. Moch 
petter I ” ^ , * 

And she laughed, the risl and fall of her amj^lL neck causing 
quite a cracking sound in the silk of her bodice. • 

Ifladame Vassilius smiled agjiin, — and then again grew 
serious. *She was thinking of the “ elsewhere ” that El-Rimi 
had spoken of,— she had iwOticed that all he said had seemed 
to be uttered involuntarily, — and that he had hetitated strangely 
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before using the word “elsewhere." She longed to ask him 
one or two more questions, — and scarcely had the wish farmed 
itself in her mind,^ than she saw him advancing^ from the 
drawing-room, in company with Lord Melthorpe, Sir Frederick 
Vaughan, and the pretty frivolous Idina Chester^ yhof regard- 
less of all that poets write concerning the unadorned simplicity 
of youth, had decked herself, American fashion, with diamonds 
enough for a dowager. • . 

“ It’s too lovely ! ’* the young lady w^as saying as she entered. — 
“ I think, Mr. El-Rami, you have made me out a most charming 
creature! “Unemotional, harmless, and innocently worldly” 
— that was it, wasn’t it ? ^ Well now, I think that's splendid ! 
I had an idea you were going to find out something horrid 
about hae ; — I’m so glad I’m harmless I You’re sure I’m 
harmJiess ? ’’ »» 

“ Quite suife 1 ” said El-Rami with a slight smile. “ And there 
you possess a great superiority over most w^men." , 

And he stepped forward in obedience to Lady Meithorpe’s 
signal, to*be introduced to the^ “ dejjn" Baroness, whose shrew^d 
little eyes dwelt upon him curiously. * 

“Do you believe ^in palmistry?” she asked him, after the 
ordinary greetings were exchanged. • 

“ I*m afraid not^” he apfswered politely — “ though I am 
acquainted with the rules of* the art as practised in the East, 
and 1 Ivnow that many odd coincidences do occur. But, — as 
an example — take my hand — I am sure jou can make nothing 
of it.” * * 

He held out his open palm for her inspection — she bent over 
it, and uttered an exclamation of surprise. There :?ere none 
of the usual innumerable little •^riss-cross lines upofi it* — 
nothing, in fact, but two dee^ dents from»left to ^ght, and one 
well-marked lifle running from the Wtist to the centre. 

“ It is uniHatu];al ! ” cried the Baroness in amazement, — “ It 
is a malformation ! There; i% no hand like it ! 

“ I believe not,” anfwered El-Rami ccmiposedly . — ** As I told 
you, you can learn nothing from it-*^and yet my life has not 
been without As "adventures. This hand of mine is my 
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excuse for Hot accepting palmistry as an absolutely proved 
science/' 

“ Must^ everything be ‘ proved * for ^ou ? '* j<sked Irene 
Vassilius suddenly. 

“ Assuredly, Madame ! ” 

“ Then have you * proved * the elsewhere of which you spoke 
to me ? 

El-Rami flushed little, — then paled again. 

“ Madame, the message of your inner spirit, as conveyed first 
through the electric medium of your brain, and then through 
the magnetism of your touch, told me of an ‘elsewhere.’ I 
may not personally or positivefy know of any ‘ elsewhere,’ than 
this present state of being, — but your interior Self expects an 
‘elsewhere,’ — apparently knows of it better than I do, and 
conveys that impression and knowledge to me, apart from any 
consideration as to whether I may be fitted to understand or 
receive it.” 

These words' were heard with evident astonishment by the 
little group of people whg stood by, listening. » 

“ Dear me ! How ve — ry curious ! ” murmured Lady Mel- 
thorpe. — “And we have always looked upon dear Madame 
Vassilius as quite la free-thinker,” — here she smiled apologeti- 
cally, as Irene lifted her serious eyes and looked at her steadily 
— “ I mean, as regards the next world and all those interesting 
subjects. In some of her books, for instance, she is terribly 
severe on the clergy.’^ 

“ Not more so thah many of them deserve, I am sure,” said 
El-R.^mi with suddfen heat and asperity. — “ It was not Christ’s 
intention, ‘'I believe, that the preachers of His Gospel should 
drink 'and hunt, and make4ove to their neighbours’ wives ad 
libitum^ which is what a great many of them do. The lives 
of the clergy nowadays oLtr very few worthy examples to Jthe 
laity.” 

^.ady Meltht5rpe coughed delicately and warningly. She did 
not like plain speaking, — she had a “ pet clergyman ” of her 
own, — ^moreover, she hAld been bred up in the provinces 
among “county” folk, some of whom still •beKteve that at one 
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period of the world’s history “ God ” was always wanting the 
blood of bulls and goats to smell ‘"^as a sweet savour ia His 
nostrils.” She hersAf j^jreferred to believe in the possibility of 
the Deity’s having “ nostrils,” rather than take the trouble to 
consider the effect of His majestic Thought as evmce4 in the 
supremely perfect order of the planets and solar systems. 

El-Rami, however, went on regardlessly. 

. “Free-thinkers,” he said, “are for th« most part truth- 
seekers. If everybody gave way* to the foolish credulity 
attained to by the believers in the ‘ Mahatmas ’ for instance, 
what an idiotic condition the world would be in ! We want 
free-thinkersy — as many as w’e can get, — to help us to dis- 
tinguish between the false and the true. We want to separate 
the Actual from the Seeming in our lives, — and there is so 
mucK Seeming and so little Acturl that the process is difficult.” 

“ Why, daf is nonsense ! ” said the Baroness von Denkwald. 
“ Mit a Fact, zere is no ihistake — you ijrove him. See ! ” 
and she took up a silver penholder from the table near her. — 
“ Here i^ a pen, — mit ink it is used, lo write — zere is what you 
call ze Actual.” 

£1-Rimi smiled. * 

“ Believe ihe, my dear Madame, it is onlym pen so long as 
you dect to view it ,in that light. Allow me 1 ” — and he took 
it front her hand, fixing his -eyes upon her the while. “ Will 
you place the tips of your fingers — the Angers of the left hand 
— yes — so ! on my wrist ? Thank you ! ”% — this, as she obeyed 
with a rather vague smile on her big fat face. — “ Now you will 
let me have the satisfaction of offering you ?his spray of lilies — 
the first of the season,” and he gravely extended the ‘Silver pen- 
holder. — “ Is not the odour delicious ? ” ' ^ 

“ Ach ! it is heavenly ! ” iind the Baroness at the pen- 
holder with ah inimitable expressiCfti of delight. Everybody 
began to latlgh- 7 -El-Rimi silenced them by a look. 

“ Madame you are und«jr ^ome delusion,” he*^aid quietly, — 

‘ You have no lilies your hand, only a penholder.’^ 

She laughed. . ® 

“You are Very* funny ! ” she said — “but I shall not be 
deceived. I shall wear n'y lilies.” 
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And. she c^ndeavoured to fasten the penholder in the front of 
her bbdice, — when suddenly El-Rami drew his hand away from 
hers. AStartled expression passed over^ her face, but in a 
minute or two she recovered her equanimity and twirled the 
penholdljr fWrjcidly between her fingers. 

“2^re is what you call ze Actual,” she said, taking up the 
conversation where it had previously been internqited. — “ A 
penholder is alway^ a penholder — you can make nothing more 

of ay 

But here she was surrounded by the excited onlookers — a 
flood of explanations poured upon her, as to how she had taken 
that same penholder for a spray of lilies, and so forth, till the 
old lady grew quite hot and angry. 

“I shall not pelieve you 1 ” she said indignantly. — “It is im- 
possible. You haf a joke — but I do not see it. Irene “*^-and 
she looked appealingly to Madame Vassilius, who had witnessed 
the whole scene — *Mt is not true, is it ? 

“Yes*, dear Baroness, it is true,” said Irene soothingly. — 
“But it is a nothing aftec, all. ,Your eyes were de<!:eived for 
the moment — and Mr.^El-Rami has shown us very cleverly, by 
scientific exposition, how the human sight can be deluded — he 
conveyed an impression of lilies to your brain, ‘and you saw 
lilies accordingly. I quite understand, — it is only through the 
brain that wc receive any sense of *sight. The thing is easy of 
comprehension, though it seems wonderful.” 

“ It is devilry ! “ said the Baroness solemnly,^ getting up and 
shaking out her voluminous pink train with a wrathful gesture. 

“ No, Madame, ”‘’said El-Rami earnestly, with a glance at her 
which soAiehow had the effect of quieting her ruffled feelings. 
“ It is merely science. ScitfOce was looked upon as ‘ devilry ’ 
in ancient times, — btlt we in our 'generation are more liberal- 
minded.** *' 

“But .what shall it lead to, all zis science?,** demanded the 
Bareness, still Vith some irritatior\-^“ I see not any use in it. 
If one deceive ze eye? so quickly, it is - only to make peoples 
angry to find demselves stlbh fools ! *' 

“Ah, my dear lady, if we could all kftbw^to what extent 
exactly we could be fooled, — ^not only as regards our sight, but 
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our other senses and passions, we should be wis^r and more 
capable of self-government than we ‘are. Every step that*helps 
us to the attainment^of such knowledge is worth the /aking/’ 
“And you have taken so many of those steps, said Irene 
Vassilius, “ that I suppose it would be difficult *to tdeceive 
you r* 

“I am only human, Madame,” returned El-Rami, with a 
faint touch of bitterness in his tone, “imd therefore I gim 
capable of being led astray by my own emotions as others 
are.” 

. “ Are we not getting too analytical ? ” asked Lord Melthorpe 
cheerily. “ J^ere is Miss ,Chest6r wanting to know where your 
brother Feraz is. She only caught a glimpse of him in the 
distance, — and she would like to make his closer acquaint- 
ance.” » 

“ He wentvith Mr. Ainsworth,” began El-Rimi. 

“ Yes — I saw them together in the conservatory,” said Lady 
Melthorpe. “ They were deep in conversation~but if, is time 
they gave* us a little of their company — 1^11 go and fetch them 
here.” 

She went, but aliffbst immediately refumed, followed by the 
two individuals in question, Fdraz looked atlittfe flushed and 
exciteti, — Roy Ainsworth caitn and nonchalant as usual. 

“ I've askeU your brother to come and sit to me to-morrow,” 
the latter said, addressing himself at once to EhRami. “ He is 
quite willing to oblige me, — and I pj^sume you have no 
objection ? ” * • 

“Not the least in the world!” rcspoiMed El-Rami with 
apparent readiness, though the keen observer nWght have 
detected a slight ring of satirical caldness in his tone. * 

“He is a prions fellowj^^ continued Roy, looking at Fdraz 
where he st(^, going through the formality of an introduction 
to Miss Cheslerj whose bold bright eyes tested upop him in 
frank and undisguised admirj^ion. “ He scems^know notlpng 
of life.” ^ ^ 

“ What do you call ^ life ' ? ” demanded El-Rami, with harsh 
abruptness. * » 
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“Why, lifc as we men live it, of course,” answered Roy, 
complacently. 

“ ‘ Life ,as we men live it ! * ” echoed El-kami. “ By Heaven, 
there is nothing viler under the sun than life lived so ! The 
very becsts have a more decent and self-respecting mode of 
behaviour, — and the everyday existence of an ordinary * man 
about town * is low and contemptible as compared with that of 
an honest-hearted djg 1 ” 

Ainsworth lifted his languid eyes wi?h a stare of amazement ; 
— Irene Vassilius smiled. 

“ I agree with you 1 ” she said softly. 

“ Oh, of course ! ” murmured Roy sarcasticallyT— “ Madame 
Vassilius agrees with everything that points to, or suggests, the 
utter worthlessness of Man 1 ” 

Her eyes flashed. 

“ Believe me,” she said, with some passion, “ i would give 
worlds to be able honour and revere men, — and there are 
some whom I sincerely respect and admire, — but I frankly 
admit that the majority of them awaken nothing in me but the 
sentiment of contempt. I regret it, but I cannot help it.” 

“You want men to be gods,” said AinsVorth, regarding her 
with an indulgent smile ; “ and when they can’t succeed, poor 
wretches, you are hard on them. You are a born goddesiJ, and 
to you it comes quite naturally tc. occupy a throne on Mount 
Olympus, and gaze witn placid indifference on all below, — but 
to others the process i^.difficult. For example, I am a groveller. 
I grovel round the base of the mountain and rattier like it. A 
valley is warmer than a summit, always.” 

A faint ,"ea-shell pink flush crept over Irene’s cheeks, but she 
made lo reply. She was watching Feraz, round whom a bevy 
of pretty wojjien wore congregated, like nineteenth-century 
nymphs round a new liLstern Apollo. He lucked a little 
embarrassed, yet his very diffidence had an indefinable grace and 
attraction abo«t it which was quite, novel and charming to the 
jaded fash’onable fair ones who for the mQpent made him their 
chief object of attention. They were pressing him to give them 
some music, and he hesitated, not out of any^hyuess to perform, 
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but simply from a sense of wonder as to how sucV a spiritual^ 
impersonal, and divine thing as Miisic could be made to assert 
itself in the midst t>f so much evident frivolity, ife looked 
appealingly at his brother, — but El-Rami regarded •him not. 
He understood this mute avoidance of his eyes, — he-wat thrown 
upon himself to do exactly as he chose, — and his sense of pride 
stimulated him to action. Breaking from the ring of his fair 
admirers, he advanced towards the piano, t 

“ I will play a simple prelude,” he* said, “ and, if you like it, 
you shall hear more.” 

. There was an immediate silence. Irene Vassilius moved a 
little apart a/id sat on a Ipw di^an, her hands clasped idly in 
her lap ; — near her stood Lord Melthorpe, Roy Ainsworth, and 
El-Rami; — Sir Frederick Vaughan and his fiande^ Idina 
Chester, occupied what is known as a “flirtation chair” 
together; seteral guests flocked in from the drawing-rooms, 
so that the salon was comp(^ratively well filled. F^raz poised 
his delicate and supple hands on the keyboarfl, — an^ then — 
why, what then ? Nothing ! — only rnysic ! — music divinely pure 
and sweet as a lark's song, — music that spdke of things as yet 
undeclared in mortJl language, — of thS mystery of an angel's 
tears — of the»joy of a rose in bloom, — of the raidsummer dreams 
of a lily enfolded within its •green leaf-pavilion, — of the love- 
messages cafried by silver* beams from bridegroom-stars to 
bride-satellites, — of a hundred delicate'^ and wordless marvels 
the music talked eloquently in rounded ?#id mystic tone. And 
gradually, but* invincibly, upon all those* who listened, there 
fell the dreamy nameless spell of perfect harmony, — they did 
not understand, they could not grasp the far-ofit heavenly 
meanings which the sounds conve^red, but they knew and felt 
such music ^s not earthlj*. The quest, of gol^, or thirst of 
faroe, had ipfhing to do with such ’composition — it was above 
and beyond all that. When the delicfous melody ceased, 
it seemed to leave an emptiness in the air, — ail^aching regr^ in 
the minds of the au(^ence ; had fallen like dew on arid soil, 
and there were tears in many ey^», and pa^ionate emotions 
stirring many hearts, as F^raz pressed his finger-tips with 
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a velvet-like f softness on the closing chord. Then came a 
burst ‘Of excited applause if^hich rather startled him from his 
dreams. 'He looked round with a faint smile of wonderment, 
and this time chanced to meet his brother's gaze earnestly fixed 
upon hire. Then an idea seemed to occur to him, and, playing 
a few soft notes by way of introduction, he said aloud, almost 
as though he were talking to himself — 

“There are in tbe world's history a few old legends and 
stories, which, whether they are related in prose or rhyme, 
seem to set themselves involuntarily to music. I will tell you 
one now, if you care to hear it, — the Story of the Priest 
Philemon.” 

There was a murmur of delight and expectation, followed by 
profound silence as before. 

Feraz lifted his eyes, — bright stag-bke eyes, now flashing wuth 
warmth and inspiration, — and, jiressing the piano pedals, he 
played a few slow solemn chords like the opening bars of a 
church chant ; fnen, in a soft, rich, perfectly modulated voice, 
he began. 
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“T ONG., long ago, in^a far-away province of the Eastern 

J j world, there was once a priest named Philemon. Early 

and late he toiled to acquire wisdom — early and late he prayed 
and meditated on things divine, and unattainable. To the 
Great UnkncAvn his aspirations turned ; with all the ardour of 
his soul he sought to pencitratc behind the mystic veil of fhe 
supreme centre of creation ; and the joys ant? sorro\Vs, hopes 
and labours of mortal existence seemed to* him but worthless 
and contemptible trifles when compared with the eternal marvels 
of the incompreheLMble Hereafter, orf which, in solitude, he 
loved to dreim and ponder.'^ • * 

Hore Feraz paused, — and, t6uching the keys of the piano 
with a caressttng ligjfitness, jjayed a soft minor melody, which, 
like a ‘silver thread of sound, accompanied his next words. 

“ And so, by gradual and almost imp<;rceptible degrees, the 
wise priest Phi'femon forgot the world ; — fcJrgot men, and women, 
and little children, — forgot the blueness of the skies, the verdure 
of the fields, — forgot the grace of daisies growing ii^ the grass, 
— forgot the music of sweet birds s\nging in the boughs, -r-forgot 
indeed every^ing, except — himself! — an^ his prayers, and liis 
wiJ^dom, any his burning desire to approach more closely every 
hour to that wondrous goal of the Divine<»from whence all life 
doth come, and^to which alHife must, in due-^ue, return." 

Here the musica^ accorftpaniment phanged to % plaintive 
tenderness. • 

“ But, by ani ne\rs of the wise priest Philemon began to 
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spread in tfee town near where he ha'd his habitation, — and 
people spoke of his fastings and his watchings with awe and 
wonder, Vith hope and fear, — until at last there came a day 
when a ^eat crowd of the sick and sorrowful and oppressed 
surrounded his abode, and called upon him to pray for them, 
and give them comfort. 

‘ Bestow upon us some of the Divine consolation ! ' they 
cried, kneeling in the dust and weeping as they spoke — ‘ for we 
are weary and worn with Ikbour, — we suffer with harsh wounds 
of the heart and spirit, — many of us have lost all that makes 
life dear. Pity us, O thou wise servant of the Supreme — and 
tell us out of thy stores of hleavenl^v wisdom whether we shall 
ever regain the loves that we have lost ! ' 

“ Then the priest Philemon rose up in haste and writh, and 
going out before them said-F 

“ * Depart from me, ye accursed crew of wicked worldlings I 
Why have ye sougljt me out, and what have I to do with your 
petty mjijeries Lo, ye have brought the evils of which ye com- 
plain upon yourselves, a,nd justice demands that ye should 
suffer. Ask not fiom me one 'word of pity — seek not from 
me any sympathy fof sin. I have severed myself from 
ye all, to escape* pollution, — my life belongs to' God, not to 
Humanity 1 ' ’ • ‘ 

“ And the people hearing him were wroth, and ^ent their way 
homewards, sore at heart, and all uncomforted. And Philen\on 
the priest, fearing \ts% they might seek him out again, departed 
from that place for V;ver, and made for himselV a hut in the 
deep thickness of ^he forest where never a human foot was 
found to v^ander save his own. Here in the silence and deep 
solitude he resolved to work and pray, keeping his heart and 
spirit sanctified from, every soiling* touch of nati^re that could 
separate his thoughts fronnrthe Divine.” * \ * 

Again ^ the music' changed, this time to a^ dulcet rippling 
passage of not^L^ like the flowing ^f a mountain stream, — and 
Fdraz coni^inued, — . • ^ 

“One mornin'g, as, los«,in a rapture of holy meditation, 
be prayed his daily prayer, a small bird^^pelched upon his 
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window-sill, and began ^ sing. Not a loud song, |put a sweet 
song — full of the utmost tenderness and playful warblihg^ — a 
song born out of tjie leaves and grasses and gentlfe winds 
of heaven, — as delicate a tune as ever small bird saiig. The 
priest Philemon listened, and his mind wandered. Thfj bird's 
singing was sweet ; oh, so sweet, that it recalled tb *him many 
things he had imagined long ago forgotten, — almost he heard 
his mother’s voice again, — and the blithe a^d gracious days of 
his early youth suggested themselves to his memory like tlTe 
lovely fragments of a poem once ‘ familiar, but now scarce 
remembered. Presently the bird flew away, and the priest 
Philemon awoke as from a dwsam, — his prayer had been 
interrupted ; his thoughts had been drawn down to earth 
from heaven, all through the twittering of a foolish feathered 
thing not worth a farthing I Angry with himself, he spent 
the day in penitence, — and on the following morning betook 
himself to his devotions with more than his usual ardouf. 
Stretched on his prayer-mat he lay entranced ; when suddenly 
a low swQet trill of ^sound broke gently through the silence, 
— the innocent twittering v6ice o/ the^ little bird once 
more aroused him,— ^ijrstto a sense of \fonder, then of wrath. 
Starting up inj patiently he looked about him, ^d* saw the bird 
quite rjose, within his reach,— it *had flown inside his hut, and 
now hopped lightly over the floor towards him, its bright eyes 
full of 'fearless confidence, its pretty wir^s still quivering with 
the fervour of its song. Then the priesj Philemon seized a 
heavy oaken stijff, and slew it where it stocd with one remorse- 
less blow, and flung the little heap of niflleci feathers out into 
the woodland, saying fiercely — ^ 

“‘Thou, at least, shalt never more disturb my prayers J* 

“ And, even^^^s he thus spoke, a great light shone forth sud- 
denly, more (^zling than the brightnjjss of the day, and lo ! an 
Angel stood ‘within the hut, just where th» dead bird's blood 
had stained the floor. And the priest Philemao fell upon his 
face and trembled greatly, *f(V the Visiqn was mor^ glorious 
than the grandest ofliis dreams. a Voice called aloud, 

saying — 
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“ ‘ Phileipon, why hast thou slain messenger ? * 

“»And Philemon looked up in fear and wonderment, answer- 
ing— ^ t 

“ ‘ Dread Lord, what messenger ? I have slain nothing but 
a bird|,' . 

“And th^ voice spake again, saying — 

“ ‘ O thou remorseless priest 1 — Knowest thou not that every 
bird in the forest^is Mine, — every leaf on the trees is Mine, — 
every blade of grass and ‘every flower is Mine, and is a part of 
Me ! The song of that slain bird was sweeter than thy many 
prayers ; — and when thou didst listen to its voice thou wert 
nearer Heaven than thou hast ever been ! Thou hast rebelled 

* r 

against My law ; — in rejecting Love, thou hast rejected Me, — 
and when thou didst turn the poor and needy from thy doors, 
refusing them all comfort, ^ven so did I turn My Face from 
thee and refuse thy petitions. Wherefore hear now thy punish- 
fAent. For the space of a thousand years thou shalt live within 
this foiVjst j — no human eye shall ever find thee, — no human 
foot shall ever track thee — no human vbice sliall ever sound 
upon thy ears. No companion^ shalt thou have but birds and 
beasts and flowers, — Irom these shalt thou learn wisdom, and 
through thy Iove^|Of these alone shalt thou make .thy peace with 
Heaven 1 Pray no more, — fasfi np more, — for such thingr. count 
but little in the eternal reckonings, — but' /ove/~*^dj\d learn to 
make thyself belovedj even by the least and lowest, and^ by this 
shalt thou penetrate ^ at last the mystery of the Divine ! * 

“ The voice ceased — the glory vanished, anch when the priest 
Philemon raised his eyes he was alone.” 

Here, ^gltering by a few delicate modulations the dreamy 
chars^ter of the music Jie had been improvising, F^raz re- 
verted again^ to the^ quaint, simple, and solei^n chords with 
which he had opened then recitation. \ 

“ Humbled in spLrit, stricken at heart, conscious^of the justice 
of his (ioom, y^t working as one not without hope, Philemon 
began hi? heaven-apppinted task, * And to this day travellers* 
legends tell of ^ vast impenetrable solitude, a forest of giant 
trees, where never a human step has trod, JbuU-where, it is said 
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strange colonies of birds .Jnd beasts do congregate,— ^gsrherc rare 
and marvellous plants and flowers flourish in their fairest hues, 
— where golden bees <jand dazzling butterflies gather bjr thou- 
sands, — where all the songsters of the air make the* woods 
musical, — where birds of passage, outward or homewapd tpund, 
rest on their way, sure of a pleasant haven, — and where all the 
beautiful, wild, and timid inhabitants of field, forest, and 
mountain are at i)eace together, mutually content in an Eden 
of their own. There is a guardian of the place, — so say the 
country people, — a Spiiit, thin and white, and silver-haired, who 
understands the language ot the birds, and knows the secrets of 
the flowers, an^ in whom all^the cifeatures of the woods confide 
— a mystic being whose strange life has lasted nearly a thousand 
years. Generations have passed — cities and empires have 
crumbled to decay, — and none rem, ember him who was once 
called Philemort, — the ‘ wise ' priest, grown wise indeed at last, 
with the only wisdom God fever sanctifies — the Wisdom of 
Love.'* ^ 

With a« soft impi'essive chord t]ie music ceased, — the 
story was ended, — and F^raz rose from the-^piano to be sur- 
rounded at once by a ^o<vd of admirers,* all vying with each 
other in flatte^ng expressions of applause ard dfelight ; but, 
though 'he received these compliments with unaffected and 
courteous grace enougli, his eyes perpetually wandered to his 
brother’s face, — that dark, absorbed bel6ved face, — yes, be- 
loved ! — for, rebel as he might against El-IJimi’s inflexible will 
and despotic poVer, Fdraz knew he could ftever wrench from 
out his heart the deep affection and reverenoe for him which 
were the natural result of years of tender and sympathetic inter- 
course. If his brother had comman(\ed him, he had also Ipved 
him, — there cou'fa be no doubt of that Wjis he djfpleased or 
unhappy now,^liat he looked so sad cud absorbed in gloomy 
and perplexed thought ? A strange pained emotion ^stirred 
Fdraz’s sensitive soul, — some^ intangible vague se!hse of sepaij- 
tion seemed to have arj^en between himsejf and El-RS^i, and 
he grew impatient with this brillian^mssembly t)f well-dressed 
chattering folk, winoso^presence prevented him from giving vent 
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to the full expression of his feelings, r Lady Melthorpe talked 
to him in dulcet languid tones, fanning herself the while, and 
telling him sweetly what a “wonderful t'^uch he had, — what 
an “ exquisite speaking voice " — and so forth, all which ele- 
gantly turned phrases he heard as in a dream. As soon as he 
could escape from her and those of her friends who were 
immediately round him, he made his way to El-Rami and 
touched his arm. u 

“ Let me stay beside "you ! ” he said in a low tone in which 
there was a slight accent of entreaty. 

El-R^mi turned, and looked at him kindly. 

“ Dear boy, you had betteV make new friends while you can, 
lest the old be taken from you.” 

“ Friends ! ” echoed Fdraz — “ Friends — here ? ” Fie gave a 
gesture more eloquent than^spcech, of doubt and disdain, — then 
continued, “Might we not go now? Is it not time to return 
Thome and sleep ? ” 

El-Kami smiled. 

“ Nay, are we not seeing life ? Here we are anvong pretty 
women, well-bred men — the rooms are elegant, — and the 
conversation is as delightfully vague and ‘nearly as noisy as the 
chattering of mocikeys — yet, with all these advantages, you talk 
of sleep ! 

Feraz laughed a little. 

“ Yes, I am tired,*' he said. “ It does not seem to hie real, 
all this — there is sopiething shadowy and unsubstantial about 
it. I think sleep is* better.” *■ 

At that momeni Irene Vassilius came up to them. 

“ I asa just going,” she said, letting her soft serious eyes 
dwell on F^raz with interest, “but I feel I must thank you for 
your story of the \ Priest Philerinon.' Is it y<^ur own idea ? — 
or does such a legend edst ? ” » ^ 

“ Nothing is really new,” replied F^raz — “ but, such as it is, 

is my own hlvention.” 

“ Thon you are dr poet and musician at one and the same 
time,” said Ir6ne. “ Ife^'/^ems a natural combination of gifts, 
yet the two do not always go together.* I ^hope ” — she now 
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addressed herself to “ I hope very murh you win 

come and see me, though Fm afraid Fm not a very popular 
person. My friendsoare few, so I cannot promise you much 
entertainment. Indeed, as a rule, people do not like 
“ / like you ! ” said Fe'raz, quickly and impulsively. » 

She smiled. 

“ Yes ? That is good of you. And I believe you, for you 
are too unworldly to deal in flatteries. oBut I assure yoi; 
that, generally speaking, literary women are never social 
favourites.** 

“ Next even when they are lovely like you ? questioned 
Fdraz, with siipple frankness^ 

She coloured at the evident sincerity of his admiration and 
the boyish openness with which it was thus expressed. Then 
she laughed a little. 

“ Lovelines^is not acknowledged as at all existent in literary 
females,*’ she replied lightly, yet with a touc!) of scorn, — “even 
if they do possess any personal charm, it only sdrves as*., a peg 
for the n?alicious to’ hang a slande;* on. And, of the two 
sexes, men are most cruel to a woman who dares to think for 
herself.*’ * 

“Are you sjre of that, Madame?** asked >El-kimi gently. 

“ May not this be an error of /our judgment ? ** 

“ I would that it were ! *' she said with intense expression — 

“ Heaven knows how sincerely I should rejoice to be proved 
wrong I But I am not wrong. Men always judge women as 
their inferiors, n6t only physically (which thby are) but mentally 
(which they are not), and always deny thei/i an independent ^ 
soul and independent emotions, — the majority of mew, indeed, 
treat them pretty much as a sort, of superior cattle *,-^but, 
nevertheless, there is a something in wh^t the .JFrench call 
* L’filernel F,^inin.* Women are ^ distinctly the greatest 
sufferers in all suffering creation, — and I ?lave often thought 
that for so much pain ancj .50 much misjud^ent, endured 
often with such heroic^ilence'if^d uncomplaining fortitude, the 
compensation will be sweeter an^ m*ire glorioiis than we, half 
drowned in our (^n<*ears, can as yet hope for, or imagine ! ** 
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She paused — her eyes were dark i thought and full of a 

dregftny sorrow, — then, smiling gently, she held out her hand. 

“ I tik too much, you will say — women always do ! Come 
and see* me if you feel disposed — not otherwise; I will send 
you my cavd through Lady Melthorpe — meantime, good-night I ** 

El-Rami took her hand, and, as he pressed it in his own, felt 
again that curious thrill which had before communicated itself 
to his nerves through the same contact. 

“ Surely you must be a Visionary, Madame ! he said abruptly 
and with a vague sense of surprise — “ and you see things not 
at all of this world ! ” 

Her faint roseate colour dd^epened, giving singular beauty to 
her face. 

“What a tell tale hand mine is 1 ” she replied, withdrawing it 
slowly from his clasp. “Yes— you arc right, — if I could not 
see things higher than this world, I could not endure my 
existence for an hour. If is because 1 feel the future so close 
about me thal I have courage for, and indifference to, the 
present.** 

With that, she left them, and both El-Rami and F^raz 
followed her gracefuF movements with nviterested eyes, as she 
glided througli the rooms in her snowy trailing wbes, with the 
frosty flash of diamonds in Her hair, till she had altogether 
disappeared; then the languid voice of Lady Melthorpe 
addressed them. ' 

“ Isn’t she an odd creature, that Irene Vassilius? So quaint 
and peculiar in her ideas ! People detest her, you know — she 
is so dreadfully clever ! ** 

“Thep-^ could not be a better reason for hatred I” said El- 
Rimi 

“You see she says such unpleasant things,*' went on Lady 
Melthorpe, complacently fanning herself, — “she has such 
decided opinions, and will not accommodate herself to people's 
wavs.^ I must Confess I always find her trap myself.'* 

“She -was your guest to-ni«ht,*' sai^ Feraz suddenly, and 
with such a stertmess in abcent as caused her ladyship to 
look at him in blank surprise. ^ a 
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“ Certainly ! One mitt always ask a celebrity.*^,, 

** If one must always ask, then * one is bound alwdys to 
respect,” said F^raz cpldly. “ In our code d' honneur^ we never 
speak ill of those who have partaken of our hospitality.” 

So saying, he turned on his heel and walked awjfy v»ith so 
much haughtiness of demeanour that Lady Melthofpe stood as 
though rooted to the spot, staring speechlessly after him. 
Then rousing herself, she looked at El-RimL and shrugged her 
shoulders. 

“ Really,’* she began, — “really, Mr. El-Rimi, your brother's 
manner is very strange ” 

“It is,” returned El-R|mi qliickly — “I admit it His 
behaviour is altogether unpolished — and he is quite unac- 
customed to society. I told Lord Melthorpe so, — and I was 
against Jiis being invited here. He says exactly what he 
thinks, without* fear or favour, and in this regard is really a 
mere barbarian. Allow me to apologise for ^im ! ” 

Lady Melthorpe bowed stiffly, — she saw, or fafccied sd^ saw, 
a faint iromcal smile playing on El-Rdgai’s lips beneath his dark 
moustache. She was much annoyed, — the •idea of a “boy,” 
like Feraz, presuming c^ralk to her, a leader of London fashion, 
about a code d^honneur! The thing was morfitrous, — absurd ! 
And 3iJ for Irene Vassilius, twhy should not she be talked 
about ? — she Was a public person ; a writer of books which 
Mrs. CJrundy in her church-going m*bods had voted as 
“ dangerous,” Truly Lady Melthorpe coi^^idered she had just 
cause to be ruffled, and she began to regret fiaving invited these 
“ Eastern men,” as she termed them, to her house at all. EK ^ 
Rimi perceived her irritation, but he made no further remark; 
and, as soon as he -could convenientb; do so, he took his f^/rmal 
leave of her. Quickly threading his way through the now 
rapidiy thinning throng, he sought out ^'^raz, whom he found in 
the hall talking to Roy Ainsworth and making final strange* 
ments for the sitting he was Jo^ive the artist nekt day. s. ^ 

“I should like to in^ke a stm^of youiwhead too,” said Roy, 
with a keen glance at El-Rimi ^Wk^he approdched — “but I 
suppose you hav(^no-«kime.” 
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No and still less inclinatiqi ! ” responded El-Rimi 
laughingly ; “ for I have eworn that ho ‘ counterfeit present- 
ment ' of my bodily form shall ever exists, It would always be 
a false •picture — it would never be me, because it would only 
represent the perishable, whilst I am the imperishable.*' 

“ Singular man 1 ” said Roy Ainsworth. What do you 
mean ? ” 

“What should^,! mean,*' replied El-Rami quickly, “save 
what all your religions ind churches mean, if in truth they 
have any meaning. Is there not something else besides this 
fleshly covering ? If you can paint the imagined Soul of a 
man looking out of his eyes,* you are a great artist, — but if you 
could paint the Soul itself, stripped of its mortal disguise, 
radiant, ethereal, brilliant as lightning, beautiful as dawn, you 
would be greater still. Aqd the soul is the Me, — these features 
of mine, this Appearance, is mere covering, — we»want a Portrait, 
not a Costume.” 

“ y6ur argilment applies to your brother as well as yourself,'* 
said Ainsworth, wondering at the elocluent wildness of this 
strange El-Rami's language, and fascinated by it in spite of 
himself. ^ 

“ Just so l'* O^ily the earth-garment of Fdraz k charming and 
becoming — mine is not. It is a. case of ‘ my hair is white but 
not with years ' — the ‘ Prisoner of Chillon ' ?sort of thing. 
Good-night ! ” ’ * 

“ Good-night I ” and the artist shook hands warmly with both 
brothers, sapng ta* F^raz as he parted from him — “ I may 
expect you then to-morrow ? You will not fail ? ” 

“You<;may rely upon me I ” and Feraz nodded lightly in 
;adiet, and followed El-Rami out of the house into the street, 
where they <began tp walk homeward together "a^t a rapid rate. 
As they went, by some mutual involuntary instinct they lifted 
their eyes to the dense blue heavens, where multitudes ol^ stars 
Wf*re brilliantl;^ visible. Feraz ^ew a long deep breath. 

“There,” he said, ,“is the I»ifemte and Real, — what we have 
seen of life to-hight is fini^oj^nd unreal." 

El-Rlmi made no reply. c • 
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•' Do you not think so i” persisted F^raz earnestly^ 

I cannot say definitely what is Real and what is Uyfesfl,” 
said El-Rimi slowly — y both are so near akin. F^raz, are you 
aware you offended Lady Melthorpe to-night ? ” * 

** Why should she be offended ? I only said jurt what I 
thought.” 

“ Good heavens, my dear boy, if you always go about saying 
just what you think, you will find the world to® hot to hold you. ^ 
To say the least of it, you will never b5 fit for society.” 

“ I don't want to be fit for it,” said Feraz disdainfully, “ if 
Lady M'ellhorpe’s ‘ at home * is a picture of it. I want to 
forget it, — the ipost of it, I njean. * I shall remember Madame 
Vassilius because she is sympathetic and interesting. But for 
the rest !— ^my dearest brothei, I am far happier with you.” 
El-Rarry took his arm gently. » 

“ Yet you leave me to-morrow to gratify an artist’s whim !*' 
he said. “ Have you thought of that ? ” , 

“Oh, but that is nothing — only an hour or two’^sitting.% He 
was so very^nxious that I could not revise. Does it displease 
you?” • * ^ • 

“My dear Feraz, I olfl^ispleased at nothing. You com- 
plained of my aathority over you once — and I have determined 
you shal> not complain^ again. ^Consider yourself free.” 

“ I do not wdnt my liberty,” said Feraz almost petulantly. 

“ Try It ! ” responded El-Rami with a smile and half a sigh. 

** Liberty is sweet, — but, like other things^ it brings its own 
responsibilities.” * • 

They walked on dll they had almost reached their own door. 
“Your story of the priest Philemon was very quaint and 
pretty,” said El-^^«Tii then abruptly. You meant it as assort , 
of allegory for me, did you not*?” • t 

F^r^ looked wistfully at him, but beJitated to reply. 

“ It does not quite fit me,” went on El-Raiftii gently. $ I am 
not impervious to love — for \ ^ove you. Perhaps the arl||el| 
will take that fact intj^ considd^tion when they are fettling 
my thousand or*million years* punis^iJiJtenL” 

There was a touth quiet pathos in bis voice which moved 
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li^fraz greatly, and he could not trust nimself to speak. When 
thdy entered their own abode, El-Railii said the usual “ Good- 
night*^ in his usual kindly manner,— fbut Fe'raz reverently 
stooped and kissed the hand extended to him, — the potent 
aand#.hat had enriched his life with poesy and dowered it with 
dreams. 
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A ll the next day El-Rami was alone. F^raz went out early 
to' fulfil the appointment made with Roy Ainsworth ; no 
visitors called, — and not even old Zaroba came near the study, 
where, shut up "^ith his books arfd papers, her master work^ 
assiduously hour after hour, writing as rapidlj^as hand and pen 
would allow, and satisfying his appetite solely with^a few biscuits 
dip])cd in ^ine. Just as the shadowf^of evening were begin- 
ning to fall, his long soliti^ was disturbed b*y the sharp knock 
of a telegraph-messengeT^ho handed him a missive which ran 
briefly thus — * ^ • 

• • 

Your brcflher stays to dine with me. — A insworth.” 

El-Rami crushed the paper in his hai*d, then, flinging it 
aside, stood for a* moment, lost in meditatidh, with a sorrowful 
expression in his dark eyes. • 

“ Ay me ! the emptiness of the world ! '' he murmured at 
last — “ I shall be^t alone, I supposes, as my betters are^left,., 
according to thcTule of this cariously designed anj} singularly 
unsatisfactory system of human life. What do the young care 
for the solitude of their elders who have tended and# loved 
them? New thoughts, new^ scenes, new aspirations beilctfi 
them, and off they go ^ke birdJ^ the wkig,— never t<f return 
to the old nest or the old ways, '^^despise tile majority of 
women myself, — afid y«t I oity from my soul all those who are 
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iiiothers,-;?rthe miserable dignity and nathos of maternity are, 
in opinion, grotesquely painful. pFo think of the anguish 
the poor delicate wretches endure in bringing children at all 
into the world, — then, the tenderness and watchful devotion 
expended on their early years, — and then — why then, these 
same children grow up for the most part into indifferent (when 
not entirely callous) men and women, who make their own 
, lives as it seems best to themselves, and almost forget to whom 
they owe their very existence. It is hard — bitterly hard. 
There ought to be some reason for such a wild waste of love 
and affliction. At present, however, I can see none.*' 

He sighed deeply, and stared , moodily into . the deepening 
shadows. 

“ Loneliness is horrible ! " he said aloud, as though address 
ing some invisible auditor. “ It is the chief terror ^of death, 
— for one must always die alone. No matter kow many friends 
and relatives stand weeping round the bed, one is absolutely 
alone! the' hour of death, for the stunned soul wanders 
blindly 

• ' ' “ out of sights 

Far off a place wherh^ not hcard^ 

That solitary piuse and shudder on the brink 6f the Unseen is 
fearful, — it unnerves us all to think of it. If Love cduld help 
us, — but even Love grows faint and feeble then." 

As he mused thus, a strange vague longing came over him, 
— an impulse arising out of he knew not \vhat suggestion ; and, 
acting on his thought, he went suddenly and swiftly upstairs, 
and straight into the chamber of Lilith. Zaroba was there, and 
rose frcfin her accustomed corner silently, and moved with a 
4 Som\'what feeble step in/^o the ante-room V-bile El-Rami bent 
over the s» eeping girl. I.,oveli^r than ever she seemed that 
evening, — and, as he stbopod above her, she Stretched out her 
fair wbite arms and smiled His heart beat quickly, — he had, 
ff-'-^me moment, ceased to analyse* his o./n feelings, — and he 
permitted himself to gaze y()(jn her ^^eauty and absorb it, 
without, as usual, takin^J^iiTy thought of the scientific aspect of 
her condition. ^ ^ * 
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“Tresses twistei by fairy fingers, ^ 

In which the l^ht of the nv^rning lingers ! • J * 

he murmured, as he touched a rippling strand of the lovely 
hair that lay spread like a fleece of gold floss silk on the pillow 
near him, — “ Poor Lilith ! — Sweet Lilith ! ” ^ • 

As if responsive to his words, she turned slightly towards 
him, and felt the air blindly with one wandering white hand. 
Gently he caught it and imprisoned it witMn his own, — then^ 
on a strange impulse, kissed it. To liis utter amazement she 
answered that touch as though it had been a call. 

I am here, . . . my Beloved ! ” 

He started, <and an icy thrill ran through his veins; — that 
word ‘‘ Beloved ” was a sort of electric shock to his system, 
and sent ’a dizzying rush of blood to his brain. What did she 
mean, — what could she mean ? * The last time she had 
addressed him* she had declared that he was not even l^r 
friend — now she called him hpr “ beloved ^^^as much to his 
amazement as his fear^ Presently, however, he considered that 
here perhaps w'as some new d^eloprycnt of his experiment ; — 
the soul of Lilith might p^^ssibly be in closer communion with 
him than he had yet im^ined. But, in spite of Ins attempt to 
reason away his emotions, he wa^ nervous, aifd stood by the 
couch silently, afraid, to spea^, and equally afraid to move. 
Lilith lyas silent too. A long pause ensued, in which the 
usually subdued tickings of the clock seemed to become pain- 
fully audible. !^1-Rami’s breath came and went quickly, — he 
was singularly excited, — some subtle warSith from the little 
hand he held permeated his veins, and a se*hse of such utter ^ 
powerlessness possessed him as he had never e^cperienced 
before. What a-^d him ? He could not tell. Where was tha 
iron force of his despotic will*? He seemed unakle to| exert 
it, — unable evdh tg coherently i/fhile Lilith's hand thus 
rested in his. H,^d she grown stronger * than hims<*if? A 
tingling tremor ran through iiim, as the strange words dUae 
monk's written warni^jg suddefliy^Tecurred to his merntfly. 

Beware the end 1 With Llft{(j's love *comes Lilith's 
freedom.” * ^ > 

225 



THE SOUL OF ULITH 

smiled with placid sweitness, and still left her 
hand i<)nfidingly in his ; he held that^hand, so warm and soft 
and white, and was loath to let it gOj-^-he studied the rapt 
expressihn of the beautiful face, the lovely curve of the sweet 
shut lips, 'the delicately-veined lids of the closed eyes, — and 
was dimly conscious of a sense of vague happiness curiously 
intermingled with terror. By and by he began to collect his 
ideas which had breen so suddenly scattered by the one word 
“ Beloved,” — and he resolved to break the mystic silence that 
oppressed and daunted him. 

“ Dreaming or waking, is she?” he queried aloud, a little 
tremulously, and as though he wer^ talking to hjmself. “ She 
must be dreaming 1 ” 

“ Dreaming of joy ! ” said Lilith softly, and with quick 
responsiveness — “ only that Joy is no dream ! I lv?ar your 
voice, — I am conscious of your touch, — almc/st I see you! 
The cloud hangs t^iere between us still — but God is good, — 
He wiji removfe that cloud.” 

El-Rami listened, perplexed and wondering. 

“ Lilith,” he saia in a voice that strove in vain to assume its 
wonted firmness and authority — “ Wh’JET say you of clouds, — 
you who are m the full radiance of a light that is quenchless ? 
Have you not told me of a glor> that out-dazzles the sun, in 
which you move and have your being, — then* what do you 
know of Shadow ? ” ‘ 

“ Yours is the ^adow,” replied Lilith — “ not mine ! I 
would that I could iift it from your eyes, that* you might see 
, the wonder and the beauty. Oh, cruel Shadow, that lies 
between &iy love and me 1 ” 

,, “l^ilith! Lilith!” exclsiimed El-Rami in^jtrange agitation, 

Why will you talk,pf love I ” ‘ 

“Do you not think 6f love?” said Lili^h-^i” and m? 4 st I 
not respond to youf innermost thought ? ” 

J‘>^c)t always do you so respond, JJhth 1 ” said El-R^mi quickly, 
recoverihg himself a Httle, and.^ad of ap opportunity to bring 
back his mind fo a more J^icntific level. “Often you speak of 

things I know not, — things that perhans I lihalllnever know ” 
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“Nay, you must kniw,” said Lilith, with soft,persisteirt(^. 
“ Every unit of life in ^ery planet is bound to know it/ Cause 
and Final Intention^ All is clear to me, and will be so to you, 
hereafter. You ask me of these things — I tell you,— but you 
do not believe me ; — you will never believe me till-^th^ end.” 

“ Beware the end ! ** The words echoed themselves so dis- 
tinctly in El-Rami’s mind that he could almost have fancied 
they were spoken aloud in the room. “ Wkat end ? ” he askq^ 
eagerly. * 

But to this Lilith answered nothing. 

. He* looked at the small sensitive hand he held, and, stroking 
it gently, was«about to lay jt back on her bosom, when all at 
once she pressed her fingers closely over his palm, and sat 
upright,’ her delicate face expressive of the most intense 
emotioni notwithstanding her closed eyes. 

“ Write ! ” sfle said in a clear penetrating voice that sent 
silvery echoes through the room — “ write t]iese truths to**tiie 
world you live in. Tell the people they all wofk for Ifyil, and 
thereforeTEvil shall be upon them. ^JVhat they sow, even that 
shall they reap, — with th^measure they hafe used, it shall be 
measured to them agafifT O wild world ! — sad world ! — world 
wherein the ^ride of wealth, the joy of sin, file cruelty of 
avaricS, the curse of ^elfishnefs, outweigh all pity, all S)mipathy, 
all love ! Fol- this God’s law of Compensation makes but one 
return — Destruction. Wars shall prevait ; plague and famine 
shall ravage the nations ; — young children shall murder the 
parents who bore them ; theft and rapine* shall devastate the 
land. For your world is striving to live wtthout God, — and 
world without God is a disease that must die. Like a burnt- 
out star this Ea;A shall fall from its sphere and vanish ^tterjy 
— and its sister-planets shall t:now it no ropre. ]5or wtcn it is 
bori> again, il^wilj be new.” • 

The words came from her lips with a soft of fervid eloquence 
which seemed to exhaust h#r^for she grew paler and palli^aij.nd 
her head began to^sink batAward on •the pillow. •El-Rimi 
gently put his arm round her to sJrAort her, and, as he did so, 
a kind of superifatuifll ligjjit irradiated her features. 
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BelievCfjne, O my beloved, believathe words of Lilith I " 
she failiemured. “ There is but one lat^ leading to all Wisdom. 
Evil generates Evil, and contains within itself its own retribu- 
tion. Good generates Good, and holds within itself the germ 
ol eteriual Reproduction. Love begets Love, and from Love is 
born Immortality ! ” 

Her voice grew fainter, — ^she sank entirely back on her 
pillow ; yet once again her lips moved and the word “ Immorta- 
lity ! '' floated whisperingly like a sigh. El-Rami drew his arm 
away from her, and at the same instant disengaged his hand 
from her clasp. She seemed bewildered at this, and for . a 
minute or two felt in the air as /hough searcljjng for some 
missing treasure, — then her arms fell passively on each side of 
her, seemingly inert and lifeless. El-Rami bent over her half 
curiously, half anxiously, — his eyes dwelt on the ruby-like jewel 
that heaved gently up and down on her softly rounded bosom, 
— he watched the j:ed play of light around it, and on the white 
satiny *skin beneath, — and then, — all at once his sight grew 
dazzled and his brain began to swim. How lovely she was ! — 
how much more than lovely 1 And j:iow utterly she was his ! — 
his, body and soul, and in his power He was startled at the 
tenor of his own unbidden thoughts, — whence, ir^ God's name, 
came these new impulses, these wild desires that firtd his 
blood? . . . Furious with himself for what he deemed the 
weakness of his own emotions, he strove to regain the mastery 
over his nerves, — taisettle his mind once more in its usual 
attitude of cold inflexibility and indifferent composure, — but 
all in vain. Some'^subtle chord in his mental composition had 
been touc^led mysteriously, he knew not how, and had set all 
khe otjher chords a-quiveriug, — and he felt hhis^jelf all suddenly 
to be ^ 5 sub^^ued and powerless a;* when his mysterious visitor, 
the monk from Cyprus, had summoned up (to -daunt hipi, as 
he thoi^ht) the stra'nge vision of an Angel in his room. 

ruin he looked at Lilith ; — he resisted the temptation 
that ass^ed him to dasp her i^'his arm^ to shower a lover's 
kisses on her li^ and thi^^aken her to the full bitter-sweet 
consciousness of earthly fife, — ^till in the SHarp- extremity of his 
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struggle, and loathing himself for his own folly, tye sudddny 
dropped on his knees bjl the side of/the couch and gaz^ Vith 
a vague wild entreaty at the tranquil loveliness that lay there 
so royally enshrined. * 

** Have mercy, Lilith ! ” he prayed half aloud, aqfi scarcely 
conscious of his words. “ If you are stronger in your weakness 
than I in my strength, have mercy ! Repel me, — distrust me, 
disobey me — but do not love me ! Make tne not as one oi 
the foolish for whom a woman^s smile, a woman*s touch, are 
more than life, and more than wisdom. O let me not waste 
the labour of my days on a freak of passion 1 — let me not lose 
everything I .have gained ^by long study and research, for 
the mere wild joy of an hour 1 Lilith, Lilith ! Child, woman, 
angel ! — ^whatever you are, have pity upon me ! 1 dare not 

love youJ. ... I dare not I ” 

So murmurirllg incoherently, he rose, and, walking dizzily like 
a man abruptly startled from <Jeep sleep, he .went straight out 
of the room, never looking back once, else he might ha^g seen 
how diviitfely, how victoriously Lilith ^%milcd I 
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R eaching his study, He shut himself in apd locked the 
door, — and, then sitting down, buried his head in his 
hands and fell to thinking. Such odd thoughts to6 ! — they 
came unbidden, and chased one another in and out of his 
brain like will-o’-the-wisps in a wilderness. Itwas growing late, 
and F^raz had not^jet returned, — but he heeded not the hour, 
or his J£)rother’j^ continued absence, — he was occupied in such a 
mental battle with his ow^ inward forces as made him utterly 
indifferent to exteinal thmgs. ' Thg question he chiefly asked 
himself was this : — Ot what use was a'#' the science he had dis- 
covered and tnasjered, if he was not exempt, — ‘utterly exempt 
from the emotions common to the most ignorant of men ? His 
pride had been that he was “ above ” human nature, — that he 
was able to look dowh upon its trivial joys and sorrows' with a 
supreme and satiric*, scorn, — that he knew its ways so well as 
to be able to calcuUce its various hesitating mbves in all direc- 
tions, social and ♦'political, with very nearly exact accuracy. 
Why then»>was he shaken to the very centre of his being to- 
pight* by the haunting vis^pn of an angelic fsCfC and the echo 
of a |«ireet ^aint vc^jce softly breathing the wbrds — “ My be- 
loved He could dominate others; why could hq not 
dominate himself? 

“,Tihis will nfever do!” he sajd^. aloud at* last, starting up 
from his-‘ brooding attitude — must read — I must work, — 
I must, at all cdsts, get oi^of this absurd frame of mind into 
which I have unwittingl/Sillen. Besidesj^howoften have I not 

430 ^ 



THE SOUL OF LlUlb ’ 


assured myself that for all practical earthly copsiderati^i^ 
Lilith is dead — positivel| dead i ” / ^ * 

And to reinstate lymrelf in this idea he unlocked his desk 
and took from it a small parchment volume in which- he had 
carefully chronicled the whole account of his expc?riin^nt on 
Lilith from the beginning. One page was written in the form 
of a journal — the opposite leaf being reserved for “ queries,” 
and the book bore the curious superscription “ In Search 
the Soul of Lilith ’* on its cover. Thh statement began at once 
without preamble, thus ; 

August 8„i8 — . 9 p.M,i — Lilfth, an Arab girl, aged twelve, 
dies in my arms. Cause of death, fever and inanition. Heart 
ceased t6 beat at ten minutes past eight this evening. While 
the blood is still warm in the corpse I inject the ‘ Electro- 
flamma ^ undernhe veins, close beneath the heart. No imme- 
diate effect visible. 

“ii p.M. — Arab women lay out Lilith’s coi^ise ^or*i)urial. 
Questioned the people as to her origip. An orphan child, of 
poor parentage, no educapor^ and unquief disposition. Not 
instructed in religious xflhtters, but following the religious cus- 
toms of othert by instinct and imitation. Distinctive features 
of the'* girl when in ^ health-^resnessness, temper, animalism, 
and dislike of restraint. Troublesome to manage, and not a 
thinking child by any means. 

August 9. 5 A.M. — The caravan has just started on its 

way, leaving the* corpse of Lilith with me. •The woman Zaroba 
remains behind Feraz I sent away last night in haste. I tell 
Zaroba part of my intention ; she is superstitious and afraid of 
me, but willing >fto serve me. Lilijh remains inanimate. \ 
again use the ‘ £lectro-flamm3,' this time cjose to ^11 thi chief 
arteries. No «ign of life. ^ I 

^'August 10. Noon. — I begin rather to*despair. Af a last 
resource I have injected carefully a few drops of ‘ Fld^gja * 
close to the brain ; it is the mainspring erf the whole Machine, 

and if it can be set iff motion ^ 

“ Midnight. — 'V^ictoty ! ^The brain ^as commenced to pulsate 
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hubly, and .the heart with it. Breathing has begun, but slowly 
and wij:h difficulty. A faiirit colour ha/> come into the hitherto 
waxen face. Success is possible now. , 

“ August 15. — During these last five days Lilith has breathed, 
and, to a certain extent, lived. She does not open her eyes, 
nor move a muscle of her body, and at times still appears dead. 
She is kept alive (if it is life) by the vital fluid, and by that 
X>nly. I must give her more time. 

August 20. — I have called her by name, and she has 
answered — but how strangely ! Where does she learn the 
things she speaks of? She sees the Earth, she tells me, like 
a round ball circling redly in a cloud of vapours, and she 
hears music everywhere, and perceives a ‘ light beyond.^ When 
and how dots sht perceive any thing 

Here on the opposite side of the page was written the 
“ query,” which in .this case was headed 

Prob?,em.” 

* 

“Given, a child’s brain, not whollf^ developed in its intel 
lectual capacity, with no impressions save those which are purely 
material, and place that brain in fe state of perpetual tran^'e, how 
does it come to imagine or comprehend things which science cannot 
prove f Is it the Soul which conveys these impressions, and, if 
so, what is the Soul, and where is it ? ” 

El-Rami read the^'passage over and over again, then, sighing 
impatiently, closed^lhe book and put it by. 

“ Since wrote that, what has she not said — what has she 
not told me I ” he muttered ; “ and the ‘ cknld's brain * is a 
child’^brain no longer, but a worfian’s, while shb has obtained 
absolu .ely no knowledge* of any sort by external means. Yet 
she — sbe who was described by those who knew her in her 
forj}[)«i> life as * not a thinking child, troublesome and difficult 
to manage/ she it is,‘Who desciibes to me the scenery and 
civilisation of M^irs, the inf^bitants of Siriils, the wonders of a 
myriad of worlds ; she it Is who talks of the rsf^ishing beauty of 
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things Divine and immortal, of the glory of the havens, o>^he 
destined fate of the \vtrld. God ^knows it is very stj^hn^e ! — 
and the problem write out six years ago is hardly nearer 
solving than it was then. If I could believe — but then I cannot 
— I must always doubt, and shall not doubt ltad« to dis- 
covery ? ” * 

Thus arguing with himself, and scoffing interiorly at the 
suggestion which just then came unbidden to his mindy 
^'Blessed are they which have not *seen and yet believed'^ — he 
turned over some more papers and ported them, with the inten- 
tion and hope of detaching his thoughts entirely from what had 
suddenly beqpme the too-eijthralling subject of Lilith's beauteous 
personality. Presently he came upon a memorandum, over 
which he nodded and smiled with a sort of grim satirical content, 
entitled, “The Passions of the Human Animal as Nature made 
Him ; ” it was only a scrap — ^a hint of some idea which he had 
intended to make use of in^ literary work, J)ut he read it over 
now with a good deal of curious satisfaction, ^t ran tfUis ; 

“ Man, as a purely natural creature, fairly educated, but 
wholly unspiritualised, i,% a ^mental composition of: Hunger, 
Curiosity, Sclf-Esteen*/ Avarice, Cowardice, Lust, Cruelty, 
Personal Ambition ; and on these vile cjwalifies alone our 
‘ socii?ty ' hangs toge^ther ; th« virtues have no place anywhere, 
and do not c^unt at all, save as conveniently pious metaphors.” 

“ if is true ! " he said aloud — “ as trde as the very light of 
the skies! Now am I, or have I ever*been, guilty of these 
common vices of ordinary nature? No, ho ; I have examined 
my own conscience too often and too carefully. I have been, 
accused of personal ambition, but even that is a Mse accusa- 
tion, for I do net seek vulgar rewards, or the noise of notorie^ 
ringing about ftiy name, Afl that I am seeking 40 disfover is 
me^t for the benefit of the worlc/; that Humanity^poor, 
wretched, vicious Humanity — may know •positively ain^ finally 
that there is a Future. till they do know it, beyhf^ all 

manner of doubt, why should they stri^ to be bett^ ? Why 
should they seek quell their ai*y!ialism ? Why should the)^ 
need to be an/ better ^han they a)b ? And why, above all 
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tilings, should they be exhorted by their, preachers and teachers 
to faste\i their faith to a Myth, and anchor their hopes on a 
Dream ? ” 

At that* moment a loud and prolonged rat-tat-tatting at the 
street dcor startled him, — he hastily thrust all his loose manu- 
scripts into a drawer, and went to answer the summons, glancing 
at the clock as he passed it with an air of complete bewildcr- 
apcnt, — for it was close upon two a.m., and he could not imagine 
how the time had flown. He had scarcely set foot across the 
hall before another furious knocking began, and he stopped 
abruptly to listen to the imperative clatter with a curious 
wondering expression on his dark h:>.ndsome face. When the 
noise ceased again, he began slowly to undo the door. 

“ Patience, my dear boy,*’ he said as he flung it open — ‘‘ is a 
virtue, as you must have seen it set forth in copy-books. I 
provided you with a latch-key — where is it ? — thtre could not 
be a more timely hour for its usage.” 

But while he spoke, F^raz, for it was he, had sprung in swiftly 
like some wild animal pursued by hunters, and he now^ stood in 
the hall, nearly breathless, staring coKfusedly at his brother with 
big, feverishly-bright bewildered eyes. ^ 

“ Then I have escaped I ” he said in a half-whimper — “ I am 
at home, — really at home again \ 

El-Rimi looked at him steadily, — then, turning away quietly, 
carefully shut and bolt'<}d the door. 

“ Have you spent ap* happy day, F^raz? ” he gently inquired. 

“ Happy ! ” echoetl Ft^raz — “ Happy ? Yes. No 1 Good 
God ! — what do yod mean by happiness?” 

El-Rami« looked at him again, and, making no reply to this 
adjuration, simply turned about and went ’into his study. 
Fcraz f«Ulowed. 

“ I llfriow what you think,” he said in pained accents — You 
think been drinking — so I have. But I’m not drunk, for 
all They gave me wine — had burgundy— detestable 

champagVte — the sun never shone bn the g;rapes that made it, 

•and I took very little of It is not that which has filled 
me with a terror too real fo deserve your StornV— it is not that 
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which has driven me home here to you fqr help ^nd 

shelter '* \ * * 

» It is somewhat ^atel to be ‘driven' home," remarked El- 
Rami with a slightly sarcastic smile — “ Two in the morning, and 
— bad champagne or good, — you are talking, my d|ar f ^raz, to 
say the least of it, rather wildly.” 

“ For God’s sake do not sneer at me 1 " cried Fdraz passion- 
ately — “ I shall go mad if you do 1 Is it as late as you say 
1 never knew it. I fled from thdm at midnight ; — I have 
wandered about alone under the stars since then.” 

. At these words, El-Rami's expression changed from satire to 
compassion. , His fine ey^ softened, and their lustrous light 
grew deeper and more tender. 

“Aldne — and under the stars?” he repeated softly — “Are 
not the JLwo things incompatible — ^to you ? Have you not made 
the stars your^ompanions — ^almost your friends ?” ^ 

“No, no ! ” said Fdraz, vith a swift gesture of utter hope- 
lessness. “ Not now — not now ! for all is changed, f^see life 
as it is^hideous, foul, corruptible, jjruel 1 and the once bright 
planets look pitiless; tl^ heavens I^tlJbught so gloriously 
designed are but an iiApenetrable vault arched over an ever- 
filling grave. • There is no light, no hope awywTiere ; how can 
there t)e in the face of so much sin ? El- Rami, why did you 
not tell me? •why did you not warn me of the accursed evil of 
this pulsating movement men call Life ?• For it seems I have 
not lived, I have only dreamed I ” • 

And with a*heavy sigh, that seemed Vrung from his very 
heart, he threw himself wearily into a chkir, and buried his^ 
head between his hands in an attitude of utter dejection. 

El-Rami looked at him as he sat Jhus, with a certain shadqyr 
of melancholy on his own firffe features, tl^n he spoke gfently ; 
“^ho tolc^you, Fdraz, that you h 2 ^^e not lived?” he^ked. 
“Zaroba did, first of all," returned Feifiz reluctantlj/; “and 
now he, the artist Ainswoi^^lj^ says the same thing. Iff f^ems 
that to men of the world Iriook a fooL I know ndlhing; I 

am as ignorant as a^arbarian ■ 

“ Of what ? " ^uerftd 4}is brother. '“Of wine, loose womens 
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the race-course and the gaming-table? Yes, I grant you, 
you are ignorant of these, jiind you mhy thank God for your 
ignorance. And these wise ‘ men of .he world * who are so 
superior to you — in what does their wisdom consist ? ” 

F^razh sat silent, wrapt in meditation. Presently he looked 
up ; his lashes were wet, and his lips trembled. 

“ I wish,** he murmured, “ I wish I had never gone there, 
<CT-I wish I had beeri content to stay with you.** 

El-Rami laughed a little, but it was to hide a very different 
emotion. 

“ My dear fellow,** he said lightly, “ I am not an old woman 
that I should vrish you to be tied tq, my apron-strings. Come, 
make a clean breast of it ; if not the champagne, what is it that 
has so seriously disagreed with you ? '* 

“ Everything I *’ replied F^raz emphatically. “ The. whole 
day has been one of discord — what wonder therx that I myself 
am out of tune 1 ^hen I first started off from the house this 
morninj^, I wa^ full of curious anticipation — I looked upon 
this invitation to an artist/s studio as a sort of break in what 
I chose to call the tfvep monotony ofi, my existence, — I fancied 
I should imbibe new ideas, and be aWe to understand some- 
thing of the artiskc world of London if I spent tiie day with a 
man truly distinguished in his 'profession. When I arrived 
at the studio, Mr, Ainsworth was already at work — he was 
painting — a woman.** * 

“ Well ? ** said El Rimi, seeing that Fdraz paused, and 
stammered hesitatingly. 

x “ She was nude, this woman,** he went on in a low shamed 
voice, a hol^ flush creeping over his delicate boyish face, — ‘'A 
Creature without any mod,esty or self-respect. A model, Mr. 
Ainsw^lrth called hey, — and it se^ms that she took his money 
for shewing herself thu^. Her body was beai^tiful ; li^e a 
statue h^jshed with life, — but she was a devil, El-R^mi 1 — the 
foulp^'is of her spirit was reflected iia her bold eyes — the coarse- 
ness of her mind found echo in her voice, — and I — I sickened 
the sight of her ; I had never believed 'in the existence of 
€ends, — but was one'l" .0 * 
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El-Rimi was silent, and Fdraz resumed — « 

“ As I tell you, Ainsviorth was painting her, and he ask eel me 
to sit beside him an^ i^litch his work. His request surprised 
me, — I said to him in a whisper, ‘ Surely she will resent the 
presence of a stranger ? * He stared at me. ‘ Shp ? <• Whom 
do you mean ? * he inquired. ‘ The woman there, ^ I answered. 
He burst out laughing, called me ‘ an innocent,^ and said she 
was perfectly accustomed to ‘pose* before twenty men at 
time, so that I need have no scrtiples on that score. So 
I sat down as he bade me, and * watched in silence, and 
thought ” 

“Ah, what, did you think,?” asked El-Rami. 

“I thought evil things,” answered Feraz deliberately. 
“And, Vhile thinking them, I knew they were evil. And I 
put my -awn nature under a sort of analysis, and came to the 
conclusion that, when a man does wrong, he is perfectly aware 
that it is wrong, and that, therefore, doing.^ wrong deliberately 
and consciously, he ^ has no right to seek fol^ivenes^,, either 
through •Christ or any other interj^iediary. He should be 
willing to bear the brunt fiifTt, and his prayers should be for 
punishment, not for pai^on.” 

“ A severe doctrine,” observed El-Rami. 4^ Strangely so, for 
a yourlfe man who ha^ not ‘ li^ed,^but only ‘dreamed.'” 

“In my dteams I see nothing evil,” said Fdraz, “and I 
think nothing evil. All is harmoniouf ; all works in sweet 
accordance with a Divine and Infinite plan, of whose ultimate 
perfection 1 am sure. I would rather dr&am so, than live as 
I have lived to-day.” • ^ 

El-Rami forbore to press him with any questionsf and, after 
a little pause, he went on : , ^ 

“ When that^ woman — th^ model — we/it aws^ frq^ the 
studip, I was as thankful as one migh/ be for the removil of a 
plague. She dropped a curtain over her bare limiss and 
disappeared like some vanisljing evil spirit. Then Airftjp^rth 
asked me to sit to him. I obeyed willingly. He plac^ci me in 
a half-sitting, half-^cumbent attitude, and Oegan to sketchvM^ 
Suddenly, after AbouPhaJf an hour, ft occurred to me that he 
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pernaps wanted to put me in the same picture with that fiend 
who had gone, and I asked him tl:^ question point-blank. 
* Why, certainly ! * he said. ‘ You willfiappear as the infatuated 
lover of that lady, in my great Academy work.’ Then, 
El-Rarwti, spme suppressed rage in me broke loose. I sprang 
up and confronted him angrily. ‘Never!’ I cried. ‘You 
•hall never picture me thus 1 If you dared to do it, I would 
-^ip your canvas tO' shreds on the very walls of the Academy 
itself! I am no “model,*' to sell my personality to you for 
gold I ’ He laughed in that lazy, unmirthful way of his. ‘ No,’ 
he said, ‘you are certainly not a model, you are a tiger — a 
young tiger — quite furious and untamed. I wi^ih you would 
go and rip up my picture on the Academy walls, as you say ; it 
would make my fortune; I should have so many orders for 
duplicates. My dear fellow, if you won’t let me put^you into 
my^/tanvas, you are no use to me. I want your meditative 
face for the face of^ a poet destroyed by a passion for Phryne. 
I reall^ think you might oblige me.’ ‘Never!’ I said; ‘the 
thing would be a libel and a lie. My face is not the' face you 
want. You want ^ weak face, a lound foolish brow, and a 
receding chin. Why, as God made Itie, and as I am, every 
one of my featuKis would fdsify your pictiireV story ! The 
man who voluntarily sacrifices his genius and his hcJpes of 
heaven to vulgar vice and passion must have weakness in him 
somewhere, and as a true artist you are bound to show that 
weakness in the features you portray.' ‘And have you 
no weakness, you “young savage?’ he asked. ‘Not that 
.. weakness ! ’ I said. ‘ The wretched incapacity of will that 
brings the Vhole soul down to a grovelling depth of materialism 
T-that is not in me ! * J spoke angrily, El-Rami, perhaps 
violent y ; brt I co^jld not hel^ myself. He stared at me 
curiou\dy, and began dl^awing lines on his palette with his 
brush liipped in colour. ‘You are a very singular young 
fellfi'*T‘,'‘ be said at last ‘ But I nvist tell you that it was the 
fair Ire^ Vassilius who suggested to me that your face would 
'^^e suitable for ‘that of tW poet in my'"'picture. I wanted 
to please her—' •'^ou will plqj-se*- her ‘more by telling 
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her what I say/ I interrupted him abruptly. ^ TSell her-^^ — * 

‘ That you are a nev^ Parsifal/ Jie said mockingly. Ah, 
she will never beli<jve Tt ! All men in her opinion are either 
brutes or cowards.’ Then he took up a fresh square of canvas, 
and added : ‘Well, I promise you I will not pujt|yoift in my 
picture, as you have such a rooted objection to figuring in 
public as a slave of Phryne, though, I assure you, most young 
fellows would be proud of such a disti*ction ; for one 
hardly considered a “ man ” nowadays unless one professes to 
be “ in love ” — God save the mark !— with some female beast of 
the stage or the music-hall. Such is life, my boy ! There ! now 
sit still with tj:iat look of supreme scorn on your countenance, 
and that will do excellently.’ ‘On your word of honour, 
you win not place me in your picture ? ' I said. * On my 
word of "honour,’ he replied. So, of course, I could not doubt 
him. And he drew my features on his canvas quickly,^ and 
with much more than ordinary skill; ?^d, when he had 

finished his sketch, he took me out to lunA with \im at 

> 

a noisy, "Crowded place, called the Criterion.’ There were 
numbers of men and WiOiffen there, jC^ing and drinking, 
all of a low type, I fiiought, and some of them of a most 
vulgar and hisolent bearing, more like dr?Ssed*up monkeys 
than human beings,^ I told Ainsworth ; but he laughed, and 
said they were very fair specimens of civilised society. Then, 
after lunch, we went to a club, whAe several men were 
smoking and throwing cards about. They asked me to play, 
and I told tliem I knew nothing of* the game. Where- 
upon they explained it ; and I said it sdbmed to me to be • 
quite an imbecib method of losing money. Then they 
laughed uproariously. One said I ,was ‘ very fresh,' whatever 
that might mean. Another* asked .^nsyrorth '.rhat Re had 
brought me there for, and Ainsworm answered ; ‘ t 4 show 
you one of the greatest wonders of tl^e century — a really 
young man in his youth^'^and then they laughed'^.* gain. 
Later on he took me into tiie Parje There I saw Madame 
Vassilius in her erfriage. She looked fair* and cold, and!" 
proud and wear^ all tat'^nce. Her^orses came to a stand- 
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stih'- under Xpe trees, and Ainsworth went up and spoke to 
her. ‘ She looked at me very earnest^ as she gave me her 
hand, and only said one thing : ‘ Wj^at ^a pity you are not 
with your brother ! * I longed to ffsk her why, but she 
seemed*) unwilling to converse, and soon gave the signal to 
her coachman to drive on — in fact, she went at once out of 
the Park. Then Ainsworth got angry and sullen, and said : 

hate intellectual women ! That pretty scribbler has made 
so much money that she* is perfectly independent of man’s 
help — and, being independent, she is insolent.’ I was sur* 
prised at his tone. I said I could not see where he perceived 
the insolence. ‘ Can you not ? ' ^he asked. ‘ She studies 
men instead of loving them ; that is where she is insolent — 
and — insufferable I * He was so irritated that I did not pursue 
the subject, and he then pressed me to stay and dine with him. 
I accepted — and I am sorry I did.” '«* 

“■Why?” asked,, El-Rimi in purposely indifferent tones. 
“At pi^isent, s6 far as you have told me, your day seems 
to have passed in a v^y harmless manner. A pc*ep at a 
model, a lunch at \h^ Criterion,' a,^glance at a gaming-club, 
a stroll in the Park — what could be ts^iore ordinary? 'Ihere 
is no tragedy invit, such as you seem inclined* to imagine ; 
it is all the merest bathos.” *r 

Feraz looked up indignantly, his eyes sparklingi 
“ Is there nothing vragic in the horrible, stifling, stra'ngling 
consciousness of evil surrounding one like a plague ? ” he 
demanded passionately. “To know and to ffeel that God is 
^ far off, instead of near ] that one is shut up in a prison of one’s 
own making., where sweet air and pure light cannot penetrate ; 
tp be perfectly conscious that one is moving and speaking with 
difficulty andi, agitation in a thick, Vhoking atmdi>phere of lies — 
lies — a^l lies ! Is that tragic ? Is that all bathos ? ” ^ 
“Myedear fellow, «it is lifel” said El-Rarni sedately. “It 
is wljgit you wanted to see, to know^^,and to understand.” 

“ It ife- fUft life 1 ” declared F^iaz hotly. “ The people who 
vAScept it as such are foois, and delude ft&emselves. Life, as 
God gave it to us, is b^utiful and noble — g*andly suggestive 
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of the Future beyond ; but you will not tell me ^here is any- 
thing beautiful or noWe or suggestive in the life led bf such 
men and women p ’] saw to-day. With the exception of 
Madame Vassilius — and she, I am told, is considered eccentric 
and a ‘ visionary ^ — I have seen no one who woilld ie worth 
talking to for an hour. At Ainsworth^s dinner* for instance, 
there were some men who called themselves artists, and they 
talked, not of art, but of money ; how mufih they could get, aqyd 
how much they would get from certain patrons of theirs whom 
they called ‘full-pursed fools.' Well, and that woman — that 
.model I told you of — actually came to dine at Ainsworth’s 
table, and o^her coarse wopien like her. Surely, El-Rimi, you 
can imagine what their conversation was like? And as the 
time vlent on things became worse. There was no restraint, 
and at -last I could stand it no longer. I rose up from the 
table, and le/t the room without a word. Ainsworth followed 
me ; he was flushed with wine, and he looked foolish. ‘Where 
are you going?' he asked. ‘Mamie Dilloh,' that\was the 
name df his model, ‘ wants to talk ^to you.’ I made him no 
answer. * Where are yourg^ng ? ’ he repe^tted angrily. ‘ Home, 
of rnurse,' I replied, ‘i have stayed here too long as it is. Let 
me pass.’ He was excited ; he had takers to6 much wunc, I 
knovP, and he scarcely kn.?w what he was saying. ‘Oh, I 
understand 70U ! ’ he exclaimed. ‘ You and Irene Vassilius 
are of a piece — all purity, eh ! all disgust at the manners and 
customs of the “ lower animals.” Well 1 1 tell you we are no 
worse than any one else in modern* days. My lord the 
duke’s conversation differs very little from that or his groom 
and the latest imported American heiress in search of a title 
rattles on to the full as volubly and ruthlessly as Mamie Dillpn. 
Go home, if go you must? and take my advieg, if yDu don’t 
like, what you have seen in the w^ld to-day, slay l^me for 
good. Stay in your shell, and dream ycur dreams ; ]f/dare say 
they will profit you qu’^ as much as our realities! He 
laughed, and as I left him Lsaid, ‘ Yoi^ mistake ! it If you who 
are “ dreaming,” iSs you call it ; Areaming bad dream, tofi^; 
it is 1 who live,* Th^n I went cut of the house, as I tell 
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you, ‘and wanidered alone, under the stars, and thought bitter 
things'.” f 

“ Why ‘ bitter * ? asked El-Rimi. f ^ 

I do not know,” returned F^raz moodily, “except that ail 
the world seamed wrong. I wondered how God could endure 
so much degradcition on the face of one of His planets, without 
some grand, divine protest.” 

The protest is alw ays there,” said El-Rami quickly. “ Silent, 
but eternal, in the existence of Good in the midst of Evil.” 

Fdraz lifted his eyes and rested their gaze on his brother 
with an expression of unutterable affection. 

“ El-Rami, keep me with you 1 ” he entreated “ never let 
me leave you again ! I think I must be crazed if the world is 
what it seemSf and my life is so entirely opposed to it ; but, if 
so, I would rather be crazed than sane. In my wanderings 
to-night, on my way home hither, I met young giris and women 
who must have bee;i devils in disguise, so utterly were they 
lost to every sen'se of womanhood and decency. I saw men, 
evil-looking and wretched, r who seemed waiting but the'^thance 
to murder, or commiV ^ny other baTkarous crime for gold. 1 
saw little children, starving and in rags v old and feeble crea- 
tures, too, in the la^t stage of ^destitution, without a passer-by 
to wish them well ; all things seerhed foul and dark and ‘hope- 
less, and when I entered here I felt — ah, God kviows what I 
felt 1 — that you were vAy Providence, that this was my borne, 
and that surely some Angel dwelt within and hallowed it with 
safety and pure blessihg I ” 

^ A sudden remorsd' softened his voice, his beautiful eyes were 
dim with teSrs. 

He remembers and thinks of Lilith!” thought El-Rinii 
quicklyj with singul^i j^lous tightening emotion at his heart ; 
but aloyd he said gently : » * 

“ If Me day in the ‘ world ’ has taught you to love this 
simple* abode of ours, my dear F^^raz, more than you did 
before, ^u have had »• most valuable lesson. But do not be 
¥&& sure of yoursfelf. Remember, you reseWed my authority, 

and you wished to escap^from my infb?.eiK:c. Well, now 
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•• Now I voluntarily place myself under both^” said Fdraz 
rising and standing before him with bent head. “ El-^imi, 
my brother and my fr |pnd, do witli me as you will ! If from 
you come my dreams, in God's name let me dream ! If from 
your potent will, exerted on my spirit, springs the fojjntain of 
the music which haunts my life, let me ever bb*a servant of 
that will ! With you I have had happiness, health, peace, and 
mysterious joy, such as the world could^ never comprehend 
away from you, though only for a day, I have been miserable. 
Take my complete obedience, El-Rimi, for what it is worth ; 
you give me more than my life's submission can ever repay.” 

El-Rimi stei)ped up more closely to him, and, laying both 
hands on his shoulders, looked him seriously in the eyes. 

“My dear boy, consider for a moment how you involve 
yourself,” he said earnestly, yet with great kindliness. 
“ Remember-i the old Arabic volume you chanced upon, and 
what it said concerning the, mystic powers of * influence.* Did 
you quite realise it, and all that it implies J • » 

F^rjK met his searching gaze steadily. 

“Quite,” he replied, mucfl and^o plainly do I realise 

it that I even attrij^ute everything done in the world to 
‘ influence.* » Each one of us is ‘ influence^* by something or 
some* one. Even you, my deaiJst brother, share the common 
lot, though dare ’say you do not quite perceive where your 
ruling force is generated, your own powers being so extraordi- 
nary. Ainsworth, for example, is ‘influenced * in very opposite 
directions byVery opposite forces — Irene Vassilius, and — his 
Mamie Dillon ! Now I would rather hsLVf^your spell laid upon 
my life than that oi the speculator, the gambler.J;he drinker, 
or the vile woman, for none of these can possibly give satis- 
faction, at lea^ not to me^ while yojir wizard ^wand invoices 
nothing but^beauty, harmony, and of conscience. So I 

repeat it, El-Rami, I submit to you utterly and finally /-must 1 
entreat you to accept my submission ? ** ^ < 1 , 

He smiled, and the old, happy look that he wac#wbnt to 
wear began to racj^te over his fac($, which had till then seemed 
worn and wearied. El^lami's dark features appeared to reflet 
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the smile, as he gently touched his brother's clustering curls, 
and said playfully : 

“ In spite of Zaroba ?” 

“ In spite of 2^oba," echoed Fdraz mirthfully. “ Poor 
Zaroba ! she does not seem well, or happy. I fear she has 
offended you ? 

“ No, no,** said EbRami meditatively, “she has not offended 
me ; she is too ol<^ to offend me. I cannot be angry with 
sorrowful and helpless age. And, if she is not well, we will 
make her well, and if she is not happy we will make her 
happy, . . . and be happy ourselves — shall it not be so?** 
His voice was very soft, and he seemed to talk at random, 
and to be conscious of it, for he roused himself with a slight 
start, and said in firmer tones : Good-night, Feraz ; goodmight, 
dear lad. Rest, and dream ! ** 

He smiled as Fdraz impulsively caught his hand and kissed 
it, and after the young man had left the room he still stood, 
lost in 1 reveri?, murmuring under his breath : “ And be 
happy ourselves I Is that possible — could that be pocsible — 
in thii world ? ** * 


f 
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N ext day towards noon, while Fdraz, tired with his brief 
“ worldly experiences, was still sleeping, El-Rami 
sought out Zaroba. She received him in the ante-room of the 
chamber pf Lilith with more than her customary humility ; 
her face w^as dark and weary, and her whole aspect one of 
resigned and settled melancholy. El-Rami looked at* her 
kindly, and with compassion. • 

“ The •sustaining of wrath is an injury to the spirit,” he 
wrote on the slate which for that ^parpose in his usual 

way of communication ^’th her ; I no longer mistrust you. 
Once more I «ay, be faithful and obedient. ^ ask no more. 
The sptll of silence shall be lifted from your lips to-day.*' 

She read swiftly, and with apparent incredulity, and a tremor 
passed t)ver her tall, gaunt frame. She looked at him wonder- 
ingly and wistfully, while he, standing before her, returned the 
look steadfastly,* and seemed to be concentrating all his 
thoughts upon her with some fixed intention. After ^ 
minute or two he turned aside, and again wrote on^he slate ; 
this time the words ran thus : 

“ Speak ; you are at liberty.^ ^ 

With a de§p shuddering sigh, sh/eitended her hands 
appealingly. * . / 

“ Master I ” she*exclaime(^^and, before he cbuld preveirt her, 
she had dropped on her kivees. Fofgive — forgive^* she 
muttered. “Terrib^/is thy power, 0^ El-Rami^ ruler of spirits J 
terrible, mystic, and vomderful! Go<^must have given thee 
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thy force, ^nd I am but the meanest of slaves to rebel against 
thy*command. Yet out of wisdom comes not happiness, but 
great grief and pain ; and as I live, EJ Rimi, in my rebellion I 
but dreamed of a love that should bring l!nee joy ! Pardon the 
excess of hiy zeal, for lo, again and yet again I swear fidelity ! 
and may alf the curses of heaven fall on me if this time I break 
my vow I 

She bent her hefid — she would have kissed the floor at his 
feet, but that he quickly raised her up and prevented her. 

“ There is nothing more to pardon,” he wrote. “ Your 
wisdom is possibly greater than mine. I know there is 
nothing stronger than Lovi, nothing better perhaps ; but 
Love is my foe whom I must vanquish, — lest he should 
vanquish me 1 ” 

And while Zaroba yet pored over these words, her black eyes 
dilating with amazement at the half confession of weakness 
implied in them, he turned away and left the room. 

Thart afternc.on a pleasant sense of peace and restfulness 
seemed to settle upon the little householU ; delicious *rtrains of 
melody filled the a'- : Feraz, rehashed in mind and body by a 
sound sleep, was seated at the piano, improvising strange 
melodies in his Qwn exquisitely wild and tender .^ashion ; while 
El-Rimi, seated at his writiiig-tatble, indited a long lettQ»- to Dr. 
Kremlin at Ilfracombe, giving in full the message left for him 
by the mysterious mpnk from Cyprus respecting the Third 
Ray ” or signal fronj Mars. 

“ Do not weary yDurself too much with watching this pheno- 
ijienon,” he wrote to his friend. “From all accounts, it 
will be a (jifticult matter to track so rapid a flash on the Disc 
as the one indicated, and I have fears for your safety. I can- 
not give any satisfactory 'cause for my premt>nition of danger 
to you in the attempt, because, if we do not admit an end to 
anjthi^ig, then ther^ can be no danger ev6n in death itself, 
which* we are accustomed to look upon as an ' end,’ when it 
may bv proved to be only a beginning. But, putting aside the 
idea of ‘danger’ or ‘death,’ the premonition remains in mj 
mind as one of * changj^ ’ for you ; an<j per|;\aps you are not 
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ready or willing even to accept a different sphere^ of action 
from your present one, therefore I would say, take heed* to 
'yourself when you follow ^e track of the ‘ Third Ray/ ” 

Here his pen stopped abruptly ; F^raz was singing in a soft 
mezza-voce, and he listened : , • 


0 Sweet, if love obtained must slay desire, 

And quench the light and heat of pasfion*s fire ; 
If you are weary of the ways of love, 

And fain would end the many cares thereof, 

1 prithee tell me so that 1 r^ay seek 
Some jdace to die in qje I grow too weak 
To look my last on your belovM face. 

Vea, tell me all ! The gods may yet have grace 

And pity enough to let me quickly die 

Some brief while after we have said ‘ Good-bye ! * 

Nay, I have known it well for many days ^ 

You have growv tired of all tender ways ; 

Lovers kisses weary you, love's e^iger words, 

Old as the hills and p^et as singini^'lfirds, 

Are fetters hard tp bear ! O love, be free I 
You will lose little joy in losing me ; fp • 
i-et me depart, remembtiring'^nly this, 

That oqce you loved me, and that once your kiss 
wCrown’d me with joy supreme enough to last 
Through all my life till that brief life be past. 

• % 

Forget me, Sweetest-heart, and nevermore 

Turn to look back on what has gone before, 

Or say, ‘ Such love was brief, but wondrous fai^f 
The past is^past for ever ; have^no care 
Or thought for me at allf no tear or^igh, ^ 

Or fain^ regret ; for, Dearest, I shkll Sie 
* And dream bf you i’ the dark, beneat];^ the grass | 
And o’er my head perchance your feet nfliy pass. 
Lulling me faster into^^eep profound 
Among the fayies of the fruitfii grdbnd. ^ 

Love, weariea out by love, hath need of rest 
And, wheif all IdV^s ended, Dea^ is best 
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The song ceased ; but, though the singer’s voice no longer 
charmed the silence, his fingers still wandered over the keys 
of the piano, devising intricate pass^^es^of melody as delicate 
and devious as the warbling of nightingales. El-Rimi, un- 
consok)usly to himself, heaved a deep sigh, and Fdraz, hearing 
it, looked round. 

•‘Am I disturbing you?" he asked. 

“No. I love hear you ; but, like many youthful poets, 
you sing of what you scarcely understand — love, for instance ; 
you know nothing of love.” 

“I imagine I do,” replied Fdraz meditatively. “I can 
picture my ideal woman ; she is-i — ” 

“ Fair, of course ! ” said El-Rimi, with an indulgent 
smile. 

“Yes, fair ; her hair must be golden, but not uniformly so— ^ 
full^ of lights and shadows, suggestive of sdme halo woven 
round her brows hy the sunlight, or the caressing touch of an 
angef She Jhust have deep, sweet ey^es in which no actual 
colour is predominant for a pronounced blue or Wack does 
away with warmth*' expressioS*^ She must not be tall, for 
one cannot caress tall women without a sense of the ludicrous 

spoiling senfiml^iit ” ^ 

“ Have you tried it ? ” asked' El-RamJ laughing. * 

F^raz laughed too. ' 

“ You know I haf e not ; I only imagine the situation. To 
explain more fully vhat I mean, I would sa^ one could more 
readily draw into &ie’s arms the Venus of Medicis than that 
Of Milo— one cofild venture to caress a Psyche, but scarcely a 
Juno. I*iiave never liked the idea of tall women ; they are 
I like big handsome birds — useful, no doubj, but not half so 
sweet as tbj little IJuas^ring singing ones.” 

“ Well, and what other attributes must .this* imagined lady 
of yours possess ? ” asked El-Rimi, vaguely amused at his 
bi Otar’s earnestness. - 

“ oh, many more«cha^s thin I could enumerate,” replied 
•Fdraz. “ And* of one thing I am certain, she is not to be 
found on this earth. /Jut I am quit! ffatishSd to wait ; 1 shall 
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^ • * 
find her, even as she will find me some day. ^^eanwhile I 

* imagine * love, and in imagination I almost feel it.” • 

He went on playing, rmd El-Rimi resumed the writing of 
his letter to KremliA, wnich he soon finished and addressed 
ready for post. A gentle knock at the street door ihadjg itself 
heard just then through the ebb and flow of F^razV music, and 
F^raz left off his improvisation abruptly and went to answer 
the summons. He returned, and announced with some little 
excitement : • 

“ Madame Irene Vassilius.” 

. El-Rami rose and advanced to meet his fair visitor, bowing 
courteously. ^ ^ 

“This is an unexpected pleasure, Madame,” he said, the 
sincerity • of his welcome showing itself in the expression 
of his fa/:e, “and an unmerited honour for which I am 
grateful.” « 

She smiled, allowing her hand to rest in his for a monfent ; 
then, accepting the low chair which Feraz ptacod for hev near 
his brother’s writing-table, she seated herself, and lifted her 
eyes to El-Rimi’s count^^sscnce — ey^s ,^;»4iich, like those of 
F^raz’s ideal ladye-love^ were “deep and sweet, and of no 
pronounced colour,” ^ • 

“I f<lt you would not restnt my coming here as an in- 
trusion,” she b£gan ; but my visit is not one of curiosity. I 
do not Vant to probe you as to your knowledge of my past, or 
to ask you anything as to my future. I tyji a lonely creature, 
disliked by marfy people, and in the litOrary career I have 
adopted I fight a desperately hard battle, and often crave for ^ 
little — ^just a little svmpathetic comprehension. Qne or two 
questions puzzle me which you might answer if you would.^ 
They are on almost general subjects ; bm^Jrshoulc^like to have 
your oj)inion.”, ' 

“ Madame, if you, with your exceptionaUgifts of insignt and 
instinct, are baffled in these general ' questions,” said El^imi, 
“ shall not I be baffled also ^ | ^ 

“ That does not fidlow,” replied Irene, returning his glanqg 
steadily, “ for you men»abvays claim to^be wiser than women. 
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I do not Jtgree with this fiat, so absolutely set forth by the 
lords of creation ; yet I am not what is termed ‘ strong- 
minded,' I simply seek justice. Prayi^tay with us,” she added, 
turning to Feraz, who was about to retiie, as he usually did 
whenqyer £1-Rami held an interview with any visitor ; “ there 
is no occasion for you to go away.” 

F^raz hesitated, glancing at his brother. 

“ Yes, by all tpeans remain here, Fdraz,” said El-Rimi 
gently, “since Madame Vassilius desires it.” 

Delighted with the permission, Feraz ensconced himself in 
a comer with a book, pretending to read, but in reality listen- 
ing to every word of the conversation. He liked to hear 
Irene's voice — it was singularly sweet and ringing, and at times 
had a peculiar thrill of pathos in it that went straight to the heart. 

“You know,” she went on, “that I am, or am su^^posed to 
be, what the world calls ‘ famous.' That is^ I write books 
which the public clamour for and read, and for which I receive 
large sums of ciioney. I am able to live well, dress well, and 
look well, and I am known as one of society’s ‘celebrities.* 
Well, now, can yo:’.-jteh me whjc^i,for such poor honours as 
these, men, supposed to be our wiser^and stronger superiors, 
are so spitefully ii'alous of a woman’s fame ?” 

“Jealous?” echoed El-Rami« dubiously, and with something 
of hesitation. “You mean ” 

“I mean what I sf.y,” continued Madame Vassilius calmly; 
“ neither more nor Jess. Spitefully jealous is the term I used. 
Explain to me this middle : Why do men encourage women to 
e^^ery sort of bas5 folly and vanity that may lead them at 
length to become the slaves of man’s lust and cruelty, and yet 
take every possible means to oppose and hinder them in their 
attempts tOa escap^/fpm sensuality and animalism into in- 
tellectual progress and pre-eminence? In lookipg back on the 
historjr of all famous women, from Sappho downwards to the 
present time, it is amazing to consider what men have 
said oi them. Alw^iys a sneen at ‘ women’s work.’ And, if 
praise is at any time given, how grudging^ and half-hearted it 
isl Men will enter t),; protest agai^^ist wokaen who uncover 
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their bare limbs to the public gaze and dance lewdly in music- 
halls and theatres for the masculine delectation ; they *will 
defend the street prostitute ; they will pledge themselves and 
their family estates in order to provide jewels for the newest 
‘ ballerina * ; but for the woman of intellect they haye nothing 
but a shrug of contempt. If she produces a great work of art 
in literature, it is never thoroughly acknowledged ; and the 
hard blows delivered on Charlotte Broja^, George Eliot, 
Georges Sand, and others of their calibre, far outweighed their 
laurels. George Eliot and Georges Sand took men's names in 
order to shelter themselves a littl^ from the pitiless storm that 
assails literary *work known t^ emanate from a woman’s brain ; 
but let a man write the veriest trash that ever was printed, he 
will still *be accredited by his own sex with something better 
than ever the cleverest woman could compass. How is it that 
the * superior ’ ‘^ex are cowardly enough to throw stones at 
those among the * inferior,’ who surpass tl^ir so-called lords 
and masters both in chastity and intellect ? ” • • 

She s{)oke earnestly, her eyes shining with emotion; she 
looked lovely, thus inspired^ by the sttpft^h of her inward 
feelings. El-Rtmi was }aken aback. Like most Orientals, he 
had to a certaTn extent despised wQpnen and wtreir work. But, 
then, wbat of Lilith ?, Withofit her aid would his discoveries 
in spiritual science have progressed so far ? Had he or any 
man a right to call woman the “ inferior ’l^sex? 

“Madame,” he said slowly and withaa vague embarrass- 
ment, “ you bring an accusation against %ut sex which it is 
impossible to refute, because it is simply arfti undeniably true. 
Men do not love either chastity or intellect in women.” 

He paused, looking at her, then w^nt on : ' , 

“ A chaste woman is an emSodied de^-&5fPe and#reproach to 
man ; inteUecti^al woman is always a source of irritation, 
because she is invariably his superior. By this 1 mean that 
when a woman is thoroughljKgifted she is gifted all roui^; an 
intellectual man is generally only gif^d in one direction. For 
example, a great pnet, painter, or musician, ofay be admirabk 
in his own line,%ut kaii generally lacks in something; he is 

251 \ 



^ THE SOUL OF UUTH 

stupid, perhaps, in conversation, or he blunders in some way by 
want of tact ; but a truly brilliant woman has all the charms of 
mental superiority, generally combing with delicate touches of 
satire, humour, and wit, — points which ^he uses to perfection 
again?t tSe lumbering animal Man, with the result that she 
succeeds in pricking him in all his most vulnerable parts. He 
detests her accordingly, and flies for consolation to the empty- 
headed dolls of the music-hall, who flatter him to the top of his 
bent, in order to get as iriiich champagne and as many diamonds 
as they can out of him. Man must be adored ; he insists upon 
it, even if he pays for it I ** 

It is a pity he does not mak^ himself a little more worthy 
of adoration,’* said Irene, with a slight scornful smile. 

“ It is,” agreed El-Rami ; “ but most men, even the ugliest 
and stupidest, consider themselves perfect.” 

“ Do you ?” she asked suddenly. * 

“ Do I consi 4 er myself perfect ? ’’ El-Rimi smiled and 
reflected on tflis point. “Madame, if I am frank with you, 
and with myself, I must answer ‘Yes!’ I am made of the 
same clay as all mj and coriaider myself worthy to be the 
conqueror of any woman under the syn ! Ask any loathsome, 
crooked-backed ^^warf tha^ sweeps a crossing foi his livelihood, 
and his idea of his own person&l charm wiP be the same.” 

Fdraz laughed outright ; Madame Vassilius looked amused 
and interested. i. 

“You can never feradicate from the masculine nature,” pro- 
ceeded El-Rami, ‘“'the idea that our attentiorfs, no matter how 
rncouth, are, andr alw^ays must be, agreeable to the feminine 
temperament. Here you have the whole secret of the battle 
, carried on by men against women who have^ won the prize of a 
world-wide /ame. "*Af24ntellectu^fl woman sets a barrier between 
herself and the beasts ; the beasts howl, but cannot j^eap it ; 
hence their rage. You, Madame, are not only intellectual, but 
lovely to look at ; you stand ap’’^, a crowned queen, seeking 
no assistance from n^en ;^by your very manner you imply your 
/com of their Idw and base desires. Thef must detest you in 
self-defence ; most of ^your adverse j^tics aare the poorly-paid 
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hacks of the daily journals, who envy you your hpuse, your 
horses, your good fortune, and your popularity with the publfc ; 
if you want them to admirj you, go in for a big scandal. Run 
away with some blackguard ; have several husbands ; do some- 
thing to tarnish your woman's reputation; be a vulture* or a 
worm, not a star; men do not care for stars, thSy are too 
distant, too cold, too pure 1 

“Are you speaking satirically,” asked l^adame Vassilius, 

“ or in grim earnest ? ” . • 

“ In grim earnest, fair lady,” and El-Rami rose from his 
chair and confronted her with a half-smile. “In grim earnest, 
men are briite^! The stateigent is one which is frequently 
made by what is called the ‘ Shrieking Sisterhood ' ; but I, a 
man, agrde to it in cold blood, without conditions. We are 
stupid brutes ; we work well in gangs, but not so well singly. 
As soldiers, sailois, builders, engineers, labourers, all on the gang 
method, we are admirable. The finest paintings of the world 
were produced by bodies of men working under o»e head, tfalled 
‘schools,* but differing from our moderq ‘schools' in this grand 
exception, that, whereas nom^*dch pupiftl^ his hand at some- 
thing of his own, tAen all Jhe pupils worked at the one design of 
the Master. Thus were painted the |pescoes ofcMidiael Angelo, 
and the Chief works of Raphaek Now the rule is ‘ every man 
for himself and<he devil take the hindmost.' And very poorly 
does ‘ each man for himself ' succeed. I^en must always be 
helped along, either by each other — or . . *by . . .a woman ! 
Many of them <Jwe all their success in Sfe to the delicate 
management and patient tact of woman, and yet never hav$ 
the grace to own it. Herein we are thankless brutes^s well as 
stupid. But, as far as I personally am concerned, I am ^ 
willing to admit that all my best discoye^^es, su^h as they 
are, ar^due to.the far-reaching intelligence *and pure insight of 
a woman.” • 

This remark utterly amazedLF^raz ; MadameVassilius looked 
surprised. • * 

“ Then/’ she said,#imiling slightly, “ of courso you love somg 
one?” • 
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A shadow swept over El-Rimi’s features. 

'“No, Madame; 1 am not capable of love, as this world 
understands loving. Love has existence, no doubt, but surely 
not as Humanity accepts it. For example, a man loves a 
woinan she dies ; he gradually forgets her, and loves another, 
and so on. That is not love, but it is what society is satis- 
fied with, as such. You are quite right to despise such a 
fleeting emotion ^for yourself ; it is not sufficient for the de- 
mands of your nature ; you seek something more lasting.” 

“ Which 1 shall never find,” said Irene quietly. 

“ Which you will find, and which you must find,” declared 
El-Rirni. “ All longings, however vague, whether evil or good, 
are bound to be fulfilled, there being no waste in the economy 
of the universe. This is why it is so necessary to weigh well 
the results of desire before encouraging it. I quite .understand 
your present humour, Madame — it is one of restlessness and 
discontent You find your crown of fame has thorns; never 
min^ ! wear ct royally, though the blood flows from the tom 
brows. You are solitpy at times, and find the solitude 
irksome ; Art serv^-^i^.l^T childreiv/jius — she will accept no half- 
love, but takes all. Were I asked to name one of the most 
fortunate of weynen, I tliink I should name you, for, notwith- 
standing the progress of youru intellectual capacity, you have 
kepi your faith.” 

“ I have kept my^religion, if you mean that,” said Ifene, im- 
pressed by his earijestness ; “ but it is not the religion of the 
churches.” ' 

He gave an impatient gesture. 

“ The Religion of the churches is a mere Show-Sunday,” he 
returned. “ We all know that When I say you have kept 
your faith,^I mea«Wl{iat you cart’ believe in (5od without positive 
proofs of Him. Tiiat is a grand capability in t^is age. 1 wish 
I had it!” 

iM^ne Vassilifis looked at him^wonderingly. 
ourely you believe in God J ” 

“ Not till I (an prove' Him I ” and El^Rimi’s eyes flashed 
deflantly. Vice triimphant, and )fianquished, do not 
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explain Him to me. Torture and death do not manifest to my 
spirit His much-talk ed-of ‘love and igoodness.* I must tin* 

* riddle His secret ; I must pierce into* the heart of His plan, 
before I join the enfoA:ea laudations of the multitude; I must 
know and feel that it is the truth I am proclaiming* before I 
stand up in the sight of my fellows and say, ‘ O tJod, Thou 
art the Fountain of Goodness, and all Thy works are wise and 
wonderful 1 * ” ^ 

He spoke with remarkable power -arfti emphasis ; his attitude 
was full of dignity. Madame Vassilius gazed at him in 
involuntary admiration. 

“It is a bol(^ spirit that untjertakes to catechise the Creator 
and examine into the value of His creation,’* she said. 

“If thefre is a Creator,” said El-Rimi, “and if from Him all 
things do oome, then from Him also comes my spirit of inquiry. 

I have no belief in a devil, but, if there were one, the Creator 
is answerable for him, too. And to reveij again to your 
questions, Madame, shjll ve not in a way make ®od somewhat 
responsible for the universal prostitutipn of woman ? It is a 
world-wide crime, and only-'^-ery sligh'Ngt fc mpts as yet have 
been made to remedy it, ^ecause the making of the laws is in 
the hands of *men — the criminal?^ The Cngfishman, the 
Europeah generally, is^as great \ destroyer of woman’s life and 
happiness as any Turk or other barbarian. The life of the 
average woman is purely animal; in her gylhood she is made 
to look attractive, and her days pass into the consideration of 
dress, appearance, manner, and conversafton ; when she has 
secured her mate, her next business is to bbar him children! 
The children reared, and sent out into the world, slie settles 
down into old agp, Sprinkled, fat, toothless, and frequently * 
quarrelsome ; the whole of her existence is a giade higher 
than tliyat of a leopardess or other forest creature, and some- 
times not so exciting. When a woman rises above all this, she 
is voted by the men ‘ unwomunly ’ ; she is no longer the^ave 
or the toy of their passions ; and that js why, my dear Ma<iame, 
they give the music-hall dancer their diamonds, ^nd heap upoi^ 
you their sneers.” • ^ • 
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Irene sa^ silent for some minutes, and a sigh escaped her. 

'•‘Then it is no use ^trying to be a little different from the 
rest/' she said wearily ; a little higher, a little less prone to 
vulgarity ? If one must be hated f(ir slfciving to be worthy of 
one's vockt ion ’* 

“ My d^ar lady, you do not see that men will never admit 
that literature is your vocation ! No, not even if you wrote as 
grand a tragedy ^s ‘ Macbeth.' Your vocation, according to 
them, is to adore their sex, to look fascinating, to wear pretty 
clothes, and purr softly like a pleased cat when they make you 
a compliment ; not to write books that set everybody talking. 
They would rather see you ilrag^ed and worn to death under 
the burden of half a dozen children, than they would see you 
stepping disdainfully past them, in all the glory of fame. Yet 
be content, — you have, like Mary in the Gospel, ‘ chosen the 
better part ; ' of that I feel sure, though I »m unable to tell 
you*why or how I feel it" 

“ If you foel "sure of certain things without being able to 
explain how or why you feel them," put in F^raz suddenly, 
“ is it not equally ea^^uno feel su*?,.of God without being able 
to explain how or why He exists ? ” 

“ Admirably suggest ed^^ my dear P^i^raz,” observed El-Rami, 
with a slight smile. “ But please recollect that, though it may 
be easy to you and a fair romancist like Madame Vassilius to 
feel sure of God, it not at all easy to me. I am not’' sure of 
Him ; I have not spen Him, and I am not conscious of Him. 
Moreover, if an average majority of people taken at random 
^ould be persuadftd to speak the truth for once in their lives, 
they would all say the same thing — that they are not conscious 
of Him. Because if they were — if the world were — the emotion 
* of fear woujd be akogetKer annihilated ; there would never be 
any ‘ panic ' about Anything ; people would not shriek and wail 
at the terrors of an earthquake, or be seized with pallor and 
trembling at the crash and hoy:or of an unexpected storm. 
Being'sure of God v^ould mean«being sure of Good ; and I’m 
^fraid none of us are convinced in that di|:ection. But I think 
and believe that, if weindeed felt su];^of Gi^d, evil would be 
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annihilated as well as fear. And the mystery i^ why does 
He not make us sure of Him ? It| must be in His po^er 
to do so, and would save both Him lind us an infinite deal of 
trouble." * ^ 

F^az grew restless and left his place, laying 'dow^ the 
volume he had been pretending to read. • * 

“ I wish you would not be so horribly, cruelly definite in 
your suggestions," he said rather vexedly. ^ What is the good 
of it ? It unsettles one’s mind.** * • 

“Surely your mind is not unsettled by a merely reason- 
able idea reasonably suggested ? ” returned El-Raini calmly. 

“ Madame Va^silius here is not ‘ unsettled,* as you call it.’* 
“No,** said Irene slowly; “but I had thought you more of 
a spiritual believer ** 

“ Madame,** said El-Rimi impressively, “ I am a spiritual 
believer, but in«this way : J believe that this world and all 
worlds are composed of Spirit and Matter, and not only So I 
believe it, but I know it I The atmosphere around us and all 
planets is composed of Spirit and l^atter; and every living 
creature that breathes is made of the dual mixture. Of 
the Spirit that forms part of Matter and dominates it, I, even 
/ have some cbntrol ; and others W]JP come ^ter*me, treading 
in the feme lines of thought, miW have more than I. I can 
influence the spirit of man ; I can influence the spirit of the 
air ; I can draw an essence from the ear^ji upwards that shall 
seem to you like the wraith of some one cj^ad ; but if you ask 
me whether these provable, practicable scientific tests or ex- 
periments on the spirit, that is part of Natuie’s very existen<^, 
are manifestations of God or the Divine, I say-^No. God 
would not permit ^an to play at will with His eternal Fires ; 
whereas, with the spirit essencft that can bip^chenjjcally drawn 
from e^rth and fire and water, I, a mere stfidious and consider- 
ing biped, can do whatsoever I choose# I know how the 
legends of phantoms and fairies arose in the world’s history, 
because at one time, one particular Mriqfi of the prehistoric 
ages, the peculiar, ^yet natural comoination of the elements 
'knd the atmosplftre ' fantasmat which men saw and 
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believed m< The last trace of these now existing is the familiar 
^mSrage* of cities with tli»eir domes and steeples seen during 
certain states of the atmoyphere in mijd-ocean. Only give me 
the conditions, and I will summon up fe ghostly city too. 1 
can fojrm numberless phantasmal figures now, and more than 
this, I can* evoke for your ears, from the very bosom of the air, 
music such as long ago sounded for the pleasure of men and 
women dead. For^the air is a better phonograph than Edison’s, 
and has the advantage of •being eternal.” 

“ But such powers are marvellous 1 ” exclaimed Irene. “ 1 
cannot understand how you have attained to them.” 

“ Neither can others less gifted understand how you, 
Madame, have attained your literary skill,” said El-Rami. 
“ All art, all science, all discovery, is the result of a' concen- 
trated Will, an indomitable Perseverance. My ‘ pc^wers,* as 
you term them, are really very slight, and, as^> I said before, 
those* who follow my track will obtain far greater supremacy. 
The sdcret of pkantasmal splendour or ‘vision,* as also the clue 
to what is called ‘ unearthly music * — anything and everything 
that is or pretends^^'^e of a supernatural character in this 
world — can be traced to natural causes, and the one key to it 
all is the greaS. fa(>^ that nothing in the Universe *ls lost. Bear 
that statement well in mind. Light pres^erves all scenes ; Air 
preserves all sounds. Therefore, it follows that^df the scenes 
are there, and the soynds are there, they can be evoked again, 
and yet again, by hfm who has the skill to understand the 
fluctuations of the Atmospheric weaves, and the incessantly re- 
cj^rring vibrations* of light. Do not imagine that even a 
thought, which you very naturally consider your own, actually 
remains a fixture in your brain from wherjee it was germi- 
nated. It eiccape.f»while you slt% in the very act of thinking 
it ; its subtle essence evaporates into the aij: you breatlje and 
the light you absorb* If it presents itself to you again, it will 
probably be in quite a different #fj)rm, and perhaps you will 
hardly^ recognise it. rAll^thou^t escapes thus; you cannofc 
k^ep it to yoursdf any more than you can have breath without 
breathing.” f 
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‘•You mean that a thought belongs to all, and not to one 
individual ? ** said Irene. ^ I • 

“Yes, I mean that,” replied El-Rlmi; “and thought, I may 
say, is the only reltex 1 can admit of possible Deity, because 
thought is free, absolute, all-embracing, creative^ perpetual, 
and unwearied. Limitless too — great Heaven, how limitless ! 
To what heights does it not soar? In what depths does it not 
burrow? How daring, how calm, ho^ indifferent to the 
ocean-swell of approaching and receding ages ! Your modern 
Theosophist, calmly counting his gains from the blind in- 
• credulity and stupidity of the uijth inking masses, is only copy- 
ing, in a verji Liliputian mapner, the grand sagacity and cunning 
of the ancient Egyptian ‘magi,' who, by scientific trickery, ruled 
the ignorant multitude ; it is the same thought, only dressed in 
modern^aspect. Thought, and the proper condensation, con- 
trolling and u*ige of thoughf, is Power, — Divinity, if you will. 
And it is the only existing Force that can jjaake gods of men.” 

Irene Vassilius sjit silent, fascinated by hft words, tnd still 
more fascinated by his manner. After a few minutes she 
spoke — • 

“I am glad you a<Jmit," she said gently, “that this all- 
potent Thought may be a reflex^f the Bivine,— for we can 
have no reflections^ of lighf without the laght itself. I came 
to ycjju in a , Somewhat discontented humour, — I am happier 
now. I suppose I ought to be satisfied with my lot, — I am 
certainly more^fortunately situated than most women.” 

“You are, Madame” — said El-Rami, Smiling pensively and 
fixing his dark eyes upon her with a kind expression, — “And 
your native good sense and wit will prevent you, € hope, from 
marring the goc*d which the^gods have provided for you. I^o 
not marry yet, — it would be too great ^disillusion for you. 
The^smalles^ tou^h of prose is sufficient to destroy the delicacy 
of love’s finer sentiments ; and marriage, ^s the married will 
tell you, is all prose, — vei^ prosy prose too. Avoid itl — prosy 
prose is tiresome reading.” • ^ • 

She laughed, aftd rose to take her leave. • ^ 

“ I saw yoiif brdH*er with Mr. /iinsworth yesterday,” she 
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observed — And I could not understand how two tuch 
opposite natures could possibly agree.” 

“ Oh, we did not agreef, — we have ^not agreed,” ^aid F^raz 
hastily, speaking for himself — “ It is no< likely we shall see 
much c^f each other.” 

“ I am glad to hear it — and she extended her hand to him, 
“ You hre very young, and Roy Ainsworth is very old, not 
in years, but in hea^. It would be a pity for you to catch the 
contagion of our modern pessimism." 

“But ” F^raz hesitated and stammered, “it was you, 

was it not, Madame, who suggested to Mr. Ainsworth that 
he should take me as the model for one of the.figures in his 
picture ? ” 

“ Yes, it was I,” replied Irene with a slight smile — “ But 
I never thought you would consent, — and I felt sure that, 
even if you did, he would never succeed in vendering your 
expression, for he if a mere surface-painter of flesh, not soul — 
still, alVthe sarafe, it amused me to make Jthe suggestion.” 

“Yes, — woman-like,” aaid El-Rami — “You look pleasure 
in offering him a taSSt^'ne could no: fulfil. There you have 
another reason why intellectual women ^ are frequently detested 
— they ask so muoii and gi>^ so little.” 

“ You wrong us,” answered Irdne swiftly. “ When wh love, 
we give all ! ” • 

“And so you give ^oo much I " said El-Rimi gravely — “ It 
is the common fault ©f women. You should never give ‘ all * 
— you should always ^hold back something. To be fascinating, 
yor. should be enigmatical. When once man is allowed to 
understand your riddle thoroughly, the spell is broken. The 
placid, changeless, monotonously amiable won?an has no power 
whatever over the ttlSlsculine temperament. It is Cleopatra that 
makes a slave of Antony, not blameless and pimple Octawa.” 

Irene Vassilius smrled. ^ 

“-^c&rding to such a theory, thi^angels must be very lame 
and uninteresting individuals,” she said. 

El-Rami’s eye$ grew lustrous with thoi intensity ot his 
thought ♦ 0 
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“ Ah, Madame, our conception of angels is a vtry poor and 
false one, founded on the flabby! imaginations of ignorant 
priests. An Angel, according to mj idea, should be wild and 
bright and restless !is lightning, speeding from star to star in 
search of new lives and new loves, with lips full of mu^ic and 
eyes full of fire, with every fibre of its immortal being palpitat- 
ing with pure yet passionate desires for everything that can 
perfect and equalise its existence. The jpallid, goose-winged 
object represented to us as inhabitiifg a country of No-Where 
without landscape or colour, playing on an unsatisfactory harp 
•and singing ‘ Holy, holy * for ever and ever, is no Angel, but 
rather a libej on the wholf systematic creative plan of the 
Universe. Beauty, brilliancy, activity, glory and infinite 
variety *of thought and disposition — if these be not in the 
composition of an Angel, then the Creator it but poorly 
served 1 ” » 

“ You speak as if you had seen one of Jhese immortals ? ” 
said Irene, surjjrised^ • • 

A shadow darkened his features. , 

“ Not I, Madame — ejrcept once— dream ! You are 
going ! — then farewell Be happy, — and encourage the angelic 
qualities in yourself — for, if there li^ a Paradise Anywhere, you 
are on*the path that Jeads to It.” 

*‘You think so?” and she sighed — “I hope you maybe 
right, — but sometimes I fear, and somet^es I doubt. Thank 
you for all you have said, — it is the first lime I have met with 
so much gentleness, courtesy and patierfce from one of your 
sex. Good-bye ! ” • • 

She passed out, F^raz escorting her to her cariage, which 
waited at the door ; then he returned to his brother with a slo^ 
step and meditative air. ^ • 

“ 1)0 men* realty wrong women so much as she seems to 
think ? ” he aske^. • ^ 

El-R&mi paused a moment, — ^then answered slowly : • 

“ Yes, Fdraz, they do ; and, as Iqpg as this world wags, they 
will 1 Let God \of>k to it 1 — for the law of feftiinine oppression 
Is His — not ourtl ^ 
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T hat same week was chronicled one of the worst galetf 
that had ever been known to rage on the English coast. 
From all parts of the country came accounts of the havoc 
wrought on the budding fruit-trees by the pitiless wind^’and rain, 
— ha^owing stories of floods and shipwrecks 6ame with every 
fresh despatch of news, — great Atlantic steamers were reported 
“missing,” and'‘many a fishing-smack w^nt down in sight of 
land, with all the shriej^mg, struggling souls on board. For 
four days and four^dghts the terfific hurricane revelled in 
destruction, its wrath only giving way occasional i)auses of 
heavy silence mofe awful 'libah its uproar ; and, by the rocky 
shores of Ilfracombe, the scene W nature’s riot, confusion and 
terror attained to a height of indescribable grandhur. TJic sea 
rose in precipitous if^ountain-masses, and anon wallowed in 
black abysmal chasitts, — the clouds flew in a fierce rack over- 
head like the forms^ of huge witches astride on eagle-shaped 
monsters, — and wi^h it all there was a close heat in the air, 
notwithstanding the tearing wind, — a heat and a sulphureous 
^mell, suggestive of som^ pent-i^p hellish fire that but waited 
its opportunely loTrfak forth and consume the land. On the 
third day of the gale, particularly, this curious sefise of suffoca- 
tion was almost u.nb\iarable, and Dr. Kremlin, looking out of 
his tower window in the morifihg at the unquiet sky and 
savage sea, wondered, "as the win^ scudded past, why it brought 
no* freshness wSth it, but only an increaied heat, like the 
“ simoom ” of the desert. ^ 
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“ It is one of those days on which it would seein that God 
is really angry,” mused Kremlin — | angry with Himself/and 
i-tiil more angry with His creature/ I 

The wind whistled aiid shrieked in his ears as though it 
strove to utter some wild response to his thought,~thg sullen 
roaring and battling of the waves on the beach bdow sounded 
like the clashing armour of contesting foes, — and the great 
Disc in the tower revolved, or appeared to revolve, more 
rapidly than its wont, its incessant w4iirr-wnirring being always 
distinctly heard above the fury of the storm. To this, his 
.great work, the chief labour of his life, Dr. Kremlin's eyes 
turned wistfully, as, after a brief observation of the turbulent 
weather, he shut his window fast against the sheeting rain. 
Its shirfing surface, polished as steel, reflected the lights and 
shado’ws'of the flying storm-clouds, in strange and beautiful 
groups like mowing landscajifes — now and then it flashed with 
a curious lightning glare of brilliancy as it^ swung rounrf to its 
a])pointed measure, even as a planet swings ^n its orfeit. A 
new feature had been added to the, generally weird effect of 
Kremlin’s strange studi# or worksi*»T^ — this was a heavy 
black curtain made of three thicknesses of cloth sewn closely 
together, ancf weigbted^at the end#with builet-sfliaped balls of 
lead. • It was hung pn a thitk iron pole, and ran easily on 
indiarubber rings, — when drawn forward it covered the Disc 
conip*letely from the light without interfering with any portion 
of its mechanism. Three days since. Kremlin had received 
El-Ranii's letter telling him what the mSnk from Cyprus had 
said concerning the “ Third Ray " or the messages from Mys, 
and, eagerly grasping at the smallest chance of an^r clue to the 
labyrinth of the i^ight-vibrations, he had lost no time in making 
all the preparations necessary for this grandpefforj, this attempt 
to foljow the«track of the flashing signal whose meaning, though 
apparently unintelligible, might yet with patience be discovered. 
So, following the suggestions received, he had arran%^ the 
sable drapery in such a marmer thjt it .could be drawn close 
across the Disc, y, in a second, be flung back to expose Jhe 
whole surface ctf th««crvstal to the light,— all was ready for 
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the trial, when the great storm came and interfered. Dense 
clouds covered the firnr ament, — and not for one single 
moment since he received the monk^s message had Kremlin 
seen the stars. However, he was neith r discouraged nor 
impatient, — he had not worked amid perplexities so long to 
be disheartened now by a mere tempest, which in the ordinary 
course of nature would wear itself out, and leave the heavens 
all the clearer both for reflection and observation. Yet he, as 
a meteorologist, was bound to confess that the fury of the 
gale was of an exceptional character, and that the height to 
which the sea lifted itself before stooping savagely towards the 
land and breaking itself in hissing spouts of spray was stu- 
pendous, and in a manner appalling. Karl, his servant, was 
entirely horrified at the scene, — he hated the noise of the 
wind and waves, and more than all he hated the incessant 
melancholy scream of the sea-birds that whe^^led in flocks 

round and round the tower. 

\ 

“ It is for all *he world like the shrieks of drowning men * 
— he said, and shivered, , thinking of the pleasantly devious 
ways of the Rhine a^d its placid flowing, — placid even in 
flood, as compared with the howling ocean, all madness and 
movement and terror. TwLoe during that turbulent day Karl 
had asked his master whether thc' tower “ shook.'' 

“Of course!" answered Dr, Kremlin with a. smile in his 
mild eyes — “ Of course it shakes, — it can hardly do other- 
wise in such a gal^. Even a cottage shakes in a fierce 
wind.” 

‘^Oh yes, a cottage shakes," said Karl meditatively — “ but 
then if a cqttage blows away altogether it doesn't so much 
matter. Cottages are frequently blown away in America, so 
they say, witlv all family sitting inside. That’s not a bad 
way of travelling. But when a tower flies through the ^iur it 
seldom carries the fanciily with it except in bits.” 

Kremlin laughed, but did not pu sue the conversation, and 
Karl went about his dqjties m a gloomy humour, not common 
to his cheerful temperament. He really h^d enough to put 
him out, all things conridered. Soot dewn the kitchen 
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chimney — a»huge brick also landed itself with a vash in the 
fender, — there were crevices in the dfcors and windows thrc/ligh 
which the wind played wailing sounis like a “ coronach " on 
the bagpipes ; — and therf, when he went out into the courtyard 
to empty the pail of soot he had taken from the grafe, hf came 
suddenly face to face with an ugly bird, whose rep&fsive aspect 
quite transfixed him for the moment and held him motionless, 
staring at it It was a cormorant, ancj it stood huddled 
on the pavement, blinking its disagreeable eyes at Karl, — its 
floppy wings were drenched with the rain, and all over the 
yard was the wet trail of its feathers and feet. 

“ Shoo ! ” cried Karl, waving his arms and the pail of soot 
all together — “ Shoo ! Beast*! ** 

But the cormorant appeared not to mind — it merely set 
about preening its dirty wing. 

Karl grew sa’iage, and, running back to the kitchen, brought 
shovel, tongs and a broom, all of which iny^lements he *flung 
in turn at the horriddooking creature, which,#finally stiartled, 
rose in air uttering dismal cries as it pircled higher and higher, 
the while Karl watched its* flight, — higl^ewand higher it soared, 
till at last he ran out of the courtyard to see where it went. 
Round and rbund ^the 'house it flw, seerning to be literally 
tossed •to and fro ^y the vrind, its unpleasant shriek still 
echoing distinctly above the deep boom of the sea, till suddenly 
it maefe a short sweep downwards, and sat on the top of the 
tower like a squat black phantom of the 5fcorm. 

“ Nasty brute*! ” said Karl, shaking hi^lenched fist at it — 
“If the Herr Doctor were like any othei*man, which he^s 
not, he would have a gun in the house, and I’i shoot that 
vile screamer. Npw it will sit cackling and yelling there all 
day and all night perhaps. Pleasant,* certai;j4y ! ^ 

And he went indoors, grumbling mord than ever. Every- 
thing seemed to go wrong that day, — the fire wouldn’t burn, — 
the kettle wouldivt boil, — and he felt inwardly vexed Aat his 
master was not as morose aad irr^abl^ as himself, liut, as 
it happened, Dr. I^emlin was in a singularly eweet and pladd 
frame of mind,‘-itheMise of the gale«eemed to soothe rather 
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than agitateohis nerves. For one thing, he was much better 
in health, and looked ))ears younger than when El-Rimi 
visited him, bringing th^ golden flask whose contents were 
guaranteed to give him a new lease** of life. So far 
indeedf, the elixir had done its work, — and to all appear- 
ances he rhight have been a well-preserved man of about fifty, 
rather than what he actually was, close upon his seventy-fourth 
year. As he could take no particularly interesting or useful 
observations from his Disc during the progress of the tempest, 
he amused himself with the task of perfecting one or two of 
his “ Light-Maps” as he called them, and he kept at this work 
with the greatest assiduity and devotion all the morning. 
These maps were wonderfully interesting, if only for the ex- 
treme beauty, intricacy and regularity of the patterns, — one 
set of “vibrations ** as copied from the reflections on* the Disc 
formed the exact shape of a branch of coral,* — another gave 
the delicate outline of a frond of fern. All the lines ran in 
waves;— -none orf them were straight. Most of them were in 
small ripples, — others were larger — some again curved broadly, 
and turned round in'^a 'double twist, forming the figure 8 at 
long intervals of distance, but all resolved themselves into a 
definite pattern ofinome sect. 

“ Pictures in the sky ! ” he mnsed, as he patiently m^-asured 
and re-touched the lines. “ And all different — not two of 
them alike ! What do they all mean ? — for they must ’mean 
something. Nothing — not the lowest atom that exists is 
without a meaning aad a purpose. Shall I ever discover the 
solution to the Light-mystery, or is it so much God’s secret 
that it will never become Man’s ? ” 

So he wondered, puzzling himself, with a good deal of 
pleasure in ,Uie jwzzle. He was happy in his work, despite 
its strange and difficult character, — El -Rami s elixir had so 
calmed and equalised his physical temperament that he was 
no longer conscious of worry or pesplexity. Satisfied that he 
had years of life before him in cvhich to work, he was content 
to Jet things tak6» their course, and he laboured on in the spirit 
that all labour claims, Hrwithout haste, ci'^hou^ rest.” Feverish 

266 



THE SOUL OF ,ULITH 

hurry in — eagerness to get the rewards 6f it before 

conscientiously deserving them, — tijil disposition is a curse of 
the age we live in and Jhe ruin of Irue art, — and it was this 
delirium of haste thit had seized Kremlin when hp had sum- 
moned El-Rami to his aid. Now, haste seemed unnecessary ; 
— there was plenty of time, and — possessed of the slight 
clue to the “Third Ray,“ — plenty of hope as well, or so he 
thought. / 

In the afternoon the gale gradually abated, and sank to a 
curiously sudden dead calm. The ‘ sea still lifted toppling 
foam-crowned peaks to the sky^ and still uttered shattering 
roars of indiapiation, — but t^ere was a break in the clouds 
and a pale suggestion of sunshine. As the evening closed in, 
the strange dull quietness of the air deepened, — the black mists 
on the horizon flashed into stormy red for an instant when the 
sun set, — and ftien darkened again into an ominous greenish- 
gray, Karl, who was busy cooking his master’s dinner, stopped 
stirring some sauce iie was making, to listeif as it w^re, to 
the silence, — the only souna to be •heard was the long roll 
and swish of the sea on tfle beach, — a^iff even the scream of 
the gulls was^stilled, ijpoon in hand he went out in the yard 
to observe the weaf^icr ; all movement in tf^e heavens seemed 
to have been suddenly checked, and masses of black cloud 
rested^ where fhey were, apparently motionless. And while he 
looked up at the sky he could hardly a\|)id taking the top of 
the tow^er also Jnto his view; — there, t^his intense disgust, 
still sate his enemy of the morning, the cormorant. Some- 
thing that w^as not quite choice in the* way of languaige 
escaped his lips as he saw the hateful thing ; — its ^esence was 
detestable to him'and filled hj^ minc^with morbid imaginations* 
which no amount of reasoning could chas^ away. • 

“ Afid yet vhat* is it but a bird 1 ” he argued with himself 
angrily, as he wejit indoors and resumed his cooking opera- 
tions — “ A bird of prey, fo?fd of carrion — nothing more. , ^Vhy 
should I bother myself aboifi it? •If Jtold the Herr Doctor 
that it was there, stiuatting at ease on his towSr, he would very 
likely open the VWndflWI invite the brAe in, and offer it food- 
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and shelter 'for the night. For he is one of those kind-hearted 
people who think that al^l the animal creation are worthy ol 
consideration and tenderness. Well^ — it may be very good 
and broad, philosophy, — all the same,' if 1 caught a rat sitting 
in my«bed, I shouldn’t like it, — nor would I care to share my 
meals with a lively party of cockroaches. There are limits to 
Christian feelings. And, as for that beast of a bird outside, 
why, it’s better outride than in, so I’ll say nothing about it.” 

And he devoted himself more intently than ever to the 
preparation of the dinner, — for his master had now an ex- 
cellent appetite, and ate gopd things with appreciation and 
relish, a circumstance which greatly consoled Karl for many 
other drawbacks in the service he had undertaken. For he 
was a perfect cook, and proud of his art, and that night he 
was particularly conscious of the excellence of the little tasty 
dishes he had, to use an art-term, “ created,” and he watched 
his master enjoy their flavour, with a proud, keen sense of his 
own cfonsumm 2 f..e skill. . 

** When a man relishes his food it is all right with him," he 
thought. — ** Starving''f6r the sake 6f science may be all very 
well, but if it kills the scientist what becomes of the 
science?” *■ 

And he grew quite cheerfuf in the .contemplation' of the 
** Herr Doctor’s ” improved appetite, and by degrees almost 
forgot the uncanny b^rd that was still sitting on the topmost 
ledge of the tower. J" 

Among other sttiaious habits engendered by long solitude 
into which KremlSi had fallen, was the somewhat unhygienic 
one of reading at meals. Most frequently it was a volume of 
« poems with which he beguiled the lonelinesi: of his dinner, for 
he was one^of tH&se rare few who accept and believe in what 
may be called the “ Prophecies ” of Poesy. •These » are in 
very truth often miraculous, and it can be safely asserted that 
if ‘writers of the Bible had fibt been poets they would 
never have been prophets- A jfbet, — if he indeed de a poet, 
and not a mere fhanufacturer of elegant verre, — always raves — 
raves madly, blindly, itftoherently of iY&gs Le does not really 
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understand.* Moreover, it is not lumself that rAves — but a 
Something within him, — some demJniac or angelic spirit that 
clamours its wants in wild music, which by throbbing measure 
and degree resolves!* itself, after some throes of pain on the 
poet’s part, into a peculiar and occasionally vague language. 
The poet, as man, is no more than man ; but thal palpitating 
voice in his mind gives him no rest, tears his thoughts piece- 
meal, rends his soul, and consumes him yith feverish trouble 
and anxiety not his own, till he h^s given it some sort of 
speech, however mystic and strange. ’ If it resolves itself into 
a statement which appals or amaj^es, he, the poet, cannot help 
it; if it enunciates a prophecy he is equally incapable oT 
altering or refuting it. When Shakespeare wrote the three 
words, ‘^Sermons in stones,*’ he had no idea that he was briefly 
expoundifig with perfect completeness the then to him un- 
known science •of geology. The poet is not born of flesh 
alone, but of spirit — a spirit which dominatgs him whether he 
will or no, from the y^ry first hour in which Ms childisfl eyes 
look inquiringly on leaves and flowers and stars — a spirit 
which catches him by the hands, kisSes him on the lips, 
whispers mad nothings in his startled ears, flies restlessly round 
and about him, bn^hing his every ^sense #ith ciowny, warm, 
hurrying wings, — sn^ches hihi up altogether at times and 
bids }]im sing* write, cry out strange oracles, weep forth wild 
lamentations, and all this without ever condescending to explain 
to him the reason why. It is left to tl» world to discover 
this “ Why,” an(J the discovery is often not made till ages after 
the poet’s mortal dust has been transformed to flowers in tlie 
grass which little children gather and wear unknovwngly. The 
poet whose collec^ed utterances Dr. Kremlin was now reading,^ 
as he sipped the one glass of light burgundy* whieh concluded 
his m«al, way Byrx)n ; the fiery singer whose exquisite music 
is pooh-poohed Ijy the insipid critics of "tlie immediate day, 
who, jealous of his easily-^on and world-wide fame, 
him the laurel, even though it*sprinj from the grave of a hero 
as well as bard. Tthe book w'as open at “MSinfred,” and Ahe 
lines on which oHI IMfftilin’s eyes restAl were these : 
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, " How’^beautiful is all this visible world ! 

How glorious in itsuction and itself ! 

But we who name ciirselves its sovereigns, we, 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit*^ t 
^To sink or soar, with our mix’d essence make 
A cbiiflict of its elements, and breathe 
The breath of degradation and of pride, 

Contending with low wants and lofty will. 

Till our morftlity predominates, 

And men are, — what they name not to themselves. 

And trust not to each other.” 

“Now that passage is every whit as fine as anything in 
Shakespeare,*' thought KremhV — “ and the whole secret oi 
human trouble is in it ; — it is not the world that is wrong, but 
we — we ‘who make a conflict of its elements.' The question 
is, if we are really ‘unfit to sink or soar ' is it our fault? — and 
may» we not ask without irreverence why we were made so 
incotpplete ? Ah; my clever friend El-Rami Zaranos has set 
himself a superhuman task on the subjei^t of this ‘ Why,' and I 
fancy I shall find out ,the riddle of Mars, and many another 
planet besides, before he ‘proves,' as he is trying to do, the 
conscious and individual existence of, the ''oul.” 

He turned over the pages qf “ Manfre J " thoughtfully, and 
then stopped, his gaze riveted on the ^flendid lines in which 
the unhappy hero of the tragedy flings his last defiance to the 
accusing demons — A 

“ The mind wh^ch is immortal makes itself 
Requital for, its good or evil thoughts — 

Is its own origin of ill and end — 

An(f its own place and time — its innate sense. 

When stripped of Jhis moiftality, derive^ 

No colour from the fleeting things without, 

But is absorbed in sufferance or in joyy „ 

Bom from the. knowledge of its own desert. 

Thou didst not tempt me, an^ thou couldst not tempt t 
I have not been thy dupe, jior am thy prey — 

But was ipy own de'stroyer, and will be 
My own hereaft^. — Back, ye baffled flhnds ! 

The hand of death is on me, — bufri& f6urs ! * 
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“And yot people will say that Byron was an immoral 
writer!” murmured Kremlin — “In (spite of the tremencfous 
lesson conveyed in those lines 1 Tf)«|re is something positively 
terrifying in that expressfcn — 

‘ But was my own destroyer, and will be • 

My own hereafter/^ 

What a black vista of possibilities ” ^ 

Here he broke off, suddenly startfed by a snaky blue glare 
that flashed into the room like the swift sweep of a sword-blade. 
Springing up from the table he njbbed his dazzled eyes. 

“ AVhy — wh^jt was that ? he exclaimed. 

“ Lightning ! ” replied Karl, just entering at the moment — 
“and a very nasty specimen of it. , . . I’d better put all the 
knives an\l steel things by.’* 

And he proceeded to do this, while Kremlin still stood in 
the centre of the room, his sight yet a lit^e confused by the 
rapidity and brilliancy* of that unexpected storjti-flash. A long 
low ominous muttering of thunder, beginning far off and rolling 
up nearer and nearer till it boomed hke*a volley of cannon in 
unison with the roar of the sea, followed, — then came silence. 
No rain fell, and ^e wind only bfew mo§erat^ly enough to 
sway tfie shrubs in front of fhe house lightly to and fro. 

“It will be^ stormy night,” said Dr. Kremlin then, recover- 
ing himself and taking up his Byron— I am sorry for the 
sailors ! You had better see well to allmhe fastenings of the 
doors and windows.” ^ 

“ Trust me ! ” replied Karl sententiousiy — “ You shall »ot 
be carried out to sea against your will if I can iielp it — nor 
have I any desire to make such a voyage myself. I hope.* 
Herr Doctor ” — he added wiA a touch of ^inxiciy — “ you are 
not gcang to spend this evening in the tower ? ” 

“ I certainly ! ** answered Kremlia, ^smiling — “ I have 
work up there, and I caniTbt afford to be idle on accoflnt j){ a 
thunderstorm. Why do yoif look^so scared? There is no 
danger.” • • ^ 

“1 didn’t say^ttee was” — and ftarl fidgeted uneasily — 
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“but — though Fve never been inside it, I should think the 
tower was lonesome, andl- 1 should fancy there might be too 
close a view of the lightnj^ig to be quite pleasant.” 

Kremlin looked amused, and, wilking to the window, 
pushed back one of the curtains. 

“ I believt it was a false alarm,” he said, gazing at the sea — 
“ That flash and thunder-peal were the parting notes of a storm 
that has taken pla^e somewhere else. See ! — the clouds are 
clearing.'* 

So in truth they were ; the evening, though very dark, 
seemed to give promise of a calm. One or two stars twinkled 
raintly in a blackish-blue breadth of sky, and, perceiving these 
shining monitors and problems "'of his life's la&our, Kremlin 
wasted no more time in words, but abruptly left the room and 
ascended to his solitary studio. Karl, listening, heard the 
closing of the heavy door aloft and the grating, of the key as it 
turneci in the lock, — and he also heard that strange perpetual 
whirrilig noise cbove, which, though he had in a manner 
grown accustomed to it, always remained for him a perplexing 
mystery. Shaking hfio head dolefuMy, and with a somewhat 
troubled countenance, he cleared the dining-table, set the room 
in order, werfc dewn to'^his kitchen; cleaned, rubbed, and 
polished everything till his surroundings were as bright as it 
was possible for them to be, and then, pleasantly fatigued, sat 
down to indite a letter to his mother in the most elaborate 
German phraseology/ne could devise. He was rather proud 
of his “ learning,” afld he knew his letters hofne were read by 
nQ^irly all the people in his native village as well as by his 
maternal parent, so that he was particularly careful in his 
^efforts to impress everybody by the exceeding choiceness of 
his epistolary! “style.” ^Absorbed in his task, he at first 
scarcely noticed the gradual rising of the wind, ^hich, having 
rested for a few hours, now seemed to have awakened in re- 
doubled strength and fury. WhisUmg under the kitchen door 
it came, with a cold jind ^creepji chill, — it shook the windows 
angrily, and then^ finding the door of the outside pantry open, 
«hut it to with a tremendous bang, like person worsted 
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in an arguaient Karl paused, pen in hand; and, as he did 
so, a dismal cry echoed round the ^ouse, the sound seeming 
to fall from a height and then swefp over the earth with the 
wind, towards the sta. • * 

“It*s that brute of a birdl” said Karl half aloud-j-“ Nice 
cheerful voice he has, to be sure ! ” • * 

At that moment the kitchen was illuminated from end to 
end by a wide blue glare of lightning, followed, after a heavy 
pause, by a short loud clap of thurider. The hovering storm 
had at last gathered together its scattered forces, and, con- 
centrating itself blackly above the clamorous sea, now broke 
forth in deadly earnest. * **" 
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V REM LIN meanwhile had reached his tower in time 
to secure a glimpse of the clearer portion of the sky 
before it clouded over again. G^^ening the great window, he 
leaned out and anxiously surveyed the heavens. There was a 
little glitter of star-groups above his head, and imn'tediately 
opposite an almost stirlcss heavy fleece of blackness, which he 
knew by its position hid from his sight the planet Mars, the 
brilliant world hqjiow sought to make the chief centre of his 
observations. He saw that heavy clouds were slowly rolling 
up from the south, and: he was quite {)rcparcd for a fresh out- 
break of storm and rain, but he was determined to take 
advantage, if pjssit»Jie, of 6ven a few rtiom^nts Of temporary 
calm. And with this intention h€> fixed his gaze watchfuily on 
the woolly-looking dark mass of vapour that concealed the 
deshed star from his view, having first carefully covered the 
steadily revolving T)i^. with its thick sable curtain. Never 
surely was there a mo/xe weird and solemn-looking place than 
the^tower-room as itinow appeared; no light in it at all save a 
fitful side-glejm from the whirling edge of the Disc, — all dark- 
ness and monotonous deep sound, with that patient solitary 
figure leaning^ at the sill of the wfide-open window, gazing far 
ui)ward at the pallid gleam of those few distant stj^rs that^ truly 
did no more than makf; “ darkness visible.^' Tfie aged scientist’s 
lieart beat quickly; the weight of }vng years of labour and 
anxieTy seemed to be gifted fron^> his spirit, and it was with 
almost all the ardQur of his young student days that he noted 
the gradual slow untwisting and dividing ^fij^bose threads of 
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storm-mistf that like a dark web, woven by the Fates, veiled tlie 
red planet ” whose flashing signal might prove to be the Icey to 
a thousand hitherto unexplored myjjteries. Tt was strange that 
just at this particukir ifloment of vague suspense Ais thoughts 
should go wandering in a desultory wilful fashion bac^ to his 
past,-^and that the history of his bygone life seenfeW to arrange 
itself, as it were, in a pattern as definite as the wavy lines on 
his “ Light-Maps ” and with just as iwdefiyite a meaning. He, 
who had lived that life, was as perplexed concerning its ultimate 
intention as he was concerning the ultimate meanings conveyed 
by the light-vibrations through yr. He tried to keep his ideas 
centred on tl^e scientific puzzle he was attempting to unraWi, — 
he strove to think of every sf&all fact that bore more or less on 
that one central object, — he repeated to himself the A B C of 
his art, concerning the vibrations of light on that first natural 
reflector, the human eye, — how, in receiving the impression of 
the colour red, for instance, the nerves ^of the eye &re set 
quivering four hundred and eighty-two millj^ns of miHions of 
times ; or, of the colour violet, spven hundred and seven 
millions of millions of tunes per secondP How could he hope 
to catch the rapid flash of the “ Third Ray ” under these 
tremendous ^condition*?? Would f! not wnis?! from the very 
face df the Disc befpre he ha^ time to track its circuit ? But, 
though he etrove to busy his brain with conjectures and 
calculations, he was forced, in spite of himself, to go on grdping 
into the Past ; that wonderful Past whJfc he had been really 
young — young* with a youth not borip of El-Rami's secret 
concoctions, — but youth as it is received fresh and pe^ect 
from the hand of Divinity — the talisman which jnakes all the 
world an Eden of roses without thorns. He saw himself as he 
used to be, a slim student, fair-haired and blue-^yed, absorbed 
in science, drying strange experiments, "testing new chemical 
combinations, ferreting out the curious mysteries of atmospheric 
phenomena, and then be!hg gradually led to consider®the vast 
amount of apparently unnecessary per second^ that pours 
upon us from ev^y radiating object in the Armament, b^ing 
in mind the fac^||hit our Earth itself radiates through Space, 
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even though* its glimmer be no more than that of a. spark amid 
many huge fires. He rem'embered how he had pored over the 
strange but incontestable , fact that two rays of light starting 
from the same point and travelling* in <:he same direction 
frequently combine ta ])roduce darkness, by that principle 
which is khbwn in the science of optics as the interferenu 
of the rays of light, — and how, in the midst of all this, his 
work had been suddenly interrupted and put a stop to by 
a power the stars in their courses cannot gainsay — Love. 
Yes — he had loved and been beloved, — this poor, gentle, 
dreamy man ; — one winter in Russia — one winter when the 
" sno\frs lay deep on the wild steppes and the wolves were 
howling for hunger in the gltfom of the forests, — he had 
dreamed his dream, and wakened from it — broken-hearted. 
She whom he loved, a beautiful girl connected with the 
Russian nobility, was associated, though knew it not, 
with a secret society of Nihilists, and was all at once 
arrestc!icl with seefei^ others and accused of being party to 
a plot for the assassination of the Tsar. Found guilty, she 
was sentenced to exil^ in Siberia, but before the mandate 
could be carried out she died by her own hand, poisoned 
in her prison ''cell/' Kreiiilin, though no^ “ suspect,” went 
almost mad with grief, and fled from Russia never 'to set 
his foot on its accursed soil again. People said that the 
ext'^ss of his sorrow, rage and despair had affected his 
brain, which was possS-ole, as his manner and mode of living, 
and the peculiar grooves of study into which* he fell, were 
undoubtedly strange and eccentric — and yet — tenderness 
for his dead love, self-murdered in her youth and beauty, 
kept him sensitively alive to human ne.*ids and human 
suffering, — th/^re was no ' scorn ‘or bitterness in his nature, 
and his faith in the 'unseen God was as great srs £1-Pimi’s 
doubt But, left as* he was all alone in the world, he 
plunged* into the obscure depths of^science with gi*eater zest 
than ever, striving to forget the dire agony of that brief love- 
draipa, the fatal ♦‘end of which had nearly closed his own 
career in madness and^ death. And«8C'*4^ years drifted 
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on and on in work that every day ^ew more abstruse and 
perplexing, till he had suddenly, as it were, found himself 
old, — too old, as he told himself |With nervous trembling, 
ever to complete vihat*he had begun. Then hJ had sent 
for El-Rimi ; El-Rami whom he had met and wopdered 
at, during his travels in the East years ago . . . afld El- Rami, 
at his desire, by strange yet potent skill, had actually turned 
back time in its too rapid flight — and % new lease of life 
was vouchsafed to him ; — he had leisia-e, — long, peaceful leisure 
in which to carry out his problems to perfection, if to carry 
them out were at all possible. For had not El-Rami said — 
“ You cannot die, except by violence ** ? 

And thus, like the “ star-pfctterns,” all the fragments of 
his personal history came into his mind to-night as he waited 
at his tower-vrindow, watching the black pavilion under which 
the world of Mars swung round in its fiery orbit. 

“ Why do I think of all these bygone things just now?” he 
asked himself wonderingly — “ I who so selcfor^ waste my time 
in looking back, my work being all fo/ the Future?” 

As he murmured the words half aloud/ta rift showed itself in 
the cloud he was observing, — a rift which widened gradually 
and broke up^he dart rftass by swif/and eier swifter degrees. 
Fold after fold of misj: dissolvtJd and dispersed itself along the 
sky, swept by 4he wings of the newly-arisen wind, and Mars, 
angrily crimson and stormily brilliant, flashed forth a limd 
fire ... In less time than imagination jban depict. Kremlin 
had noiselessly flung the black curtain baJk from his disc, . . . 
and with his eyes riveted upon its gleaming pearly surface jie 
waited . . . scarcely breathing, . . . every nerve ^n his body 
seeming to contragt and grow rigid with expectation and some- 
thing like dread. A pale lighf glisterffed on the hijge disc . . . 
it wa^ gone 1 . . another flash, . . . * and this remained 
trembling in wavy lines and small reviving specks — now 
. . now . . . trie Thir<^. — and Kremlin craned hit head 
forward eagerly ... it came 1 — lik^ a (Jrop of human blood 
it fell, and raced ,more rapidly than quicksilver round ^nd 
round the polish '^^^^li^sface of the dis%, paling in tint among 
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thf. other Innumerable ^ilvery lines . . . flashed) again redly 
. . . and . . . disappeared ! A cry of irrepressible disappoint* 
ment bro^-e from Kremliyi’s lips. 

“ Impossible ! . . my God ! . . 1' im^)ossible ! 

Ayr* — impossible surely to track such, velocity of motion — 
impossible to fix the spot where first its dazzling blood-like hue 
fell, and where it at last vanished. And yet Kremlin waited 
on in feverish expectancy, — his lips apart, his breath coming 
and going in quick uneasy gasps, his straining eyes fixed on 
that terrible, inscrutable creation of his own skill, that fearful 
Mirror of the heavens which reflected so much and betrayed so 
little ! . . . Heedless of the muttering roar of the wind which 
now suddenly assailed the toffer, he stood, fascinated by the 
dazzling play of light that illumined the disc more brilliantly than 
usual. A dismal scream, — the cry of the cormorant perched 
on the roof above him, echoed faintly in kis ears, but he 
scarcely heard it, ^o absorbed was he in his monstrous Enigma ; 
till— ^11 at ona«, a blue shaft of lightning glared in at the 
window, its brief reflection transforming the disc for a second 
to an almost overw^belming splendour of glittering colour. 
The strong blaze dazzled Kremlin's eyes, — and as the answer- 
ing thunder rattled through the sky hh reluctantly moved from 
his position and went towards the wundovy to shut it against the 
threatening storm. But when he reached it he saw that the 
I^anet Mars was yet distinctly visible ; the lightning and 
thunder came from K^at huge bank of clouds in the south he 
had before noticed,^^ — clouds which were flying rapidly up, but 
hrd not yet entirely obscured the heavens. In eager and 
trembling baste he hurried back to the disc, — it seemed alive 
with light, and glistened from point to poiiU like a huge jewel 
as it whirled* and humrned its strange monotonous music, — 
and, shading his eyes, he remained close bqside it, detarmined 
to watch it still, hoping against hope that another red flash like 
the^onfe he had lately seen might tftimson the quivering mass 
of silvery intersecting*4iner which he knew were not so much 
thedight-vibrations of stars now as reflexes of the electricity 
pent up in the tempestuous atmospheres 
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“ Patience . . . patience I ” he murmured aloudf— “ A mo-' 
ment more, and perhaps I shall see, . ^ . I shall know . . / I 
shall find what I have sought. . . 

'Fhe last words werg ye^ trembling in his lips whei/ a fearful 
forked tongue of red flame leaped from the clouds, dfescending 
obliquely like a colossal sword, ... it smote the tower, ^split- 
ting its arched roof and rending its walls asunder, — and with the 
frightful boom and bellow of thunder that followed, echoing 
over land and sea for miles and miles there came another 
sound, ... a clanging jangle of chains and wires and pon- 
derous metals, . . . the mighty mass of the glittering Star-Dial 
swirled round unsteadily once . .*. twice . . . quivered — 
stopped . . . afid then . . . sloping from its wondrous pen- 
dulum, hurled itself forward like a monster shield and fell 1 . . . 
fell with ao appalling crash and thud, bringing the roof down 
upon itself in ^ blinding shower of stones and dust and 
mortar. . . . And then . . . why, then nothing 1 Notihing 
but dense blackness, muttering thunder, ahd the roarir^jg of 
the wind. * ^ 


Outside, frantic with fear, Karl shook and battered at the 
firmly-locked alid bohed door of the tJbwer. ^Whfin that forked 
flash of Jightning had struck tie house, it had stretched him 
senseless in lii§ kitchen, — he had, however, recovered after a 
few minutes* unconsciousness, dazed and stunned, but otherwiae 
unhurt, and, becoming gradually alive to tlj immediate dangers 
of the situation, 416 had, notwithstanding toy the gale 
and the. deafening peals of thunder, rusjied out of doors 
instinctively to look at the tower. One glance showed hifn 
what had happened, — it was split asunder, and showed dimly 
against the stormy night like ^ yawring ruin round which in ' 
time the ivy might twist and cling. Breathless and mad with 
terror, he had rushed back to the house and up the stairs, and 
now stood impatfently clamouring outside* the impenetrable 
portal whose firm interior fastejiings resisted all his efforts, fie 
called, he knocked, he kicked, — andf then, exhausted with the 
vain attempt, sto^gd^to listen. . . » Nothing 1 . , , nol a 
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sound I He made a hollow of his hands and ^\ii his mouth 
to the keyhole. 

“ Herr Doctor 1 . . . Herr Doctor ! ” 

No anfwer, — except tHe stormy w^*istlf of the blast. 

“ No help for it ! ” he thought desperately, tears of excite- 
mentlmd. ?larm gathering in his eyes — “ I must call for assist- 
ance, — rouse the neighbours and break open the door by 
force.'' 

He ran downstairs and out of the house bareheaded, to be 
met by a sudden sweep of rain which fell in a straight unpre- 
meditated way from the clouds in stinging torrents. Heedless 
of ’'"ind and wet he sped along, making direct for some fisher- 
men’s cottages whose inhabkants he knew and whom in a 
manner he was friendly with, and, having roused them up by 
shouts and cries, explained to them as briefly as ]>orsible what 
had happened. As soon as they understood the situation four 
stout fellows got ready to accompany him, and taking pickaxes, 
crowbars, boathooks, and any other such implements as were 
handy, they ran almost as quickly as Karl himself to the scene 
of the catastrophe. . TH'eir excitement was to the full as great 
as his, till they reached the top of the staircase and stood 
outside the irysterious ooor — there they jhung uack a moment 
hesitatingly. 

“ Call him again ” — one whispered to Karl. V Mebbe he’s in 
t'^ere safe and sound and did not hear ye at fust." 

To satisfy the I’s scruples Karl obeyed, and called and 
called, and knocker and knocked again and yet again, — with 
the same result, — ino answer, save the derisive yell of the gale. 

** He be dead an' gone for sure " — said a second man, with 
a slight pallor coming over his sea-tanned face — “ Well . . . 
well ! ... if so be as we must break down th* door ” 

“Here, give me one of those things" — c^^^ied K^rl im- 
patiently, and snatfhing a crowbar he began dealing heavy 
blows at the massive nail-studded c^aken barrier. Seeing him 
so^iimch in earnest, Jiis companions lost the touch of super- 
stitious dread tlyit had made them hesitate, and also set them- 
selves to work with a. will, and in a minutes — minutes 
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which to thi anxious Karl seemed agps, — the doorVas batt^re^i 
in, . . . and they all rushed forward, . . . but the fierce wind, 
tearing wildly around them, caught* t}ie flame of thj lamp they 
carried and extinguished it, so that they were l/ft in total 
darkness. But over their heads the split roof yawned, rjiowing 
the black sky, and about their feet was a mass of ^fallen stones 
and dust and indistinguishable ruin. As quickly as possible 
they re-lit the lamp and, holding it aloft, ^»looked tremblingly, 
and without speaking a word, at fhe havoc and confusion 
around them. At first little could be seen but heaped-up 
■stones and bricks and mortar, but Karl’s quick eyes roving 
eagerly about paught sight suddenly of something black under 
a heap of debris, — and quicklj^* bending down over it he began 
with his hands to clear away the rubbish, — the other men, 
seeing what he was trying to do, aided him in his task, and in 
about twenty minutes’ time they succeeded in uncovering a 
black mass, huge and inanimate. ^ 

“ What is it ? ” wl^ispered one of the me^r— “ It^s . ^ . it’s 
not him ? *’ . 

Karl said nothing — he felt himself tuftiing sick with dread, 
... he touched that doubtful blackness — it was a thick cloth 
like a great pall— nt Concealed . . . wht^? ^Recklessly he 
pulled* and tugged at it, gefting his hands lacerated by a 
tangled mesh*of wires and metals, — till, yielding at last to a 
strong jerk, it came away in weighty clinging folds, disclofiTig 
what to him seemed an enormous rounrf stone, which, as the 
lamp-light .flaslied upon it, glistened mysteriously with a 
thousand curious hues. Karl grasped its*edge in an eflbrt#to 
lift it — his fingers came in contact with something moist and 
warm, and, snatclring them away in a sort of vague horror, he, 
saw that they were stained with blood. • 

“Oh my God ! jny God I ” he cried — ‘^He is down there, — 
underneath this tjiing ! . . . help me to lifuit, men ! — lift it for 
Heaven’s sake ! — lift it, quick — quick ! ” • ^ 

But, though they all dragg(?d at il with a will, the work saw 
not so easy — the great Disc had fallen flat, •and lay solemnly 
inert — and that x:;»ing blood, — the ftood of the too daring 
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student of tlie stars who Ij^ad designed its mystic proportions, — 
trickled from under it with sickening rapidity. At last, breath- 
less and weary, they were, about to give up the task in despair, 
when Kan snatched from out the liiiny the iron needle or 
pendujum On which the Disc had originally swung, and, all 
unknowing Vhat it was, thrust it cautiously under the body of 
the great stone to aid in getting a firmer hold of it, . , . to his 
amazement and terror the huge round mass caught and clung 
to ]t, like warm scaling-^'ax to a piece of paper, and in an 
instant seemed to have magically dispensed with all its weight, 
for as, with his unassisted strength, he lifted the pendulum, the- 
DikC^lifted itself lightly and easily with it 1 A cry of fear and 
wonder broke from all the nt^n, — Karl himself trembled in 
every limb, and big drops of cold sweat broke out on his fore- 
head at what he deemed the devilish horror of this miracle. 
But as he, with no more difficulty than he would have 
experienced in heaving up a moderate-sized log of wood, raised 
the Disc and flu.ng it back and away from him shudderingly, 
pendulum and afl, his eyes fell on what had lain beneath it, 
... a crushed pulp <!.f human flesh and streaming blood — and 
reverend silver hairs . . . and with a groan that seemed to 
rend his very 'heat Karf gave one Upward sick stare at the 
reeling sky, and fainted, . . .'as unconscious for the time 
being as that indistinguishable mangled masj ot perished 
nfuitality that once had been his master. 

. y . 

Gently and with s^om passionate kindness, the rough fishers 
wl;»o stood by lifted'him up and bore him out of the tower and 
down the stairs, — ^and, after a whispered consultation, carried 
him away from the house altogether to one of their own 
cottages, where they put “him under the care of one of their 
own women. None of them could sleep anv mo’-e that-night ; 
they stood in a group close by their humble habitations, watch- 
ing the*progress of the storm, and d^er and anon casting awe- 
striScen glances at th^ shattered *^ower. 

“ The devil was in it — said one of the men at last, as he 
lit his pipe and endeavoured to soothe hift^nerves by several 
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puffs at that ^ smoky consoler — “or else how woul^ jt rise uj^ 
like that as light as a feather at the tAuch of an iron pole ? 

“ It must ’a weighed twenty rtun at least — murmured 
another man meditatively. ^ i 

“ What a/aj it ? '* demanded a third — “I shoulcf *a took it 
for a big grindstone if it hadn’t sparkled up so when the light 
fell on it.” 

“ Well, it may stay where it is for all I care,” said the first 
sneaker — “ I wouldn’t touch it again^ifor a’^iundred pound 1 " 

“ Nor I.” “ Nor I.” 

They were all agreed on that point. 

“Wotever he were a-doin’ on,” — said the fourth -Kvan 
gravely — “ whe’ther it were God's work or the devil’s, it’s all 
over now. He's done for, poor old chap ! It’s an awful end 
— God rest his soul ! ” 

The others lifted their caps and murmured “ Amen ” with 
simple reverence. Then they Iboked out at the dark wallowing 
trough of the sea. '' ^ 

“ How the wind roars 1 ” said the last spealfer. 

“ Ay, it do roar,” replied the man wh% was his mate in the 
boat when they went fishing ; “ and did ye hear a cormorant 
scream a whil5 ago?,” ■» ♦ 

“ Ayf ay ! I heard it ! ” Tkey were silent then, and turned 
in, after makiiig inquiries concerning Karl at the cottage where 
they had left him. He was still unconscious. « 
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A COUPLE of days later, El-Rimi was engaged in what 
was not a very favourite, occupation with' him, — he was 
reading the morning’s newspaper. He glanced over the cut- 
and-dry chronicle of “ Storms and Floods ’’ — he noted that a 
great deal of damage had been wrought by t^he gale at Ilfra- 
combe and other places along the Devonshire coast, — but 
therccwas nothing of any specially dreadful import to attract 
his attention, and nothing either in politics or science of any 
pressing or vital inte^-est. There two or three reviews 
of books, one of these being pressed into a corner next to the 
advertisement* of ? paten*, pill ; there. wer^e announcements of 
the movements of certain humr-n units favoured with a little 
extra money and position than ordinary, as being ** in ** or 
‘^ut of town, and there was a loftily-patronising paragraph on 
the “ Theosophical * Movement, or, as it is more frequently 
termed, the “ The^vsophical Boom.” Froir this, El-Rami 
learned that a gent,leman connected with the Press, who wrote 
excessively ^.commonplace verse, and thereby had got himself 
and his name (through the aforesaid press ^ connection) fairly 
well known, Jiad been good enough to enunciate the following 
amazing platitude “ That, as a great portion of the ^lobe is 
composed of elements which cannot be seen, and as the study 
of the invisible may be deemed as '.egitimate as the study of 
the visible, he^’ (the jDress connected versifier) “is inclined to 
adniit that there are great possibilities on the lines of that 
study/’ 
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Inclined to admit it, is he ! ” and £1-Rimi tlyew aside 
the paper and broke into a laugh of tte sincerest enjoyment, 
*“ Heavens 1 what fools there are in this world, who call them- 
selves wise men 1 This yttle poetalsfer, full of thfi conceit 
common to his imitative craft, is * inclined to acjpit ' that 
there are great possibilities in the study of the ♦invisfble 1 
Excellent condescension ! How the methods of life have 
turned topsy-turvy since the ancient days ! Then the study 
of the Invisible was the first key to the stufiy of the Visible, 
— the things which are seen being considered only as the 
reflexes of the things which are unseen — the Unseen being 
accepted as Cause, the Seen as Effect Now we all driftU;be 
other way, — tak^ing the Visible.* as Fact, — the Invisible as 
Fancy ! ” 

F^raz, who was writing at a side-table, looked up at him. 

“Surely you ^re inconsistent ? he said — “You yourself 
believe in nothing unless it is pf’oved.*^ • 

“ But then, my dear fellow, I can prove the Invisible and 
follow the grades of if, and the modes by #^hich it makes 
itself the Visible, — to a certain extent— l^t only to a certain 
extent Beyond the provable limit - 1 do not go. You, on 
the contrary, aided ^y "ihe wings Sf imagination, outsoar 
that limit, and profess to find angels, star-kingdoms, and 
God Himself. *I cannot go so far as this. But, unlike our 
blown-out frog of a versifier here, who would fain persuadife 
mankind he is a bull, I am not only ‘inclined' to admit — I 
do admit that the>e are * great possibilities^ — only I must test 
them all before I can accept them as facts jaade clear to my 
comjjrehension.” • 

“ Still, you believe in the Invisible ? 

“ Naturally. I believe in the millicgis of suns in the Milky 
Way, tly)ugh they can scarcely be called ^ visible.^ I should 
be a fool if I didT not believe in the Invisible, under the 
present conditions ‘of the Universe. But I ^cannot be tsicked 
by ‘shams* of the Invisible. ^The Theosophical business *is 
a piece of vulgar imposture, in whfeh ftie professors them- 
selves are willing ^t^ delude their own imaginations, as well 
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' as the ^hn^iginations of others — they are the most wretched 
iihitatorj that ever we^ of the old Eastern sorcerers, — the 
fellows who taught Moses and Aaron how to frighten their 
ignorant\'attle-like herdli of follower’s. ^None of the modern 
‘ medium\.’ as they are called, have the skill over atmospheric 
phenomonia, metals, and light-reflexes that Apollonius of Tyana 
had, or Alexander the Paphlagonian. Both these scientific 
sorcerers were born about the same time as Christ, and Apol- 
lonius, like Christ, raised a maiden from the dead. Miracles 
were the fashion in that period of time, — and, according to the 
monotonous manner in which history repeats itself, they are 
coming into favour again in this century. All that we know 
now has been already known^ The ancient Greeks had their 
‘ penny-in-the-slot * machine for the purpose of scattering 
perfume on their clothes as they passed along the streets — 
they had their ‘ syphon ’ bottles and vases^ as we have, and 
thej had their automatically opening and closing doors. 
Compare the rrfiserable * spiritualistic phenomena ' of the 
Theosophists ^th the marvels wrougfit by Hakem, known as 
Mokanna ! Mokarvaa could cau§e an orb like the moon to 
rise from a well at a certain hour and illumine the country for 
miles and iFiles jfiround. How did* ’be , do itl’ By a know- 
ledge of electric force applied lo air and water. The* ‘ bogies * 
of a modern siana who talk bad grammar an^ pinch people’s 
•t-^es and fingers are very coarse examples of necromancy, 
compared with the»,scientific skill of Mokanna and others of 
this tribe. However, superstition is the same in all ages, and 
there w'ill always i)e fools ready to believe in ‘ Mahatmas' or 
anything f Ise, — and the old ‘ incantation of the Mantra ’ will, 
if well done, influence the minds of the dupes of the nine- 
teenth century quite asfeffectivtly as it did those of the bygone 
ages before Christ.'! ^ ^ 

“ What is the in 9 antation of the Mantra'? " asked F^raz. 

** A ridiculous' trick " — replied #E1-Rami^“ known to every 
EUstem conjurer ar^d oM wojnan who professes to see the 
future. You ta^ke your dupe, and fling a little water over him, 
fixing upon him your tyes and all the force of your will, — then, 
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you take a certain mixture of chem^al substances jfcd p)er-* 
fumes, and set them on fire — the flames and fumes produce a 
’ dazzling and drowsy effect on the seftses of your ‘ subject,’ who 
will see whatever yo»g chSose him to see, and heai/whatever 
you intend him to hear. But Will is the chief in^ediq;it of 
the spell, — and if I, for example, choose to influence* any one, 

1 can dispense with both water and fire — I can do it alone and 
without any show of preparatiqp.” ^ 

‘T know you can!” said Fdraz meaningly, with a slight 
smile, and then was silent. 

• “ I wonder what the art of criticism is coming to nowadays 1 ” 
exclaimed El-Rami presently, taking up the paper agafn — 

“ Here is a remark worthy of Dogberry’s profundity — ‘ This is 
a book that must be read to he understood.'^ ^ Why, naturally 1 
Who can Understand a book without reading it ? ” 

Feraz laughed-w-then his eyes darkened. 

“ I saw an infamous so-called critique of one of Madkme 
Vassilius’s books the ot]ier day ” — he said — should lik€ to 
have thrashed the man who wrote it. Jt was not criticism at 
all — it was a mere piece of scurrilous vulgarity.” 

“ Ah, but that sort of thing pays 1 ” retorted El-Rdmi satiri- 
cally. “ The modern ^d^rnalist attains his# extftmest height 
of brillidhcy when he, throws ?he refuse of his inkpot at the 
name and famt of a woman more gifted than himself. It’s 
nineteenth-century chivalry you know, — above all . . . if? 
manly 1 

F^raz shrugged his shoulders with a fiint gesture of con- 
tempt. • ^ 

“ Then — if there is any truth in old chronicles — ijien are not 
what they were ; r-he said. 

‘ No — they are not what they were,* my dear h%y — because 
all things have, changed. Women were ohee the real slaves 
and drudges of men, — now, they are very jigarly their equals, 
or can be so if they choose.^ And men have to get accustomed 
to this — at present they are in. the transition state and don’t 
like it Besides, there will always be male tysants and feq^le 
^ Copie(' ycrlmtim from the cvfrrent Press. 
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‘ d(nidgeS aff long as the fvorld lasts. Men are ixot what they 
were, — ind, certes, they are not what they might be/’ 

“Thei’ might be gods — said F^raz — “ but I suppose they 
prefer toVoe devils.” ^ /• ^ 

“ J^reciVsly 1 ” agreed El-R^mi — “ it is easier, and more 
amusing.”*" 

F&az resumed his writing in silence. He was thinking of 
Irene Vassilius, w^jorn he admired ; — and also of that wondrous 
Sleeping Beauty enshriited upstairs whose loveliness he did not 
dare to speak of. He had latterly noticed a great change in 
his brother, — an indefinable softness seemed to have imper- 
cej^dbly toned down the habitual cynicism of his speech and 
manner, — his very expressions! countenance was more gracious 
and benign, — he looked handsomer, — his black eyts shot forth 
a less fierce fire, — and yet, with all his gentleness “and entire 
lack of impatience, he was absorbed from morning to night in 
such close and secret study as made F^raz sometimes fear for 
its tiltimate result on his health. ^ 

Do you really beljeve in prayer, F^raz ? ” was the very 
unexpected question'-he now asked^ with sudden and startling 
abruptness ; “ I mean, do you think any one in the invisible 
realms hear^MS^ when we pray? ” c- 

F^raz laid down his pen, «and gaz^d at his brodier for a 
moment without answering. Then he said slowly — 

•^ “Well, according to your own theories the air is a vast 
phonograph, — so follows naturally that everything is heard 
and kept But asTO prayer, that depends, J think, altogether 
^n how you pray.» I do not believe in it at all times. And 
I’m afraic^ my ideas on the subject are quite out of keeping 

with those generally accepted ” 

“ Never imind — let itie have them, whatever they are 
interrupted El-RiiAi with visible eagerness^ — “ I want ^o know 
when and how you.pray ? ” 

Well, the fact is I very seldofh pray ’’—returned F^raz — 
“*1 offer up the be^t pfaise I can in mortal language devise, 
bofh night and- morning — but 1 never ask for anything. It 
would seem so vile to^cisk for more, bavi^ already so much. 
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And I am sure God knows best — in ^hich case I nothing 

to ask, except one thing.” I ^ 

" And that is ? ” queried his brother. I 

“Punishment!” ^epl^d Feraz efinphatically ; pray for 
that — I crave for that — I implore that I may be punished at 
once when I have done wrong, that I may immediately 
recognise my error. I would rather be punished here, than 
hereafter.” 

El-Rimi paled a little, ancf his lips* trembled. 

“ Strange boy ! ” he murmured — “ All the churches are pray- 
.ing God to take away the punishments incurred for sin, — you, 
on the contrary, ask for it as if it were a blessing.” • 

“ So it is a l?lessing” — declared Fdraz — “ It must be a bless- 
ing — and it is absurd of the churches to pray against a Law. 
For it is* a Law. Nature punishes us, when we physically 
rebel against thq rules of health, by physical suffering and dis- 
comfort, — God punishes us in our mental rebellions by ntental 
wretchedness. This is as it should be. *I believe w.« get 
everything in this wo*rld that we deserve — more and no 
less.” . • t 

“ And do you never pray ” — continued El-Rimi slowly, 
“for the accoitiplish%dLfF«rfection of s5me c^erisked aim, — the 


winning* of some special joy — 

“ Not I” — sj^iid F^raz — “because I know that if it be good 
for me I shall have it, — if bad, it will be withheld ; all 
prayers could not alter the matter.” • 

El-Rami sat si4ent for a few minutes, — -Vien, rising, he took 
two or three turns up and down the rooi*), and gradually a 
smile, half scornful, half sweet, illumined his dark features. * 
“Then, O young and serene philosopher, I will not pray I” 
ne said, his eyes flashing a lustrous defiance-^“I have a 
special in^view — I mean to grasp a joy ! — and whether it 

be good or bad for*me, I will attempt it uqassisted.” 

“ If it be good ^ou will ^cceed ; ” — said f^raz with a^lance 
expressive of some fear as wel^as wondemient. “ If it be b&d, 
you will not. God arranges these things for qp.” 

“God — God — always, God 1^* cried Bl-Rimi with some*im- 
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pa^tienca — No God shalf interfere with me ! ” At^that moment 
there canie a hesitating knock at the street door. F^raz went 
to open it and admitted a”pale grief-stricken man whose eyes 
were red ahd heavy with tears and v hoyi voice utterly failed 
him tp rep\y when El-Rimi exclaimed in astonishment : 

" Karl ! * . . . Karl ! You here ? Why, what has 
happened?'* 

Poor Karl made^a heroic struggle to speak, — but his emo- 
tion was too strong for hkn — he remained silent, and two great 
drops rolled down his cheeks in spite of all his efforts to 
restrain them. 

“ You are ill ; *’ — said Feraz kindly, pushing him by gentle 
force into a chair and fetching him a glass of' wine — “ Here, 
drink this — ^it will restore you.” 

Karl put the glass aside tremblingly, and tried to -smile his 
gratitude, — and presently gaining a little control over himself 
he ifurned his piteous glances towards El-Rami whose fine 
features had become suddenly grave and fixed in thought. 

“You . . . you'. . . haye not heard, sir “ he stammered. 

El-Rami raised hi<'' hand gently^ with a solemn and com- 
passionate gesture. 

“ Peace, my good fellow ! — no, I not heard, — but I 
can guess ; — Kremlin, . . . yoer master ... is dead.** 

And he was silent for many minutes. Fresh tears trickled 
ffdm Karl's eyes, and he made a pretence of tasting the wine 
that F^raz pressed yi-pon him — F^raz, who looked as statuesque 
and serene as a youwg Apollo. ’ 

“You must conLole yourself;” — ^he said cheerfully to Karl, 
“ Poor Dr., Kremlin had many troubles and few joys — now 
he has gone where he has no trouble and all joy.” 

“Ah!” ^ghed Karl '‘dolefully — “I wish I could believe 
that, sir, — I vrish I Could believe it I But it was. the judgment 
of God upon him-^it was indeed 1 — that is what my poor 
mother* would say, — the judgment ^f God I '* 

kl-Rami moved ftpm ^s meditative attitude with a faint 
sen^e of irritatior.. The words he had so lately uttered — “No 
God shall interfere wife me” — ^re-ech/oedjip his mind. And 
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now here was this man, — this servan/ weeping an^ ambling 
and talking of the “judgment of God” as if it wpe re^ly 
something dividely directed and inexorable. / 

“ What do you mean ?^” he asked, •endeavouring ip suppress 
the impatience in his voice — “Of course, I know he must 
have had some violent end, or else he could no?” — Ad he 
repeated the words impressively^ — “ could not have died, — but 
was there anything more than usually strange in the manner 
of his death?” ^ ^ 

Karl threw up his hands. 

“ More than usually strange ! Ach, Gott ! ” and, with many 
interpolations of despair and expressions of horror, he related 
in broken accents the whole of the appalling circumstances 
attending his master's end. In spite of himself a faint shudder 
ran through El-Rami's warm blood as he heard — he could 
almost see befor^e him the horrible spectacle of the old man’s 
mangled form lying crushed under the ponderous Disc his 
daring skill had designed ; ?nd under his breath he mumwired, 

“ Oh Lilith, oh my t?)0 happy Lilith ! and^yet you tell me 
there is no death I ” however, tj^e young and sensitive 

Fdraz, listened to the sad recital with quiet interest, unhonified, 
apparently uhmov«^,*p#Jiis eyes wefe bright, his expression 
placid.* • 

“ He could jiot have suffered ; ” — he observed at last, when 
Karl had finished speaking — “The flash of lightning iBUfit 
have severed body and spirit instantly aiid without pain. I 
think it was a g^od end.” ^ 

Karl looked at the beautiful smiling yoyth in vague horror. 
What ! — to be flaltened out like a board beneath a ponder^s 
weight of fallen ^ stone — to be so disfigured as to be un- 
recognisable — to be only a mangled unass of fle^h difficult of*, 
decent^burialj — and call that “a good end ” I Karl shuddered 
and groaned ; — he was not versed in the^ strange philosophies 
of young Feraz-^>^ ha<^ never been out of his bodg on an 
ethereal journey to the star-kingdoms. ^ • 

“It was the judgment of God,” — he Repeated dully— 
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NeithA.nvDre nor less.'|j My poor * master studied too hard, 
ana tried to find out too much, and 1 think he* made God 
angry l 

“ My g^d fellow,** interrupted E^-Rami rather irritably — 
“ do not ta^ of what you do not understand. You have been 
faithful, hard-working and all the rest of it, — but as for your 
master trying to find out too much, or God getting angry with 
him, that is all nonsense. We were placed on this earth to 
find out as much as* we cyi, abouVit and about ourselves, and 
do the best that is possible with our learning, — and the bare 
idea of a great God condescending to be ‘ angry * with one out 
of millions upon millions of uhits is absurd ** 

“ But even if an unit rebels ^gainst the Law the Law crushes 
him** — interrupted Feraz softly — “A gnat flies into flame — 
the flame consumes it — the Law is fulfilled, — and the Law is 
God’s Will.” 

El-R^mi bit his lip vexedly. 

” Well, be that *as it may, one must needs find out what 
the Law ts first, b.ifore it can either be Accepted or opposed,** 
he said. , 

F^raz made no answer. He was thinking of the simplicity 
of certain La\^ of ^Spirit Vtnd Matter were ‘accepted and 

agreed to by the community of ,men of whom the mo^k from 
Cyprus was the chief master. 

• l^arl meanwhile stared bewilderedly from Fdraz to El-Rami 
and from El-Rami ti^-ck to F^raz again. Their remarks were 
totally beyond his c<j|/nprehcnsion ; he never c^^uld understand, 
and never wanted tp understand, these subtle philosophies. 

I came to ask you, sir** — he said after a pause — “whether 
you would not, now you know all, manage to take away that 
devilish thing that killed^ my master? I’m afraid to touch it 
myself, and no one else will — and there it lies up in the ruined 
tower shining away like a big lamp, and sticking like \ burr 
to the ^ron rod 1 Ififted it with. If ^it’s any good to you, I’m 
surt- you’d better have it — and by the bye, I found this, sir, 
in my master’s room a'ctdreSsed to you.*' 
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He held o^ut a sealed envelope, whjfch El-Rimi jp^ed. If 
contained a folded paper, on whicn wer^ scratclpd 
lines — ^ * 

•‘To El-Rami Za!i)Inos. 

“ Good friend, in the event of my death,* I you 
to accept all my possessions such as they are, and do me the 
one favour I ask, which is thij — Destroy the Disc, and let my 
problem die with me.** •* 

This paper, duly signed, bore the date of two years previously. 
El-Rami read it, and handed it to*Karl, who read it also. #They 
were silent for a few minutes ; then El-Rami crossed the room, 
and, unlocking a small cupboard in the wall, took out a sealed 
flask full of w^hat looked like red wine. 

“ See here, ^arl ** — he said j — “ There is no devil in the 
great stone you are so afraid of. It is as perishable as» any- 
thing else in this best of all possible worlds. • It is nothing but 
a peculiar and rare growth of crystal, which, though found in 
the lowest depths of the *earth, has thc| quality of absorbing 
light and emitting it. It clings to the iron rod in the way 
you speak of l^ecaCI^i^iS a magnet,— ^and i^on n9t only attracts 
but fastens it. It is impossible for me just now to go to 
Ilfracombe — besides tliere is really no necessity for my presence 
there. I can fully trust you to bring me the papers and few 
possessions of my poor old friend, — and for the rest, you can 
destroy the ston« yourself — the Disc, as ^bur master called it. 
All you have to do is simply to pour this yquid on it, — it will 
pulverise — that is, it will crumble into dust while you watcK%, 
and in ten minutes will be indistinguishable from the fallen 
mortar of the shattered tower. Do y®u understand ? ** * 

Karlis moujh opened a little in wonderment, and he nodded 
feebly, — he found it quite easy and natural to be afraid of the 
flask containing admixture ^f such potent quality, and Ige took 
it from El-Rami*s hand very gjngerly and reluctantly. A slight 
smile crossed El-Rami*s features as fie said — 

“No, Karl ! there i^ no danger — rfo fear of pulverisation 
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for Yjpu can put the phial safely in your pocket, — and 

tHbugh contends womd pulverise a mountain if used in 
sulhcient ^‘quantities, — ^the .liquid has no effc'jt on flesh and 
blood/* 

“ Pulver^e a mountain ! ” repeated ^arl nervously — “ Do 
you nfean t^at it could turn a mountain into a dust-heap ? ” 

•* Or a city — or a fortress — or a rock-bound coast — or any- 
thing in the shape of stone that you please ” — replied El-R^mi 
carelessly — “ but itVill qpt harraf human beings.” 

“Will it not explode, sir?” and Karl still looked at the 
flask in doubt. 

“ Qh no — it will do its wofk with extraordinary silence and 
no less extraordinary rapidity. ^ Do not be afraiti ! ” 

Slowly and with evident uneasiness Karl jiut the terrifying 
composition into his pocket, deeply impressed by the. idea that 
he had about him stuff, which, if used in sufficient quantity, 
could* “ pulverise a mountain.” It was awful ! worse than 
dynajnite, he consTidered, his thoughts flying olT wantonly to 
the woes of Irid^Hmen and Russians, ‘'El-Rami seemed not 
to notice his embarrassment and weqt on talking quietly, asking 
various questions concerning Kremlin’s fun,eral, and giving 
advice as to tjje final arrangements -#vere ’^necessary, till 

presently he inquired of Karl ;vhat he projiosed doipg with 
himself in the future. 

« 

, “Oh I shall look out for another situation,” — he said — “I 
shall not go back to iGermany. I like to think of the ‘ Father- 
land,’ and I can si^ the * Wacht am Rheii? ’ with as much 
lung as anybody, bqt I wouldn’t care to live there. I think I 
slr^kil try for a place where there’s a lady to serve ; you know, 
sir, gentlem*en’s ways are apt to be monotonous. Whether 
; they are clever or foolish Jthey always stick to it, whatever it is. 

""A gentleman that races is always racing, and always talking 
and thinking about racing, — a gentleman that drinks is always 
on the^drink, — a gentleman that couches istalways coaching, 
and so on ; now a lady dots vary 1 One day she’s all for 
ftewers, another for pictures, another for china, — sometimes 
she’s' mad about musi:, sometimes about dresses, — or else 
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she takes a, fit for study, and gets /heaps of books^rom ;ife 
libraries. Now for a man-servant all thal is very# agreeable 
and lively.” ^ * f 

Fdraz laughed Bf tlws novel view of domestic service, 
and Karl, growing a little more cheerful, went fn w^h his 
explanation — • 

“ You see, supposing I get into a lady’s service, I shall 
have so much more to distr^t me. One ^fternoon I shall be 
waiting outside a picture-gallery wi?h her shawls and wraps; 
another day I shall be running backwards and forwards to 
• a library, — and then there’s always the pleasure of never quite 
knowing what she will do next. And it’s excitement ? want 
just now — it really is 1 ” • 

The corners of his good-humoured mouth drooped again 
despondently, and his thoughts reverted with unpleasant 
suddenness to the “ pulverising ” liquid in his pocket. What 
a terrible thing it was to get acquainted with scientists I * 
El-Rami listened to his observations patiently. 

Well, Karl,” he said at last — ‘‘ I thirft I can promise 
you a situation such as •you would li^e. There is a very 
famous and lovely lady in London^ known to the reading- 
world as Irene VasSiiifs^she writes original bo\5ks ; is sweetly 
capricious, yet nobly ,kind-heatted. I will write to her about 
you, and I have no doubt she will give you a trial.” 

Karl brightened up immensely at this prospect. • • 

“Thank you, sir!” he said fervently*—** You’ve no idea 
what a deal of ^od it will do me to take ^ the tea to a sweet- 
looking lady — a properly-served tea, you know, all silver ^nd 
good china. It will be a sort of tonic to me, — it^will indeed, 
after that terrible ^place at Ilfracombe. You can tell her I’m a 
very handy man, — I can do almost lanything, fropi cooking a ' 
chop, up to stretcl\ing my legs all day in d porter’s chair in the 
hall and reading the latest ‘special.’ Anything she wishes, 
whether for show* or economy, she couldn’t have a betttr hand 
at it than me ; — will you tell her so, §ir ? * 

“Certainly!” replied El-Rami with a smile. “I’ll tell her 
you are a domestic Vor, Moltke, and tnat under your manage- 
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ni^int hX hbusehcld will^ be as well ordered as the German 
army unqT the gf eat Field-Marshal" , 

After al little more desultory conversation; Karl took his 
departure, Und returned fey the afterrooq train to Ilfracombe. 
He W5S livit g with one of his fisher-friends, and as it was late 
when he afrived he made no attempt to go to the deserted 
house of his deceased master that night. But early the next 
morning he hurriec^ there befor^, breakfast, and ascended to 
the shattered tower, — ttfat awful scene of desolation from 
w^hence poor Kremlin’s mangled remains had been taken, and 
where only a dark stain of bjood on the floor silently testified 
of the horror that had there been enacted. The Disc, lying 
prone, glittered as he approarched it, with, as he thought, a 
fiendish and supernatural light — the early sunlight fell upon its 
surface, and a thousand prismatic tints and sparkles dazzled 
his eyes as he drew near and gazed dubiously at it where it 
still clung to the iron pendulum. What could his master have 
usecf such a strafe object for ? — what djd it mean ? And that 
solemn humming noise )vhich he had used to hear when the 
nights were still, — haft that glistening thing been the cause? — 
had it any sound ? . . . Struck by this idea, and filled with a 
sudden courage, k e seized a piece oi^thfjk' wife, part of the 
many tangled coils that lay amdng the ruins of roof and wall, 
and with it gave the Disc a smart blow on, its edge . . . 
hifsh ! . . . hush ! . . . The wire dropped from his hand, 
and he stood, almtist paralysed with fear. A deep, solemn, 
booming sound, liVn a great cathedral bell, 'xang through the 
aij7, — grand, and pure and musical, and ... unearthly! — as 
might be the clarion stroke of a clock beating out, not the 
short pulsations of Time, but the vast throbs of Eternity. 
Round and round, in*^ eddying echoes swept that sweet, 
sonorous note, — till— growing gradually fainter, and fainter, it 
died entirely away «from human hearing, and seemed to pass 
out alid upwards into the gatheling sun-rays that poured 
brightly from the e^st, there to take its place, perchance, in 
that immense diapason of vibrating tone-music that fills the 
star-strewn space for Wer and ever.« It was the last sound 
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Struck fropi the great Star-Dial :-l-for Karl, tem^d at^he 
solemn din, pasted no more time in s{pculativ(f hesitation, 
but, taking tlie flask El-Rami had given him, hf opened it 
tremblingly and pcjure^ all its corftents on the surface of the 
crystal. The red liquid ran over the stonj lik^ blood, 
crumbling it as it ran and extinguishing its brilli’ancy, — eating 
its substance away as rapidly as vitriol eats away the human 
skin, — blistering it and withering it visibly before Karl s 
astonished eyes, — till, as El-Rami had said, it was hardly dis- 
tinguishable from the dust and mortar around it One piece 
lasted just a little longer than the rest — it curled and writhed 
like a living thing under the absolutely noiseless and •terribly 
destructive influence of that blood-like liquid that seemed to 
sink into it as water sinks into a sponge, — Karl watched it, 
fascinated — till all at once it broke into a sparkle like flame, 
gleamed, smq^uldered, leaped high . . . and — disappeared. 


The wondrous Dial, with its “ perpetual motion ^nd its 
measured rhythm, was as if it had never beSn, — it had vatiished 
as utterly as a destroyed Planet,— and tife mighty Problem 
reflected on its surface • remained . . \ and will most likely 


still remain ... a mystery unsolved. 
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F or two OT three weeks after he had received the news of 
Kremlin’s death, El-Ramt’s mind was somewhat troubled 
and uneasy. He continued his abstruse studies ardently, yet 
with less interest than usual, — and he spent hour after^hour in 
Lilith’s room, sitting beside the couch on which she reposed, 
saying* nothing, but simply watching her, himself absorbed in 
thought. Days went by and he never roused her, — never 
asked her to reply'to any question concerning the deep things 
of time and of eternjfVy with which cher aerial spirit seemed 
conversant. He was more impressed by the suddenness and 
terror of KremKn’s «jnd than he cared to' at^imit to himself, — 
and the “ Light-Maps ” and other papers belonging to his 
deceased old friend, all of which had now come into his possess- 
ioh, ‘were concise enough in many marvellous particulars to have 
the effect of leading Kim almost imperceptibly to believe that 
after all there was a (j^ody — an actual Being whbse magnificent 
attijbutes baffled the highest efforts of the imagination, and 
who indeed, ^.s the Bible grandly hath it — holds the Universe 
in the hollow of His hand.” And he begaA to go back to the 
'Bible for infonnation ; — for he, like most students versed in 
Eastern philosophies, ^cnew that all that was , ever , said or will 
be said on the mysteries of life and death is to be found in 
that Book, which, though full of mfich matfer that does not 
pertain to its actual te^hin^, remains the one chief epitome of 
all thQ wisdom of '7;he world. When it is once remembered 

that the Deity of Moseff and Aaron was their own invented 
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hobgoblin, ^used for the purpose of jj^ifying and* leaping Jiae 
Jews in order^inuch becomes clear that is clthcrwiseAmpossible 
to accept or c^prehend. Histosians, priests, lawfcvers, pro 
phets and poets have alj contribute4 to the Ihble, — and when 
we detach class from class and put each in its /roper place, 
without confounding them all together in an inextncabl^jumble 
as “ Divine inspiration,’' we obtain a better view of the final 
intention of the whole. El-Rami considered Moses and Aaron 
in the light of particularly <5ever Easterr/ conjurers, — and not 
only conjurers, but tacticians and diplomatists, who had just 
the qualities necessary to rule a barbarous, ignorant, and re- 
bellious people. The thunders* of Mount Sinai, the ^jraving 
of the commandments on tabl<its of stone, — the serpent in the 
wilderness, — the bringing of water out of a rock, — the parting 
of the sea to let an army march through ; he, El-Rami, knew 
how all these things were done, and was perfectly cognisant of 
the means and appliances used to compass all these seemingly 
miraculous events. * # 

What a career I*could make if I cholfe 1 ” he thouj^ht — 

“ What wealth I could apiass, — what i|osition ! I who know 
how to quell the wildest waves of the sea, — I who, by means 
of a few dro|5s can corrode a n^me or a device so 

deeply^ on stone that centuries shall not efface it — I who can 
do so many tjiings tfiat would astonish the vulgar and make 
them my slaves, — why am I content to live as I do, wher.* I 
could be greater than a crowned king? ^hy, because I scorn 
to trick the ignorant by scientific skill yhich I have neither 
the time nor the patience to explain to%them — and again — 
because I want to fathom the Impossible ; — I want to prov^lf^ 
indeed there is ajiy Impossible. What can be done and proved, 
when once it is done and proved, I, regard as ^othing, — andl 
becai^ I know how to smooth the sea, call down the rain, and 
evoke phantoms out of the atmosphere, \ think such manifesta- 
tions of power trifling arid inadequate, ^hese thing§ are all 
provable ; and the performance of j;hen^ is attained through a 
familiar knowledge of our own earth elements and atmosphere , 
but to find out the subtle Something tliit is not of earth, and has 
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no\vet bAn tuade provabll', — that is the aim of my ambition. 
The Soul !y What 3; it? Of what ethereal conposition ? of 
what liken^ s ? of what feeliiig ? of what capaci>^y ? This, and 
this alone, is^the Supreme Ulystery, — ^wten once we understand 
it, wc shall ii| derstand God. The preachers waste their time 
in urging men and women to save their souls, so long as we 
remain in total ignorance as to what the Soul is. We cannot 
be exi)ected to take any trouble |o “save” or even regard 
anything so vague and dubious as the Soul under its present 
conditions. What is visible and provable to our eyes is that 
our friends die, and, to all intents and purposes, disappear. 
We nev^r know them as they were any more, . . . and, . . . 
what is still more horrible to think of, but is nevertheless true, 
— our natural tendency is to forget them, — indeed, after three 
or four years, perhaps less, we should find it difficult, -without 
the aid of a photograph or painted picture, to recall their faces 
to our* memories. And it is curious to think of it, but we 
really remember their ways, their conversation, and their notions 
of life better than fneir actual physiognomies. All this is very 
strange and very perplqdng too, — and»it is difficult to imagine 
the reason for such perpetual tearing down of affections, and 
such bitter loss ‘and ^harassment, unless.Yih«r»^ is some great In- 
tention behind it all, — an Intention of which it is^arranged we 
shall be made duly cognisant. If we are not^\.o be made 
cogiHsant, — if we are not to have a full and perfect Explanation, 
— then the very fact o*f Life being lived at all is a mere cruelty, 
— a senseless jest which lacks all point, — and the very grandeur 
and immensity of the Universe becomes nothing but the 
nltanest display of gigantic Force remorselessly put forth to 
ovenvhelm creatures who have no power to offer resistance to 
*ats huge tyran^vy. If I cow Id but fathom that ultimate purpose 
of things 1 — if I could but seize the subtle clue — for I Ijelieve 
it is something very slight and delicate which by its very fineness 
we have^missed, — something which hks to do with the Eternal 
InfiAitesimal — that mai;yell(j|Lis poyer which creates animated 
and regularly organised beings, many thousands of whose bodies 
laid together would not Extend one inch.^ It is not to the In- 
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finitely Great one must look for the i^cret of crca;io;/ but to 
the Infinitely Little.** | J 

So he mused, he sat by the couch of iJilith an I watched 
her sleeping that enchanted sleep of ieath-in-life. Old Zaroba, 
though now perfect!^ passive and obedient, and -tilfilling all 
his commands with scrupulous exactitude, was not^without her 
own ideas and hopes as she went about her various duties con- 
nected with the care of the beautiful tranced girl. She seldom 
spoke to F^raz now except on ordinary household matters, and 
he understood and silently respected her reserve. She would 
sit in her accustomed corner of Lilith’s regal apartment, 
weaving her thread-work mechanically, but ever ancL anon 
lifting her burrfing eyes to look ^t El-Rami’s absorbed face and 
note the varied expressions she saw, or fancied she saw 
there. 

“The feverish trouble has bpgun — she muttered to herself 
on one occasion, as she heard her master sigh deeply — i*The 
stir in the blood, — the restlessness — the tifonder — the desire. 
And out of heart’s jiain comes heart’s peAce ; — and out of 
desire, accomplishment ; ^nd shall noL the old gods of the 
world rejoice to see love born again ot flames and tears and 
bitter-sweet as^ innl.^n^*ienl days ? For t^ereis no love now 
such asj there used to be— the»pale Christ has killed it, — and 
the red rose aglow with colour and scent is now but a dull weed 
on a tame shore, washed by the salt sea, but never warmed hy 
the sun. In the days of old, in the ni^^its when Ashtaroth 


was queen of tUe silver hours, the youths and maidens knew 
what it was to love in the very breath of L^ve ! — and the magic 
of all Nature, the music of the woods and waters, the fir? 8#^ 
the stars, the odours of the flowers — all these were*in the dance 
and beat of the young blood, and in^the touch of the soft red* 
lips as^ they met and clung together is kisses sweeter than 
honey in wine. l?ut now — now the world has grown old and 
cold, and dreary ^and joyless, — it is winter among men^nd the 
summer is past.” ^ 

So she would murmur to*herselV in 'her ^ild half-poetical 
jargon of language — her voice never rising above an inarticulate 
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w^'hisper.V never\heard her or seemed to regard her— * 

he had nl eyes ex ;:ept for the drowsing Lilith, 

If he lijd been tasked, at, this particular tiipfe, why he went 
to that room day after day, to stare^, silently at his beautiful 
“ subject ^’Vnd ponder on everything connected with her, he 
could* not nave answered the question. He did not himself 
know why. Something there was in him, as in every portion 
of created matter, which remained inexplicable, — something of 
his own nature which bu? neither understood nor cared to 
analyse. He who sought to fathom the last depth of research 
concerning God and the things divine would have been com- 
pelledvlo own, had he been cross-examined on the matter, that 
he found it impossible to fathqm himself. The'clue to his own 
Ego was as desperately hard to seize, as curiously subtle and 
elusive, as the clue to the riddle of Creation. He was wont to 
pride himself on his consistency — yet in his hfart of hearts he 
knew* that in many things he was inconsistent, — he justly 
triunsphed in his hfcrculean Will-force, — yet now he was obliged 
to admit to himielf that there was somethimg in the silent 
r placid aspect of Lilitl^as she lay before him, subservient to his 
command, that quite unnerved him and scattered his thoughts. 
It had not used to {ie so — but now, — b tofiSTinj, ‘And he dated 
the change, whether rightly or wongly, from the ^day om which 
the monk from Cyprus had visited him, and this, thought made 
him restless and irritable, and full of unjust and unreasonable 
suspicions. For had not the “ Master,” as he was known in 
the community to w^ich he belonged, said that hthskd seen the 
Soul of Lilith, whie he, El-Rami, had never attained to so 
i^fSatific an altitude of vision ? Then was it not possible that, 
notwithstanding his rectitude and steadfastness of purpose, the 
I, “ Master,” grj^at and Chrjst-like in self-denial though he was, 
might influence Lilitk in some unforeseen way ? ^ The^ji there 
was Feraz — Fdraz, whose supplications and protestations had 
won a ^ile from the tranced girl, aAd who therefore must as- 
suredly have roused ij^ hej som^ faint pleasure and interest. 
Such ^thoughts as^lihese rankled in his mind and gave him no 
peace — for they conve^d to him th^ unpleasing idea that 
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Lilith was npt all his own as he desired herlo be,-j-o4iers l\pd 
a share in her (thoughts. Could he have rjothing j^tirely to 
himself? he wo^d demand angril)?* of his own inner Jbonscious- 
ness — not even this life lyhich he hai, as it were, robbed from 
death? And an idea, which had at first been the^mer^t dim 
suggestion, now deepened into a passionate resolve — he would 
make her his own so thoroughly and indissolubly that neither 
gods nor devils should snatcl^ her from hirn. 

“ Her life is mine ! ” he said — “ And slle shall live as long 
as I please. Her body shall sleep, ... if I still choose, . . . 
or ... it sliall wake. But whether awake, or sleeping in the 
flesh, her spirit shall obey me always — like the satellite of a 
planet, that disembodied Soul shall be mine for ever ! ” 

When he spoke thus to himself, he was sitting in his usual 
contemplative attitude by the couch where Lilith lay ; — he rose 
up suddenly !Lr\d paced the joom, drawing back the velvet 
portiere and setting open the door of the ante-chamber as 
though he craved for fresh air. Music soilnded through the 
house, ... it was Fdraz singing. His full-^ure tenor voice 
came floating up, bearing „with it the wojds he sang: 

“And neithemba ^ng|ils in heaven above^ , 

J^or the demons down uyder the sea. 

Can eve? dissevei* my soul from the soul 
Of the ^Deautiful Annabel Lee ! 

■ 

“ For the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 
Of the boautiful Annabel Lee, — 

And the moon never beams without bribing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee — •• 

And ?o all the night-tide I lie down by the side** 

Of my darliri^, my darling, my life and my bride. 

In her tomb by the sounding sel ! ” 

With a shaking hand EbRimi shut tlv; door more swiftly 
than he had opened it, and dragged the heavy porti^rcn across 
it to deaden the sound of that songi! — ^t-^ keep it out from ^is 
ears . . . from his heart, ... to stop^its passionate vibration 
from throbbing along has nerves like creeping fire. . . . 
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* Xndrso all the niglllt-tide I lie down by the side 
Ol my darl ng, my darling, my life and mjf bride.” • • , 

God iV-my God 1 he* muttered incoherently — “ What 
ails me ? ... . Am I goin§ mad that 1 shquld dream thus ? 

He,<;azed^* round the room wildly, his hand still clutching the 
velvet portiere, — and met the keenly watchful glance ofZaroba. 
Her hands were mechanically busy with her thread-work, — but 
her eyes, black, pier,cing and brilljiant, were fixed on him stead- 
fastly. Something in htfr look compelled his attention, — 
something in his compelled hers. They stared across the 
room at each other, as though a Thought had sprung between 
them Kke an armed soldier with drawn sword, demanding from 
each the pass-word to a mystery. In and out, across and 
across went the filmy glistening threads in Zaroba’s wrinkled 
hands, but her eyes never moved from El-Rami's face? and she 
looked like some weird sorceress weaving a web of destiny. 

*' For you were the days of Ashtaroth ! ” she said in a low, 
mondtonous, yet curiously thrilling tone^ — You are bom too 
late, El-Rami, — ^tfie youtl) of the world has departed and the 
summer seasons of the heart are known on earth no moie. 
You are born too late — too late ! — the Christ claims all, — the 
body, the blood, the* nerve and the spikt,-«»-every muscle of His 
white limbs on the cross must h€ atoned for by the dire penance 
and torture of centuiies of men. So that now even love is a 
tholn in the flesh and its prick must be paid with a price, — 
these are the hours 6i woe preceding the end. The blood that 
runs in your veins, ^1-Rami, has sprung from tings and strong 
rulf rs of men, — and^ the pale faint spirits of this dull day have 
naught to dq with its colour and glow. And it rebels, O El- 
Rimi ! — as God liveth, it rebels ! — it burns in your heart — the 
» proud, strong^heart, — liko^ ruddy wine in a ruby cup ; it rebels, 
El-Rami 1 — it rises to’ passion as rise the waves of ,the sea to the 
moon, by a force 9 i?d an Impulse in Nature stronger than 
yours ! Ay, ay ! — for you were the clays of Ashtaroth ” — and 
her'Voice sank into a vailing murmur — “ but now — now — the 
Chrisjt claims alL*^ ^ 

He heard her as one Wy hear incohexencies in a nightmare 
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vision ;-^only a few weeks ago he w^uld hj)ve beA ^ngiy with 
her for what He would then have termed j[nj foolislj jargon, — 
but he was no'i angry now. Why shoula he angry ? he 
wondered dully — h^jd he time to ev%n think of anger while thus 
unnerved by that keen tremor that quivered throijgh frame 
— a tremor he strove in vain to calm ? His hand fell from the 
curtain, — the sweet distracting song of Poe’s “ Annabel Lee ” 
had ceased, — and he advanced into the rpom again, his heart 
beating painfully still, his head a little drooped as though with 
a sense of conscious shame. He moved slowly to where the 
roses in the Venetian vase exhalpd their odours on the air, and 
breaking one-off its branch toyed with it aimlessly, lotting its 
pale pink leaves flutter down one by one on the violet carpet 
at his feet. Suddenly, as though he had resolved a doubt and 
made uf) his mind to something, he turned towards Zaroba, who 
watched him ftxedly, — and with a mute signal bade her leave 
the apartment. She rose instantly, and crossing her* hands 
upon her breast ma^e her customary obeisance and wafted, — 
for he looked at her with a meditati\e exprdlsion which implied 
that he had not yet completed his instructions. Presently, and 
with some hfsitation, he made her another sign — a sign which 
had the effect o? avkiikening a blaze of astctiishihent in her dark 
sunkeh eyes# , • 

“ No more to-night ! ” she repeated aloud — “ It is your will 
that I return here no more to-night ? ” • • 

He gave a slow but decided gesture of*assent, — there was no 
mistaking it. ■* ^ 

2^roba paused an instant, and then iMith a swift noijgless ' 
step went to the couch of Lilith and bent yearningly above tlSaT*" 
exquisite sleeping form. 

“ Star of my heart ! ” she mutterei — “ Child whose outwarc^ 
fairness I hqve ev.er loved, unheedful of the soul within, — may 
there still be strength enough left in thtiold gods to bid thee 
wake!*' " ^ • 

El-Blmi caught her words, ani a ^int smile, proucf yet 
bitter, curved his delicate lips. ^ *• , 

“The old gods or. the new — does it matter which?” he 
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mused vagrueJiy. — “Knd wlfiat is their strength compared with 
the Will o4 Man by which the very elements are Conquered and 
made the \ilaves oi his service ? ‘ My Will 4s God's Will ’ 

should be eyery strong mah's motto. — am I strong — 

or the j^eake^jt of the weak ? . , . and . • . shall the Christ 
claim all ? ” 

The soft fall of the velvet portibre startled him as it dropped 
behind the retreating^figure of Zar^a — she had left the room 
and he was alone, — alone ^th Lilith. 
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H e remained quite still, standing near the tall v^se that 
held* the clustered rqses, — in his hand he gras})ed 
unconsciously the stalk of the one he had pulled to pieces. He 
was aw^ire of his own strange passiveness, — it was a sort of 
inexplicable inertia which like temporary paralysis seemed to 
incapacitate him from any action. It would have appeared 
well and natural to him that he should stay there so, dreamily, 
with the scented rose-stalk in his hand, for .s,ny length of time. 
A noise in the outer street roused him^a little, — the whistling, 
hooting, and laughing of drunken men reeling homewards, — 
and, lifting his eyes/roqi their studious obser\^aVon of the floor, 
he sighed deeply. « 

“ That is the way the great majority of men amuse them- 
selves,*’ — he mused. “ Drink, stupidity, brutality, sensuality 
— all blatant proofs of miserable unre^sted weakness, — can 
it be possible tiiat God can care for such ? Could even the 
pity of Christ pardon such wilful wwker?^^ of their own ruin ? 
The pity of Chiist, said I? — nay, at times even He was 
Did He not curse a fig-tree because it was bad-en ? — though 
truly we are not told the cause of its barrenness. Of course the^ 
lesson^ is that Life — the fig-tree — has nq right to be barren of 
results, — but why* curse it, if it is? What is the use of a curse 
at any time ? And wha?, may equally bV asked, is tljp use of 
a blessing? Neither are heard; the curse is seldom, if <ever, 
wreaked, — and the blessing, so the Sorrowful say, is never 
granted.” ^ * 
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The noisQ. and ^he laughter outside died aw^y, — and a 
deep silence ensueqi He caught sight of himself in the 
mirror, anL noted i-ms own reflective attitude^^ — his brooding 
visage ; and^ studied himself critically a^ he would have studied 
a picture. 

“ You are no Antinous, my friend ” — he said aloud, address- 
ing his own reflection with some bitterness — “ A mere sun- 
tanned Oriental with a pair of eye^ in which the light is more 
of hell than heaven. What should you do with yourself, frown- 
ing at Fate ? You are a superb egoist, — no more.” 

As he spoke, the roses in the vase beside him swayed lightly 
to and fro, as though a faint wind had fanned them, and their 
perfume stole upon the air like .the delicate breath of summer 
wafted from some distant garden. 

There was no window open — and El-Rimi had not stirred 
so that no movement on his part could have s^iaken the vase, 
— and « yet the roses quivered on their stalks as if brushed by 
a bird’s wing. He ‘watched them with a faint sense of curio- 
sity — but with no ‘desire to discover why they thus nodded 
their fair heads to ai^ apparently causeless vibration. He 
was struggling with an emotion that threatened to overwhelm 
him, — he knew thqf he w^as not mffstot of himself, — and 
instinctively he kept his face turned away from^ the hanced 
Lilith. , 

must not look upon her — I dare notj” he whispered to 
the silence — “Not yei — not yet.” 

There was a low^chair close by, and he dropped into it 
wearily, covering his .eyes with one hand. He tried to control 
♦ ^tffiTthoughts — but they were rebellious, and ran riot in spite of 
him. The words of Zaroba rang in his ears-r-“ For you were 
\the days of ^shtaroth.” , The days of Ashtaroth I — for what 
had they been renowmcd ? For love and the^ feastp of Ipve, — 
for mirth and song an^ dance — for crowms of flowers, for shout- 
ing of choruses and tinkling of cyiAbals, for* exquisite luxury 
and^voluptuous pleasures, -^for m^n and women who were not 
ashamed of lovojind took delight in loving; — were there not 
belter,' warmer ways of life in those ol(\ times than now — now 
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when cautious and timid scJuls make vcherrje^ for iparriage as 
they scheme fqr wealth, — when they sniper at “ love as 
though it were sp^e ludicrous defect in ftipnal cor^position, 
and when real passion ^of any kin^ is deemed downright 
improper, and not to te spoken of before cold and punctilious 
society ? i * 

“ Ay, but the passion is there all the same ; ” — thought El- 
Rami — “Under the ice burns the fire, — all the fiercer and the 
more dangerous for its repression/’ ^ * 

And he still kept his hand over his eyes, thinking. 

“The Christ claims all” — had said Zaroba. Nay, what has 
Christ done that He should claim* all ? “ He died for^ us ! ” 

cry the preachfers. Well, — others can die also. “ He was 
Divine ! ” proclaim the churches. Wc are all Divine, if we will 
but let the Divinity in us have way. And moved by these 
ideas, El-Rimi rose up and crossed to a niche in the purple- 
pavilioned walls of the room, before which hung a Joose 
breadth of velvet fringed with gold, — this he drew a^ide, 
and disclosed a picturfe very finely painted, of Christ standing 
near the sea, surrounded Ijy His discipl^ — underneath it were 
in.scribed the words — “ Whom say ye that I am ? ” 

The dignit]^ atid hearty of the face and figijre were truly 
marvellfius, the expression of tjie eyes had something of pride 
as well as sweetness, * and El-Rami confronted it as he had 
confronted it many times before, with a restless inquisitiveness, 

“ Whom say ye that I am ? ” ^ 

The painted Christ seemed to audibly ask the question. 

“O noble Mystery of a Man, I cannot tell!” exclaimed 
El-Rami suddenly and aloud — “ I cannot say who you are? 
who you were, {i riddle for all the world to winder at, — a 
white Sphinx with a smile inscrutable, — all the secrets of Egypt 
are as nothing to your secret, O simpfe, ppre-souled Nazarene ! ' 
You, born in miserable plight in miserable Bethlehem, changed 
the aspect of the world,* altered and purified the modes of 
civilisation, and thrilled all life witjj higher motives for w£>rk 
than it had ever been dowere*d with befSre. ^^11 this in three 
years* work, ending in a criminal’s 3eath !* Truly, if there 
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was not somethir^ Divjpe in yoj,‘ then Gk)d Himself is an 
error ” i » 

The gl^and facp \ 5 eemed^ to smile upon him with a deep 
and solemn pity, and “ "^hom say ye that l am ? sounded 
in his eafs as though it were spoken by some one in the 
room! 

“ I must be getting nervous ; " — he muttered, drawing the 
curtain softly over the picture again, and looking uneasily 
round about him, I thipk I cadnot be much more than the 
weakest of men, — after all/' 

A faint tremor seized him as he turned slowly but resolutely 
round towards the couch of Lilith, and let his eyes rest on her 
enchanting loveliness. Step by step he drew n&arer and nearer 
till he bent closely over her, but he did not call her by 
name. A loose mass of her hair lay close to hjs arm, — 
with an impetuous suddenness he gathered it in his hands and 
kisse^ it. 

sheaf of sr.nbeams 1 ” — ^he whispered, his lips burning 
as they caressed t;be shining wealth of shken curls — “A golden 
web in which kisses might be caught and killed ! Ah Heaven, 
have pity on me 1 ” arid be sank by the couch, stifling his words 
beneath his breath — ‘‘ If I love this girl — if ali this mad tumult 
in my soul is Love — let her n^ver know it, O mercifuj, P'ates I 
— or she is lost, and so am I. Let me be bound, — let her be 
free, — let me fight down my weakness, but let her never know 
that I am weak, or J shall lose her long obedience. No, no! 
1 will not summon her to me now — it is begt she should be 
absent, — this body /f hers, this fair fine casket of her spirit is 
dead thing when that spirit is elsewhere. She cannot 
hear me, — siie does not see me — no, not even when I lay this 
. hand — this ‘shadow of a hand,' as she once called it, here, to 
' quell my foolish murmurings." 

And, lifting Lilith’s hand as he spoke, he 'pressed its roseate 
palm against his lipi,— then on his ft-rehead. ,, A strange sense 
of jelia and peace came upon him with the touch of those 
delicate fingers— it wa‘s as* thougn a cool wind blew, bringing 
freshciess from sotne quiet mountain lake or river. Silently he 
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knelt, — and presently, some^at calm(?d, lif 4 a his eyes again 
to look at LilithJ — she smiled in her deep tiince— she was the 
'very picture of so’ipe happy angel sleeping, f His arm sank in 
the soft satin coverlet p he laid back^the little hand he held 
upon her breast, — and with eager scrutiny he noted fvery 
lint and every line in her exquisite face ; — the lovely long 
lashes that swept the blush-rose of her cheeks, — the rounded 
chin, dimpled in its curve, — ^he full white , throat, the perfect 
outline of the whole fair figure as it rented like a branched lily 
m a bed of snow, — and, as he looked, he realised that all this 
beauty was his — his, if he chose 19 take Love and let Wisdom 
go. If he chose to resign the chance of increasing his know- 
ledge of the supernatural, — if he*were content to accept earth 
for what it is, and heaven for what it may be, Lilith, the bodily 
incarnation of loveliness, purity and perfect womanhood, was 
his — his only. He grew dizzy* at the thought, — then by an 
effort conquered the longing of his heart. He remembered 
what he had sworn to do, — to discover the one great setret 
before he seized the joy that tempted Ipm, — to prove the actual, 
individual, conscious existence of the Seing that is said to 
occupy a tempprary habitation in flesh. He knew and he saw 
the body of Lilith, — he nsust know, and he^must’ her SouL 
And whiit he loaned abqve her cbuch, entranced, a sudden strain 
of music echo£d through the stillness, — music solemn and 
sweet, that stirred the air into rhythmic vibrations as of sl«»w* 
and sacred psalmody. He listened, perpltxed but not afraid, 
—he was not afr^fld of anything in earth heaven save — him- 
self. He knew that man has his worst enemy in his own Egp, 

— beyond that, there is very little in life that neecj give cause 
for alarm. He had, till now, been able to practise the stoical 
philosophy of an Ejiictetus while engaged in researches that • 
would have pij'szlcd^the brain of a Plato, -*-but his philosophy 
was just now at fault and nis self-possessigy gone to the four 
winds of heaven-S-and why ? He knew not — but he w«s cer- 
tain the fault lay in himself, arvd not in others. Of an arrogant 
temper and a self-reliant haughty dispcfition ihe had noi\e of 
that low cowardice whioh people are guilty of, who, finding 
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themselves in a fe lemma, cast the blame at once on others,* or 
on “ circumstances ” which, after all, were most probably of 
their own creatifi^ And' the strange mu^c that ebbed and 
flowed in sonorous pulsations thrcugl^^ the air around him 
troubled Ijnim not at all, — he attributed it at once, to something 
or other that was out of order in his own mental perceptions. 
He knew how, in certain conditions of the brain, some infinite- 
simal trifle gone Y^rong in the jural nerves will persuade one 
that trumpets are blowifig, violins playing, birds singing or bells 
ringing in the distance, — ^just as a little disorder of the visual 
organs will help to convince one of apparitions. He knew 
how' to cast a “glamour” better than any so-called “theo- 
sophist” in full practice of hi^ trickery, — and, being thus perfectly 
aware how the human sense can be deceived, listened to the 
harmonious sounds he heard with speculative interest, wonder- 
ing how long this “fancy** of his would last Much more 
staAled was he j^rhen amid the rising and falling of the myste- 
rious melody he heard the voice of Lyiith saying softly in her 
usual manner — ^ 

“ I am here ! ** ^ * 

His heart beat rapidly, and he rose slowly from his kneeling 
position by her side. “ I did not call you, Lilith ! ** he said 
tremblingly. * , . * 

“No I *’ and her sweet lips smiled — “you did not call, 

I* came ! ** 

“ Why did you tome ? ** he asked, still faintly. 

“For my own^joy and yours !** she answered in thrilling 
titles — “ Sweeter ‘than all the heavens is Ix)ve, and Love is 
here ! ” ^ 

An icy cold crept through him as he heard the rapture in 
her accentsf — such raptrare ! — like that of a lark singing in the 
sunlight on a fresh 'morning of May. And like, the dtm sound 
of a funeral bell cj.ne the words of ^ the monk, tolling solemnly 
acro^ his memory, in spite of his efforts to lorget them, “ With 
Lilith’s love comes I.ilith's freedom.’* 

“ No, no ! ” \ie muttered within himself — “ It cannot be, — it 
shall not be ! — she is mine, mine rnly. Her fate is in my 
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hands; if there be justice in Heaven, wh’vLlse has so much 
right to her body or her soul as I ? ” J 

And he stood, gazing irresolutely at girl, who stirred 
restlessly and flung hei^ white armp upward on her pillows, 
while the music he had heard suddenly ceased. He dared not 
speak, — he was afraid to express any desire or impose any 
command upon this “fine sprite** which had for six years 
obeyed him, but which might now, for all he could tell, be 
fluttering vagrantly on the glitterip^ co.^ifines of realms far 
beyond his ken. 

Her lips moved, — and presently she spoke again. 

“ Wonderful are the ways of Divine Law ! ** she murmured 
softly — “and infinite are the changes it works among its 
creatures ! An old man, despised and poor, by friends 
rejected, ‘perplexed in mind, but pure in soul; such Was the 
Spirit that now Is. Passing*me flame-like on its swift way 
heavenward, — saved and uplifted, not by Wisdom, but by 
Love.** 

El-Rimi listened, awed and puzzled. Her words surely 
seemed to bear some reference to Kren^lin ? 

“ Of the knowledge of the stars and the measuring of light 
there is more than enough in the Universe ; *' — went on Lilith 
dreamily — “hut of faithful leve, such as keeps an Angel for 
ever by one’s.,side, there is little ; therefore the Angels on earth 
are few.*^ ^ , 

He could no longer restrain his curiosiiy. 

“Do you speak of one who is dead,. ^Lilith ? ’* he asked — 

“ One whom 1 knew ’* ;; 

“ I speak of one who is living,** — she replied — “ anu^c:. ” 
whom you know,, For none are dead ; and Knowledge has no 
Past, but is all Present.** 

* ... * 
Her voice sank into silence. EI-Rirai bent above her, 

studying her countenance earnestly — her lashes trembled as 

though the eyelids were about to open, — but the trem^j: passed 

and they remained shut. How loyely she looked ! — how more 

than lovely 1 . f 

“ Lilith ! ** he whispered, suddenly oblivious of all his Yormer 
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forebodings,, and ilr|:onsc<ous of tfle* eager passion, vibrating in 
his tone — “ Sweet lllith ! ” < 

She turned sliglftliv towards him, and, lifting her arms from 
their indolently graceful position on^^he pillows, she clasped 
her hands high above her head in apparerft supplication. 

“ Love nie ! ” she cried, with such a thrill in her accent that 
it rang through the room like a note of music — Oh my 
Beloved, love me ! ” 

Kl-Rarni grew fakit and dizzy, — his thoughts were all in a 
whirl, . . . was he made of marble or ice that he should not 
respond ? Scarcely aware of what he did, he took her clasped 
hands in his own. 

“And do I not, Lilith?’* he murmured, half knguished, hall 
entranced — “Do I not love you?” 

“No, no ! ” said Lilith with passionate emphasis — ‘‘Not me, 
— not me, Myself ! Oh my Beloved ! love Me, not my Shadow 1 ” 

Her loosened her hands, and recoiled, awed and perplexed. 
Her appeal struck* at the core of all his doubts, — and for one 
moment he was dhi)osed to believe in Ae actual truth of the 
Immortal Soul without, those “proof?” for which he constantly 
searched, — the next he*^ rallied himself on his folly and weakness. 
He dared not trust ^jiimself to answef. her, so 'iie was silent, — 
but she soon spoke again with si:ch convincing ^arnesfeaess of 
tone that almost , . , almost he believed — but n^pt quite. 

. “To love the Seeming and not the Real,” — she said — “is 
the curse of all sad Humanity. It is the glamour of the air, — 
the barrier between Earth and Heaven. T<he Body is the 
Shadow — the Soul if the Substance. The Reflection I cast on 
^®aAis surface for a little space is but a Reflection only, — it 
is not Me am beyond it ! ” 

^ For a monjent El-Ramj stood irresolute, — then gathering up 
his scattered thoughty, he began to try and resolve th^m into 
order and connection.^ Surely the time was ripe for his great 
Experiment ? — and, as he considered this, his serves grew more 
stea^iy, — his self-reliance refumed~all his devotion to scientific 
research pressed Lack its^daim upon his mind, — if he were to fail 
now, fie thought, after all his patience aijd study, — fail to obtain 
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... 'I. . 1 . 

rtiiy true inpigl^l into the s[.l[ritual side of * lumanitf, would he 
not be ashamed, ay, and degraded in bQs own eyes? He 
resolved to end ^all his torture of pain tei^d doubt and dis- 
quietude, — and, sitting on the edge of> Lilith’s couch, he drew her 
delicate hands down from their uplifted position, and laid them 
one above the other cross-wise on his own breast. ^ 

“ Then you must teach me, Lilith ” — he said softly and with 
tender persuasiveness — “ you^must teach me to know you. If 
I see but your Reflection here, — let ‘me behold your Reality. 
Let me love you as you are, if now I only love you as 
you seem. Show yourself to me jn all your spiritual loveliness, 
l.ilith ! — it may be I shall die of the glory, — or — if there is no 
death as you say, — I shall not die, but simply pass away into 
the light which gives you life. Lift the veil that is between 
us, Lilith; and let me see you face to face. If this that seems 
you ” — and he pjressed the little hands he held — “ is naught, let 
me realise the nothingness of so much beauty beside the greater 
beauty that engender.^ it. Come to me as you are, ].rilidi 1 — 
come r’ , • 

As he spoke, his heaiC beat fast wkh a nervous thrill of 
expectancy ; Avhat would she answer ? . . . what would she do ? 
He could not take his eyes from her face-rhe half fancied he 
should ^ee seme change there* for the moment he even thought 
it possible that she might transform herself into some surpassing 
Being, which, like the gods of the Greek mythology, should con- 
sume by its flame-like splendour whatever of mortality dared to 
look upon it. But she remained unaltered, and sculpturally 
calm, — only her breathing seemed a littfe quicker, and the 
hands that he held trembled against his breast. ^ 

Her next words, however, startled him — 

“ I will come ! ” she said, and a faint sigh escaped her lips — ^ 
“ Be roady f^r me^ Pray ! — pray for the* blessing of Christ, — 
for, if Christ be with us, c^ll is well.” , , 

At this, his hr Aw clouded, — his eyes drooped gloomily. 

‘‘ Christ ! ” he muttered mqre to tamsejif than to her — “ What 
is He to me ? Who is He that He should bf.^ with us ? 
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“ This world’s r Jstue and all woiidV glory ! " 

The answer rang Jut like a silver clarion, with*something full 
and triumphant in sound, as though not cyily Lilith^s voice 
had uttereci it, but other voices had jollied in a chorus. At the 
same moment, her hands moved, as if in^ an effort to escape 
from his hcJid. But he held them closely in a jealous and 
masterful grasp. 

“ When will you come to me, l^lith ? ” he demanded in low 
but eager accents— When shall I see you and know you 
as Lilith? . . . mj' Lilith, my own for ever?^* 

“God’s Lilith — God’s owm for ever!” murmured Lilith 

t 

dreamily, and then was silent. 

An angry sense of rebellion began to burn in E?l- Kami's mind. 
Summoning up all the force of his iron will, he unclasped her 
hands and laid them back on each side of her, and placed his 
own hand on her breast, just where the ruby^talisman shone 
and glowed. 

“ Answer me, iSlith ! " he said, with something of the old 
sternness which he had used to employ with her on former 
occasions — “When wiV you come to^me?" 

Her limbs trembled violently as though some inward cold con- 
vulsed her, and her^^nswer came slowly, though clearly — 

“ When you are ready.” « ^ • 

•• I am ready now ! ” he cried recklessly. , 

• “iNo — no 1 ” she murmured, her voice growing fainter and 
fainter — “Not yet . not yet ! Love is not strong enough, 

high enough, pure e^ugh. Wait, watch and pray. When the 
hour has come, a si^ will be given — but O my Beloved, if you 
^oufe know me, love Me — love Me ! not my Shadow ! ” 

A pale hue fell on her face, robbing it of itis delicate tint, — 
^El-Rami kne>|; what that pallor indicated. 

“ Lilith I Lilith I ” ke exclaimed, “ why leave me thu% if you 
love me ? Stay with ^me yet a little ! ” 

But cfe'lith — or rather the strange Spirit thatt made the body 
of Lilith speak, — was jgon^. An^ all that night not another 
sound, either of vpusic pr speech, stirred the silence of the 
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Toom. Dawp c^anie, misty a|d gray, and fo\nd the» proud El- 
Rami kneeling oefore the unveiled picture di the Christ, — not 
praying, for he could not bring himself dov/n^to the necessary 
humiliation for prayer, — ^Jput simply jeondering vagyely as to 
what cou/d be and whit migkf be the one positive reply to that 
question propounded of old — 

“ Whom ^y Ye That 1 Am ?" 
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0 ,F what avail is it to propound questions that no one can 
answer ? Of what u^e is it to attenfpt to solve the 
mystery of life which must for ever remain mysterious ? Thus 
may the intelligent critic ask, and, in asking, may declare that 
the experiments, researches, and anxieties of El-Rami, together 
with. El-Rami himself, are mistaken conceptions all round. 
Bu^ it is necessary to remind the intelligent critic that the 
eager desire of Kl-Rami to prove whaf appears unprovable is 
by no means an uncommon phase pf human nature, — it is in 
fact the very key-nottj and pulse of the present time. Every 
living creature who is not too stunir^d by n»Isery for thought 
craves to know positively whether the Soul, —the Immortal, 
Individual Ego, be Fable or Fact. Never more than in this, 
•oiy own period, did people search with such unabated feverish 
yearning into the things that seem supernatural ; — never were 
there bitterer pangs of recoil and disappointn^nt when trickery 
and imposture are ^und to have even temporarily passed for 
- tr®u. If the deepest feeling in every human heart to-day were 
suddenly gfven voice, the shout “ Excelsior ! ** would rend the 
air in mighjy chorus. ^For we know all the old earth stories ; 
— of love, of war, o( adventure, of wealth, we know pj^etty well 
the beginning and the end, — we read in our histories of nations 
that 'Hfre, but now are not, and we ftel that \^e shall in due time 
go the same way with thejn, — that the wheel of Destiny spins 
on in the same tfound ^always, and that nothing — nothing can 
alter its relentless and monotonous course. We tread in the 
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dust and among the falldhl columns of g^^eat cit^s and wc 
vaguely wonder if the spirits of the men tnat built them are 
• indeed no more, — we gaze on the gjorious pile of the Duomo 
at Milan and thin^ of the brain that ^rst aevised and planned 
its majestic proportions, and ask ourselves — Is it possible that 
this, the creation, should be Here, and its creator# Nowhere ? 
Would such an arrangement be reasonable or just ? And so 
it happens that when the wield ers of the pen essay to tell us 
of w^ars, of shipwrecks, of hai^-breadtjji esc^es from danger, of 
love and politics and society, we read their pages with merely 
transitory pleasure and frequent indifference, but when they 
touch upon subjects beyond earthly experience, — when they 
attem])t, however feebly, to lift 9 ur inspirations to the possi- 
bilities of the Unseen, then we give them our eager attention 
and almost passionate interest. Critics look upon this tendency 
as morbid, unwholesome and pernicious ; but nevertheless tht 
tendency is there* — the demand for “Light! more light J*' is 
in the very blood and brain of the people. 4t would seeq^ as 
though this world has ^rown too narrow for ihe aspirations of 
its inhabitants ; — and some^ of us instfneyvely feel that we are 
on the brink of strange discoveries respecting the powers un- 
earthly, whethe^r ibr good^er evil we dare not presume to guess. 
The nonsensical tenets of “.Theosophy ^ would not gain 
ground with a single individual man oi woman were not this 
feeling very strong among many, — ^the tricky “ mediums ” and, 
“ spiritualists “ would not have a chance of ^rning a subsistence 
out of the gullibility of their dupes, and the preachers of new 
creeds and new forms would obtain no ve!|^ige of attention if 
it were not for the fact that there is a very general imprrtSiOn 
all over the world that the time is ripe for 3 clearef revelation 
of God and the things of God than we have ever had before. 

“ Give i^s something that will endure 1*' is^ the exclamation of * 
weary humanity — “The things we have, pass ; and, by reason 
of their ephemeral nature, ^e worthless. tJive us whatjLe can 
keep and call our own for ever I ” This is why we try and test 
all things that appear to give proof ofthe'supe^rsensual element 
in man, — and when we find ourselves ^decei^ed by impeJston 
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tnd conjurers our disgust and dif it>pointment are too bitter to 
ever find vent in words. The happiest are thiose who, in the 
shifting up and dp^n of faiths and formulas, ever cling stead- 
fastly to the one pure example of embodiecf Divinity in Man- 
hood as seen in Christ. When we reject Christ, we reject the 
GosjJel of Cove and Universal Brotherhood, without which the 
ultimate perfection and progress of the world must ever remain 
impossible. 

A few random tk'oughts such as these occurred to El-Rami 
now and then as he lived his life from day to day in perpetual 
expectation of the “ sign ” promised by Lilith, which as yet was 
not forthcoming. He believed she would keep her word, and 
that the “ sign *’ whatever it ^as would be unmistakable ; and, 
— as before stated — this was the nearest approach to actual faith 
he had ever known. His was a nature which was^ originally 
disposed to faith, but which had persistently fought with its own 
inclination till that inclination had been conquered. He had 
beon able to prtfrve as purely natural much that had seemed 
supernatural, andi he now viewed everything from two points — 
Possibility and Impossibility. H^s various confusions and 
perplexities, howevef, generally arose from the frequent d.s- 
covery he made that what he had once thought the Impossible 
suddenly became, through som^ small chance clue, thetPossible. 
So many times had this occurred that he often caught himself 
•wqndering whether anything in very truth could be strictly 
declared as “impossible." And yet, . . , with the body of 
Lilith under nis observation for six years, ^and an absolute 
ignorance as to her intelligence had developed, or where 
sh^obtained the power to discourse with him as she did, he 
always hadHhe lurking dread that her utterances might be the 
result of hh own brain unconsciously working upon herSy and 
that there was no “ soul " or “ spirit " in the matter. This, 
too, in spite of the fact that she had actually given him a 
concj^. description’ of certain planets, their laws, their govern- 
ment, and their inhabitants, concerning which he could know 
nothing, — and ‘ that she spoke with a sure conviction of the 
existence of a personal God, an idea that was entirely un- 
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acceptable naturef jHe was at a loss to ^explain her 

“ separated consciousness ” in any scientific way, and, afraid of 
himself lest he should believe top easiljj, he encouraged the 
presence of everj doubt in his mind^ rather than give entrance 
to more than the palest |;limmer of faith. 

And so time went on, and May passed into Juiie, and June 
deepened into its meridian glow of bloom and sunlight, and he 
remained shut up within the four walls of his house, seeing no 
one, and displaying a total ^ndiffer^ce to the fact that the 
“ season ” with all its bitter froth and frivolity was seething on 
in London in its usual monotonous manner. Unlike pre- 
tenders to “spiritualistic” powers, he had no inclination for 
the society of* the rich and gr^at, — “titled** people had no 
attraction for him save in so far as they were cultured, witty, 
or amiaUle, — “ position ” in the world was a very miserable 
trifle in his opinion, and, though many a gorgeous flunkied 
carriage at this time found its way into the unfashionable square 
where he had his domicile, ‘no visitors weife admitted t9 see 
him, — and “ too busy*to receive any one *9 was the formula 
with which young F^raj dismissecT ^y would-be intruder. 
Yet F^raz himself wondered all the whii^ how it was that, as a 
matter of fact* £1-Rami seemed to be just now less absorbed in 
actual atudy than he had ever J^cen in his whole life. He read 
no books save the old Arabic vellum-bound volume which held 
the explanatory key to so many curious phenomena palmccj off 
as “ spiritual miracles ** by the theosophigts, and he wrote a 
good deal, — but* he answered no letters, accepted no invita- 
tions, manifested no wish to leave the hou|e even for an hour*s 
stroll, and seemed mentally engrossed by some great ^‘cret 
subject of meditation. He was uniforftily kirfd to P'draz, 
exacting no duties from him save those prompted by interest^ 
and atf^ction, — he was marvellously geq^Lle too with Zaroba, 
who, agitated, restless and perplexed as to his ultimate inten- 
tions with respect to the* beautiful Lilitfi* was vaguel^neasy 
and melancholy, though she deenjpd it wisest to perform* all 
his commands with exactituSe, and, for* the fpresent, to hold 
her peace. She had expected something — though she ‘knew 
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not what — ffrom his last interview|M^th her bejjutjful charge — 
but all was unchanged, — Lilith slept on, ana the cherished 
wish of Zaroba’s heprt, that she should wake, seemed as far off 
realisation as ever. Day^after day p|issed, and El-Rimi lived 
like a hermit amidst the roar and traffic ^of mighty London, — 
watching With for long and anxious hours, but never ventur- 
ing to call her down to him from wherever she might be, — 
waiting, waiting for /igr summons^ and content for once to sink 
himself in the thought oi,her identity. All his ambitions were 
now centred on the one great object, .... to see the Soul, 
as it is, if it is indeed existent, conscious and individual. 
For, he argued, what is the use of a “SouL' whose capaci- 
ties we are not permitted t^ understand? — aftid if it be no 
more to us than the intelligent faculty of brain ? The chief 
proof of a possible something behind Man’s inner conscious- 
ness was, he considered, the quality of Discontent, and, 
prinvarily, because Discontent is so universal. No one is con- 
tented in all the i^rld frorr end to end. From the powerful 
Emperor on his throne to the whining lieggar in the street, all 
chafe under the goading prick of th^ great Necessity, — a some- 
thing better, — a somdthing lasting. Why should this resonant 
key-note of Discontent be pierpctually rescuhding through 
space, if this life is all ? No c mount of philosophy lOr argu- 
ment can argue away Discontent — it is a god-like disquietude 
ev^r fermenting changes among us, ever propounding new 
suggestions for hajpiness, ever restless, never satisfied. And 
El-Rami would ask himself — Is Discontent the*voice of the Soul? 
— not only the Unj^/ersal Soul of things, but the Soul of each 
indKidual? Then, if individual, why should not the individual 
be made irfsmifest, *if manifestation be possible? And if not 
possible, why should we be called upon to believe in what can- 
not be manifested ? , ’ ^ 

Thus he argued, not altogether unwisely ; he* had studied 
profo^jpdly all the iivcrs conflicting theories^ of religion, and 
would at one time hav^ become an obstinately confirmed 
Positivist, had it»>not fe^en for the fact that the further his re- 
searches led him^ the more he became aware that there was 
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nothing po^ti|'e, — that is*ty say, nothing so ap]3^reaitly fixed 
and unalterable that it might not, under different conditions, 
prove capable of change. Perhaps thjrj is no better test 
example of this fruth than the orc^nary substance, known as 
iron. We use in chmrnon parlance unthinkingly the phj-ase 
“ as hard as iron ” — while to the smith and eaigineef, who 
mould and twist it in every form, it proves itself soft and 
malleable as wax. Again, to^the surface observer, it might and 
does seem an incombustible metal, -^the chemist know's it will 
burn with the utmost fury. How then form a universal decision 
as to its various capabilities when it has so many variations of 
use' all in such contrary directions ? The same e^f^ample, 
modified or efi larged, will be found to apjily to all things, 
wherefore the word “ Positivism seems out of place in merely 
mortal language. God may be “positive,” but we and our 
surroundings ha^ve no such absolute quality. 

During this period of El-Rami’s self-elected seclusion and 
meditation his young brother Fdraz was vefy happy. was 
in the midst of writing a poem which he fondly fancied might 
perhaps — only perhaps — gnd a publisher to take it and launch 
it on its own merits, — it is the privilege* of youth to be over- 
sanguine. T!i<?n, too, J^is brain was filletj with new musical 
ideas,— •^and many an evening's hour he beguiled away by 
delicious improvisations on the piano, or exquisite songs to the 
mandoline. El-Rami, when he was not upstairs keeping 
anxious vigil by the tranced Lilith’s side, \^ould sit in his chair, 
leaning back wilh half-closed eyes, listening to the entrancing 
melodies like another Saul to a new Dj|vid, soothed by the 
sweetness of the sounds he heard, yet conscious tflSl he 
took too deep an^ ardent a pleasure in heAring, when the songs 
Fdraz chose were of love. One night Fdraz ejficted to sin^ 
the wil(J and beautiful “Canticle of Love ” wiitten by the late 
Lord Lytton* when as “ Owen Meredith “ he promised to be 
one of the greatest poJ;ts of our century, and wlyy would 
have fulfilled more than that pr<ynise if diplomacy had »not 
claimed his brilliant intellectual gift^ for the service of his 
country, — a country which yet deplores Ins untimely loss. 
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But no latajlity had as yet threatofled that gallant;, and noble 
life in the days when Ftfraz smote the chords of his mando- 
line and sang : ^ 

’ * I 

“ I once heard an angel by night in the'sky^ 

Singing loftly a song to a deep golden lute ; 

The pole-star, the seven little planets and I 
To the song that he sang listened mute, 

For the song that 1^ san^ was sol*trange and so sweet. 

And so tender the tones of his lute's golden strings, 

That the seraphs of heaven sat hush’d at his feet 
And folded their heads in t^eir wings. 

And the song that he sang to the seraphs up there 
Is called ‘ Love ’ 1 But the words ... 1 had heard them 
elsewhere. 

c 

For when I was last in the nethermost Hell, 

On a rock 'mid the sulphurous surges I heard' 

A pale spirit sing ^o a wild hollow shell ; 

i'fnd his song was the same, every word, 

And so sad was hVs singing, all Hell to the sound 

Moaned, and wailing, complained Itke a monster in pain 
While the fiends hovered near o’er the dismal profound 
With their black yvings weighed doWi? by the sdrain ; 

And the song that was sung to Lost Ones down theren 
Is called ‘ Love * I Hut the spirit that sang was Despair ! ” 

I 

The strings of ihe^ mandoline quivered mournfully in tune 
with the passionate beauty of the verse, and /rom El-Rami’s 
lips there came involjinlarily a deep and bitter sigh. 

F^€tl2 ceased playing and looked at him. 

What is ft ? helisked anxiously. 

* Nothing I ” replied his brother in a tranquil voice — “What 
should there be ? Or\ly tfie poem is very beautiful, and, out of 
the common, — though, to me, terribly suggestive oV — a mistake 
somewjjgre in creation. Love to the Saved — Love to the 
Lost 1 — naturally it would hjive different aspects, — but it is an 
anomaly — Love, to be trjie to its name, should have no ‘ lost * 
ones id its chronicle.’* 
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F^raz was? silent. | 

“ Do you believe " — continued El-Rami — “ that there is a 
* nethermost Hel] * ? — a place or •a state, qf mind resembling 
that ‘ rock *mid the sulp]|urous surges ’ ? ” • 

“ I should imagine,*’ replied F^raz with some diffidence, 
“ that there must be a condition in which we are bl^und fo look 
back and see where we were wrong, — ^a condition, too, in which 

we have time to be sorry ^ ” 

“ Unfair and unreasonable ! ” exclaimed his brother hotly. 
“For, suppose we did not we were wrong? We are 

left absolutely without guidance in this world to do as we 
like.” 

“ I do not think you can quite say that ” — remonstrated 
F^raz gently — “ We do know when we are wrong — generally ; 
some instinct tells us so — and, while we have the book of 
Nature, we are* not left without guidance. As for looking 
back and seeing our former mistakes, I think that 4s un- 
questionable, — for as^I grow older I begm to see wlmre I 
failed in uiy former life, and how' I /3eserv(«i to lose my star- 
kingdom.” • • 

El- Rami leaked impatient. * 

“You are S dreamer” — he said decisively — “and your 
star-kirfgdom is a dream also,* You cannot tell me truthfully 
that you remember anything of a former existence ? ** 

“ 1 am beginning to remember,” said F^raz steadily. , 

“ My dear boy, anybody but myself hearing you would say 
you were mad— ^-hopelessly mad 1 ” ^ 

“ I'hey would be at perfect liberty to'Isay so ** — and Feraz 
smiled a little — “ Every one is free to have his own opIlRon — 
I have mine. My star exists ; and I oned? existeef in it — so did 

you-’' . • 

“Wtll, I jenow .nothing about it then,” declared El-RUmi — 
“ I have forgotten it utterly.” ^ ^ 

“ Oh no ! You thinl you have forgotten ” — s^^^ Fdraz 
mildly — “ But the truth is, ypur very kijowledge of science^d 
other things is only — memory,^* ^ 

El-Rimi moved in His chair impatiently. 
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f 


“ Let us *not argue ; ** — he saidf^ — “ We shall/' never agree. 
Sing to me again ! ” 

Fdraz thought a pipment, and then laid aside his mandoline 
and went 4to the piano, « where he played a rushing rapid 
accompaniment like the sound of the wirfd among trees, and 
sang the following : 

Winds of the mountain, mangle with my crying. 

Clouds of the tempest, flee as 1 am flying, 

Gods of the cloudland, Christus and Apollo, 

Follow, (_> follow ! 

Through the dark valleys, up the misty mountains, 

Over the black wastes, past the gleaming fountains. 
Praying not, hoping not, resting nor abiding, 

Lo, I am riding ! . 

Clangour and anger of elements are roun'J me, 

' Torture ha| clasped me, cruelty has crown’d me. 

Sorrow awaits me, Death is waitii^^g with her, 

FAst spee^ I thither. 

« « I # * „ * * 

* 

Gods of the storm-cloud, drifting darkly yorder, 

Point fiery hr nds and mock me ns 1 wander ; 

Gods of the forest glimmCr out upr,'n me, , ‘ 

Shrink back and shun me. 

“ Gods, let them follow ! — gods, for I defy them I 
They call md^, mock me, but I gallop by them ; 

If they wouldifind me, touch me, whispe/to me, 

Let^hem pursue me ! ” 

. ‘ 

He was interrupted in the song by a smothered cry from 
.^l-Rami, and looking uound, startled, he saw his brother 
standing up and staridg at him with something of jning^ed fear 
and horror. He came to an abrupt ^top, his hands resting on 
the pisliFw keys. * 

‘^Go on, go on ! ” ,crie£. El-Eami irritably. “What wild 
chant , of the go^s and men have you there ? Is it your 
own ? '' « 
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*‘Mine!H Ichoed Fdriz^^No indeed! Wh^? Do you 
not like it ? 

“ Of course, of course I like jt ; ” — said El-Rami, sitting 
down again, angry with himself for lys own emotion— “ Is there 
more of it ? ’' • * 

“ Yes, but I need not finish it,” — and Ft^raz mijde as though 
he would rise from the piano. 

El-Rami suddenly began to laugh. 

“ Go on, I tell you, Feraz^* — he said carelessly — ** There is 
a tempest of agitation in the words and in your music that 
leaves one hurried and breathless, but the sensation is not un- 
pleasant, — especially when one is prepared, . . . go .on! — I 
want to hear the end of this . ... this — defiance.” 

F^raz looked at him to see if he were in earnest, and, per- 
ceiving be had settled down to give his whole attention to the 
rest of the ballad, he resumed his playing, and again the rush 
of the music filled the room. 

• 

“ Fa'^ter, O faster"^ Darker and more di^ary 
Grovveth the pathway, yet I am'not weary — 

Gods, I defy tlieni ! gods, I can unsiake them, 

• Bruise the/n and break them I 

• % 

‘‘iJYhite steed of wonder lyith thy feet of thunder, 

Find out their temples, tread their high-priests under — 
Leave them behind thee — if their gods speed after, 

Mock them with laughter. • 

# * * * ^ * 

“ Shall a g^d grieve me ? shall a phar^om win me? 

Nay ! — by the wild wind around and't)'er and in me— 

Be his name Vishnu, Christus or Apollc — ^ 

L^t the god follow ! * 

Clangour and anger of elements, are round r^e, 

Torture has^ clasped me, cruelty has* crown’d me» 

Sorrow awaits me, Death is waitingj^with her, 

Fast speed I thither I ” 

• ^ * 

The music ceased abruptly with a (ju'^ck c\ash as of jangling 

bells, — and Fdraz rose from the piano. * 
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El-Rimi^as sitting quite still, f- ' I ^ 

“ A mad outburst ! ” he remarked presently, seeing that 
his young brother ^yrfiited for him to speak — “ Do you believe 
itr' . , ' 

“ Believe what?” asked F^raz, a little iurprised. 

“ This — ” and El-Rami quoted slowly — 

“ ‘ Shall a god grieve me ? shaikh phantom win me ? 

Nay ! — by the* wild ^ind around and o'er and in me— 

Be his name Vishnu, Christiis or Apollo — 

Let the god follow ! * 

• 

“ Do you think ” — he continued, “ that in the* matter of lifers 
leadershi]) the ‘ god * should follow, or we the god ? 

Fdraz lifted his delicately-marked eyebrows in amazement. 
“What an odd question!” he said — “ T^ie song is a 
song,« —part of a long epic poem. And we do not receive a 
mere poem as a gdspel. And, if you speak of life’s leadership, 
it is devoutly to be hoped that God not only leads but rules 
us all.” 

“Why should you* hope it?” asked El-Rinpi gloomily — 
“ Myself, I fear it ! ’/ 

Feraz came to his side and rested one^hand affectionutely on 
his arm. , 

“,You are worried and out of sorts, my brother,” — he said 
gently — “Why do )|OU not seek some change from so much 
indoor life? You cjp not even get the advajatages 1 have of 
going to and fro of the household business, I breathe the 
fresh^ir every day, — surely it is necessary for you also ? ” 

“My deal boy, am perfectly well” — and El-Rami re- 
garded him s^adily — “ Why should you doubt it ? I am only 
— a little tired. Poor human nature cannot always*, escape 
fatigue.” ^ ' 

Fdr^^said no more, — but there was a certain strangeness in 
his • brother’s manner that tilled him with an indefinable un- 
easiness. In hi^ own quiet fashion he strove to distract El- 
Rimi’s mind from the persistent fixity of whatever unknown 
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purpose sferied to so fnysteriously engross hin\ — ^and when- 
ever they were together at meals or at other hours of the day 
he talked in as light and desultory a way as possible on all 
sorts of different topicain the hop^ of awakening Jiis brother's 
interest more keerAy in external affairs. He read much and 
thought more, and was a really brilliant converssftionalist when 
he chose, in spite of his dreamy fancies — but he was obliged to 
admit to himself that his affectionate endeavours met with very 
slight success. True, El-Rami a/>figare/»to give his attention 
to all that was said, but it was only an appearance, — and Fdraz 
saw plainly enough that he was not really moved to any sort of 
feeling respecting the ways and doings of the outer world. And 
when, one ihorning, Fdraz read aloud the account of the 
marriage of Sir Frederick Vaughan, Bart., with Idina, only 
daughter of Jabez Chester of New York, he only smiled in- 
differently and said nothing. 

“ We were invited to that wedding ; ” — commented R^raz. 

“ Were we ? ’* El-Rami shrugged his sht>ulders and seemed 
totally oblivious of life fact. • 

“Why of course were" — wen^ on Feraz cheerfully — 

“And at your bidding I opened atid read the letter Sir 
Frederick wr<&te you, which said that aj you had prophesied 
the miirriagc he would take it very kindly if you would attend 
in person llie formal fulfilment of your prophecy. And all 
you did in reply was to send a curt refusal on plea of ^ther 
engagements. Do you think that was (juite amiable on your 
part ? " » ^ 

“ Fortunately for me I am not called upon to be amiable ; " 
— said El-Rami, beginning to pace slowly up and dffWn the 
room — “ I want^ no favours from societ)^ so I fieed not smile 
to order. That is one of the chief privilege of complete 
independence. Fancy having to grin ^nd lie and skulk and 
propitiate p*eople"all one’s days! — I could not endure it, — but 
most men can-^and do f ” ** 

“ Besides " — he added after pause — “ I cannot look on 
with patience at the marriage of fool^ * Vaughan is a fool, and 
his baronetage will scarcely pass for wisdom, — the little Chester 
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^rl is also a /ool, — and I can see ej^adtly what thd/ viH become 
in the course of a few years.” 

“Describe them, in future laughed Fdraz. 

“Well — t\\e man will be^ ‘turfy'; the woman, a blind slave 
to her dressmaker. That is all. There c&.n be nothing more. 
They Will ne^r do any good or any harm — they are simply — 
nonentities. These are the sort of folk that make me doubt 
the immortal soul, — for Vaughan is less ‘spiritual’ than a 
well-bred dog, and Kttle Chester fess mentally gifted than a 
well-instructed mouse.” 

‘‘Severe!” — commented F^raz, smiling — “But, man or 
woman,— mouse or dog, I suppose they are quite happy just 
now ? ” 


“ Happy ? ” echoed El- Rami satirically — “ Well — I dare say 
they are, — with the only sort of happiness their intelligences 
can grasp. She is happy because she is now ^ my lady ’ and 
becaus^^ she was able to wear a wedding-gown of marvellous 
make*and cost, to tlail and rustle and sweep after her little 
jicrbon up to God’s^altar with, as though She sought to astonish 
the AlmiglUy, before wh,om she took l\er vows, with the exuber- 
ance of her millinery. ‘ He is happy because his debts are paid 
out of old Jabez Cljester’s millions. 'There the ‘happiness’ 
ends. A couple of months is su^cient to rub the bloom off 
such wedlock.” 

“.^nd you really prophesied the marriage ?” queried Fdraz. 

“ It was easy enough ” — replied his brother carelessly — 
“ Given two uninstructed, unthinking bipeds of opposite sexes — 
the male with debts, | he female wnth dollars, and an urbanely 
obstinSte schemer to pull them together like Lord Melthorpe, 
and the thin§ is dotie. Half the marriages, in London are 
made up like l^bat, — and of the after-lives of those so wedded, 
‘there needs no ghost /rom the grave ’ to tell us, — the divorce 
courts give every information.” 

“ A 1^ ’^ ’, exclaimed Wraz quickly — That reminds me, — do 
you <cnow I saw something ^ the evening paper last night that 
might have interested yo[?. ? ” 

“Really! You ‘surprise me!” ant} £1-Rimi laughed — 
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“That is^sfninge indeedj for papers of all s®rts, whether 
morning or evening, are to me the dullest and worst-written 
literature in the world.’* 

“Oh, for literature on(» does not goto them ” — answered F^raz. 
“But this was a para^aph about a man who came here not very 
long ago to see you — a clergyman. He is up as a4bo-respondent 
in some very scandalous divorce case. I did not read it all — I 
only saw that his Bishop l^d caused h^m to be ‘ unfrocked,’ 
whatever that means — I suppose "he i^ expelled from the 
ministry ? ” 

“ Yes. * Unfrocked ’ means l^erally a stripping-off of clerical 
dignity,” said El-Rlmi. “ But, if it is the man who came here, 
he was always naked in that respect. Francis Anstruther was 
his name ? ” 

“ Ex£fc:tly — that is the man. He is disgraced for life, and 
seems to be ovfi of the most consummate scoundrels that ever 
lived. He has deserted his wife and eight children. . 

“ Spare me and yojjrself the details ! ” and P"l-Rami g^e an 
expressively contemptuous gesture-i— “I kfiow all about him, 
and told him what I know when he czfme here. But he’ll do 
very well yet# — he’ll get on capitally in spite of his disgrace.” 

“How is ttfat possible ? ” exclaimed Ffiraz. 

“ Easily I • He erdn ‘ booAi ’ himself as a new ‘ General ’ 
Booth, or h« can become a ‘ Colonel * under Booth’s orders 
— as long as people support Booth with money. Or he can go 
to America or Australia and start a ne^? creed — he’s sure to 
fall on his feet ^nd make his fortune — pi pus hypocrites always 
do. One would almost fancy there mu^t be a special Deity 
to protect the professors of Humbug. It is only the sincerely 
honest folk who get wronged in thfs admirably-ordered 
world ! ” , t • 

He’spoHe with bitterness; and Fdraz glanced at him 
anxiously. ^ , . 

“ I do not qftite agree with you ” — he said ; “ Sural;, ^honest 
folk always have their reward P-Mhoygh perhaps superficial 
observers may not be able to percqwre wh^re it comes in. I 
believe in ‘ walking uprightly ’ as the Bible says — it seems to 

331 



THE SOUL OF LILITH 


me easier to ^eep along a straight o^en road than‘tc‘ take dark 
by-ways and dubious short cuts.’* 

“ What do you pi^an by your straight open road ? ” de- 
manded El-Rami, looking rt him. 

“Nature,” — replied Fdraz promptly — “x^ature leads us up 
to God.” ' 

El-Rami broke into a harsh laugh. 

“O credulous beautiful lad!” exclaimed; “You know 
not what you say I Naturt* I Consider her methods of work 
— her dark and cunning and cruel methods ! Every living 
thing j)reys on some other living things ; — creatures wonderful, 
innocent; simple or com])lex, live apparently but to devour and 
be devoured ; — every inch of giound we step upon is the dust 
of something dead. In the horrible depths of the earth, 
Nature, — this generous kindly Nature !— hides her dread 
volcanic fires, — her streams of lava, her boiling founts of 
sulphuf and molten lead, w^hich at any unexpected moment 
may destroy whole continents crowded with unsuspecting 
humanity. This NATURE, — nothing but Nature ! She 

hides her treasures of ^old, of silver, of diamonds and rubies, 
in the deepest and most dangerous recesses, where human 
beings are lost in tc'ling for them, — buried in darkness and 
slain by thousands in the difficuK search ; — diving for ^pearls, 
the unwary ex})lorer is met by the remorseless monsters of the 
deep; — in fact, in all his efforts towards discovery and progress, 
Man, the most naturally defenceless creature upon earth, is 
met by death or blank discouragement. Suppose he were to 
trust to Nature alonej^what would Nature do for him? He is 
sent into the world naked and helpless ; — and all the resources 
of his body and brain have to be educated and brought into 
active requisition to enable him to live at all, — lions’ whelps, 
bears’ cubs have a better ‘natural’ chance than he-; — and 
then, when he has learned how to make the best of his sur- 
roundittgr; he is turned out of the world again, naked and 
helpless as he came in, with '^all his knowledge of no more use 
to him than if he ‘had never attained it This is NATURE, 
if Nature be thus reckless and unreasonable as the ‘reflex 
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of God*— Ihow reddest and unreasonable irnist be God 
Himself!” * 

The beautiful stag-like eyes of.Ft^raz darkened slowly, and 
his slim hand involuntarily clenched^ • 

“ Ay, if God wer<> so,** he said — “ the veriest pigmy among 
men might boast of nobler qualities than He ! j But tod is 
not so, El-Rami 1 Of course you can argue any and every 
way, and I cannot confu^ your reasoning. Because you 
reason with the merely mortal intelligetfce ; to answer you 
rightly I should have to reply as a.Spirit, — I should need to be 
out of the body before I could tell you where you are wrong.” 

“Well!” said his brother curiously — “Then why .do you 
not do so ? Why do you not come to me out of the body, 
and enlighten me as to what you know ? ” 

Fdraz looked troubled. 

“ I cannot ! ” ^he said sadly — “ When I go — away yonder — I 
seem to have so little rerpembrance of earthly things--»*I am 
separated from the world by thousands of air-spaces, i am 
always conscious that you exist on earth, — but it is always as of 
some one who will join presently — i^)t of one whom / am 
compelled to^join. There is the strari^eness of it That is 
why I have veiy little bpftef in the notion pf ghosts and spirits 
apjicariag to men — because I know positively that no detached 
soul willingly returns to or remains on earth. There is always 
the upw^ard yearning. If it returns, it does so simply bec;|use 
it is, for some reason, commanded^ not Jbecause of its own 
desire.’* t 

“And who do you suppose commands i|?’* asked El-RimL 
“ The Highest of all Powers,** — replied F^raz rever^tly — 
“ whom we all, whether spirit or mortal, oAey.” * 

“ I do not obey,” — said El-Rdmi composedly^*' I enforcq 
obedienpe.” • 

“ From wKom ? cried F^raz with agitation — “ O my brother, 
from whom? From mortals perhaps — yes, — so long,Ps it is 
permitted to you — but from Heaven — no! No, not fibm 
Heaven can you win obedience, For^od’s iake do not boast 
of such power i , 
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He spoket.passionately, and in anxious earnest \ 

El-Rami smiled. 

“ My good fellow, why excite yourself? I do not ‘ boast ’ — 
I am simply — strong ! If J am immortal, God Himself cannot 
slay me, — if I am mortal only, I can but die. I am indifferent 
either way. cOnly I will not shrink before an imaginary Divine 
terror till I prove what right it has to my submission. Enough I 
— we have talked too much on tl^is subject, and I have work 
to do.*' 

He turned to his writing-table as he spoke and was soon 
busy there. Feraz took up a book and tried to read, but his 
heart beat quickly, and he was overwhelmed by a deep sense 
of fear. The daring of his brother's words smote him with a 
chill horror, — from time immemorial, had not the forces 
divine punished pride as the deadliest of sins? His .thouglits 
travelled over the great plain of History, on which so many 
spectres of dead nations stand in our sight as pale warnings of 
our dwn possible fite, and remembered how surely it came to 
pass that when meJ. became too proud and defiant and absolute, 
— rejecting God and &^rving themselves only, then they were 
swept away into desolation and oblivion. As with nations, so 
with individuals — thf Law of Compen^ion is juit, and as evenly 
balanced as the symmetrical motion of the Universe. And the 
words, “ Except ye become as little children ye shall not enter 
the* Kingdom of Heaven,” rang through his ears, as he sat 
heavily silent, and W 9 ndering, wondering where the researches 
of his brother would^^end, and hmv 1 c 

El-Rimi himself (^neanwhile was scanning the last pages of 
his dSid friend Kremlin’s private journal. This was a strange 
book, — kept with exceeding care, and written in the form of 
Jetters which revere all addressed “To the Beloved Maroussia 
in Heaven ** — and amply proved that, in spite of the separated 
seclusion and ecceqtocity of his life, Kremlin Had not only 
been ^aVhful to the love of his early days, the girl who had 
didli self-slain in her l^ussi^n prispn, — but he had been firm in 
his acceptance oY and tbelief in the immortality of the soul 
and the reunion of parted spirits. Hi?, last “ letter *’ ran thus 
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— it was ilniinished and had been written the ^night before 

the fatal storm which had Aade an end of his life and learning 
together,— 

“ I seem to be now on the verge of tMe * discovery for which 
I have yearned. Tholi k nowest, t) heart of my heart, how 
I dream that these brilliant and ceaseless j^ibratibns of 
light may perchance carry to the world some message which it 
were well and wise we should know. Oh, if tliis ‘ Light,* which 
is my problem and mystery,*^ could ^ut tfansmit to my earthly 
vision one flashing gleam of thy presence, my beloved child ! 
But thou wilt guide me, so that! presume not too far ; — I feel 
thou art near me, and that thou wilt not fail me at thejast If 
in the space of an earthly ten i^^inutes this marvellous ‘ Light * 
can travel 111,600,000 miles, thou as a ‘spirit of light* canst 
not be Vi:ry far away. Only till my work for poor humanity is 
done, do I choose to be parted from thee — be the time long or 
short — ^we shall* meet. ...” , 

Here the journal ended. ^ • 

“And have they hiet?*’ thought EhRAmi, as closing the 
book he locked it away ^ his desk — “^nd do they remember 
they were ever mortal? And w/iat arft they — and w/i€r£ are 
they?** 
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I N the midst of the strange “ summer " weather which fre- 
quently falls to the lot of England, — weather alternating 
between hot and cold, wet and dry, sun and tloud with the 
most distracting rapidity and irregularity, — there came at last 
one perfect night towards the end of June, — a nigljt which 
could have met with no rival even in the sunniest climes of 
the sunniest south. A soft tranquillity hovered dove-like in 
the fcir, — a sense \>f perfect peace seemed to permeate all 
visible and created things. The sky was densely blue and 
thickly strewn with stags, though the?e glimmered but faintly, 
their light being put to shame by the splendid brilliancy of 
the full moon whic^h swam aloft airijy like af* great golden 
bubble. El-Rami’s windows weve all sf^t open a big^ bunch 
of heliotrope adorned the table, and the subtle fragrance of it 
stol^ out delicately to mingle with the faintly-stirring evening 
breeze. F^raz was^,sitting alone, — his brother had just left 
the room, — and he was indulging himself in the far niente 
as only the Southcr^f or Eastern temperament can do. 11 is 
hands'* were clasped lightly behind his head, and his eyes were 
fixed on the lihabby ^little trees in the square*, which had done 
their best to^look green among the whirling smuts of the 
metropolis and had failed ignominiously in the atteippt, but 
which now, in the ethereal light of the moon, presented a soft 
outlin£.ojJ gray and silver like olive-bdughs seen, in the distance. 
H&'was thinking, with a ce{^.ain serious satisfaction, of an odd 
circumstance tha^ had* (jpeurred to himself that day. It had 
happehed in this iHse : Since the time Zaroba had taken him 
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to look up^n the beautiful creature who was the subject " of 
his brother’s experiments, lie had always kept the memory of 
her in his mind without speaking of her, save that whenever 
he said a prayer’ or oflefed up a tha^iksgiving he had invariably 
used the phrase — ‘'»GoJl defend her ! ** He could only explain 
Her ” to himself by the simple pronoun, becauie, as ^1-Rami 
had willed, he had utterly and hopelessly forgotten her name. 
But now, strange to say, he remembered it ! — it had flashed 
across his mind like a beam of liglit or a*heavcn-sent signal, — 
he was at work, writing at his poem, when some sudden 
inexplicable instinct had prompted him to lift his eyes and 
murmur devoutly — “ God defend Lilith ! Lilith !— rhow soft 

the sound of it ! — how infinkely bewitching I After having 
lost it for so long, it had come back to him in a moment — how 
or why,, he could not imagine. He could only account for it 
in one way — namely, that El-Rimi’s will-forces were so concen- 
trated on some particularly absorbing object that his daHy influ- 
ence on his brother’s young life was there bjf materially les^Sened. 
And Ftfraz was by no means sorry that thiiJ should be so. 

‘*Why should it matter that I remember her name?” he 
mused — ** I shall never speak of her-— for I have sworn I will 
not. But I ^can think of her to my heart’s content, — the 
beautiful Lilith ! ” ^ 

Then he fell to considering the old legend of that Lilith who 
it is said was Adam’s first wife, — and he smiled as he thought 
what a name of evil omen it was to the J^ws, who had charms 
and talismans wherewith to exorcise the supposed evil influence 
connected with it, — while to him, Fdraz, t was a name sweeter 
than honey-sweet singing. Then there came to his mind stray 
snatches of poesy, — delicate rhymes froA the rich and varied 
stores of one of his favourite poets, Dante Gabjiel Rossetti, -y- 
rhyme§ that sounded in his ears just PjOw like the strophes o£ 
a sibylline chant or spell : 

“ It was Lilith the wife of Adam : 

(Sinj^ Eden Bjwer /) 

Not a drop of her blood wai^humaji. 

But she was^ade like a soft sweet woman. 
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“ And tha/: is surely true ! ” saicji F^raz to himielf, a little 
startled, — “P'or — if she is dead,z.% El-Rimi asserts, and her 
seeming life is but ^ the result of his art, then indeed in the 
case of this Lilith ‘not a dijop of her b^ood is humar.'" 

And the poem ran on in his mind — ^ * 

•• Lilith stood on the skirts of Eden : 

(A /as, the hour/) 

She was th^ first.thai theftce was driven : 

With her was hell, and with Eve was heaven.” 

“Nay^ I should transpose that,” — murmured the young 
man drowsily, staring out on the moonlit stre^'t — “ I should 
say, ‘ With Eve was hell, and with Lilith heaven.* How 
strange it is I should never have thought of this poem before I 
— and I have often turned over the pages of Rossetti’s book, — 
since—since I saw her ; — I must have actually seen the name 
of L^ith printed th<jre, and yet it never suggested itself to me 
as being familiar or^j offering any sort of oCuc.” 

He sighed perplexedly, — the heliotrope odours floated 
around him, and the gleam of the lamp in the room seemed 
to pale in the wide splendour of .the moo^-Vays pouring 
through the windoW, — and stilly the delicate sprite of^ Poesy 
continued to remind him of familiar lines and velses he loved, 
though all the while he thought of Lilith, and keplt on wonder- 
ing vaguely and vainly what would be, what could be, the end 
of his brother's experiment (whatever that was, for he, Feraz, 
did not know) on th(j* lovely, apparently living girl who yet was 
dead. was very strange — and surely, it was also very 

terrible 1 • g 

• 

^ •• TJhe day is dark and the night 

To him^hat would search their heart; 

No lips of cloud that will part, ' * 

Nor morhlng song in the Kght : 

Only, gazing alone 

To,Jiin^ ^ild sfiadows are shown. 

Deep unddt deep unknown 
And height above unknown height 
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Still we sjty as we go, — 

‘ Strange co think by the way, 

Whatever there is to know, 

> That shall we know one d^-y/ ** 

This passage of 'thyrhe sang itself out with a monotonous 
musical gentleness in his brain, — he closed his e^^es restfully, — 
and then — lying back thus in his chair by the open window, 
with the moonlight casting 9. wide halo round him and giving 
a pale spiritual beauty to his dedicate ‘classic features, — he 
passed away out of his body, as 'fie would have said, and was 
no more on earth ; or rather, as we should say, he fell asleep 
and dreamed. And the “ dream ” or the “ experience was 
this : — 

He found himself walking leisurely upon the slopes of a 
majestic mountain, which seemed not so much mountain as 
garden, for all the winding paths leading to its summit were 
fringed with flowers. He heard the silvery plashing of- brooks 
and fountains, and the rustling of thicki^^-foliaged trees, — he 
knew the place well, and realised that he* was in his star 
again, — the mystic Sphe«-e he called hr> “ home.’' But he was 
evidently an exile or an alien in it, — Kfe had grown to realise 
this fact and Avas sorry it should be so, yet his sorrow was 
mingled with ho])e, for he fek it would not always be so. He 
wandered along aimlessly and alone, full of a curiously vague 
happiness and regret, and as he walked he was passed by 
crowds of beautiful youths and maidens, .?vho were all pressing 
forward eagerly as to some high festival or great assembly. 
They sang blithe songs, — ^they scattered flowers, — they talked 
with each other in happy-toned voices, — and he stood aside 
gazing at them wistfully while they went &n rejoicing. 

“ O land where life never grows old and where love is 
eternal*! ’’ he mused — “ Why am I exiled from thy glory? Why 
have I lost thy joy ? " , 

He sighed -he longed to know what had brought ‘Dgether 
so bright a multitude of these Ic^'^ely and joyous beings, —his 
own “ dear people " as he felt they^ were ; and yet — yet he 
hesitated to ask one of them the least question, feeling himself 
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unworthy. At last he saw a girl approaching, — she %as singing 
to herself and tying flowers in a garland as she came, — her 
loose golden hair streamed behind her, every glistening tress 
seeming to flash light as she moved. As she drew near him 
she glanced at him kindly and pauseu a6 though waiting to 
be addressed,\ —seeing this, he mustered up his courage and 
spoke. 

“Whither are you all going?*' l\e asked, with a sad gentle- 
ness — “ I may not fcfllow you, I know, — but will you tell me 
why, in this kingdom of joy, so much fresh joy seems added ? 

She pointed upwards, and as his eyes obeyed her gesture he 
saw, in the opal coloured sky that bent above them, a dazzling 
blaze of gold and crimson glory towards the soutfi. 

“ An Angel passes 1 ” she replied — Below that line of light 
the Earth swings round in its little orbit, and from the Earth 
She comes ! We go to watch her flight heavenward, and win 
the benediction that her passing presence gives. For look 
you !-*"-all that sjilentiour in the sky is not light, but wings ! 

“AViijgs!*' echoed Feraz dreamily, yet nothing doubting 
what she said. « 

“ Wings or rays of glo^ry, — which you will ” — said, the maiden, 
turning her own beai;tiful eyes towards* the flashing brilliancy; 
“ They are waiting there, — those * who come from, the farthest 
Divine world, — they are the friends of Lilith.** 

Sh^ bent her head serenely, and passed onward and upward, 
and ¥6t3lz stood stiU his gaze fixed in the direction of that 
southern light w'hich^^he now perceived vras never still, but 
quivered as with a mV lion shafts of vari-coloured fire. 

“ Th^*friends of Lilith ! ** he repeated to himself — “ Angels 
then, — for she is an Angel.** 

Angels I — aijgels waiting for Lilith in the glory of the South 1 
How long — how long .-would they wait? — w:hen would Lilith 
herself appear? — and would the very heavens open to receive 
her, so^nr\g upward ? He trembled,— 5ie tried te realise the un- 
imaginable scene, — and then/ . . . ,then beseemed to be seized 
and hurried away Somewhere against his will . . . and all that 
was light grew dark. He shuddered astwith icy cold, and felt 

340 



THE SOUL OF LILITH 


that earth again encompassed him, — and presently be woke — to 
find his brother looking at him. 

“ Why in the world do you go^ to sleep with the window 
wide open ? ” asked EliRimi — “ H[ere 1 ‘find you, literally 
bathed in the moonlight-'*-and moonlight drives men mad, they 
say, — so fast too in the land of Nod that I wuld nardly 
waken you Shut the window, my dear boy, if you must 
sleep.” 

Fdraz sprang up quickly, — ^is eyesifelt dazzled still with the 
remembrance of that “ glory of the angels in the South.” 

“ I was not asleep,” — he said — “ But certainly I was not 
here.” 

“ Ah ! — In ydur Star again of ^course ! ” murmured El-R^mi 
with the faintest trace of mockery in his tone. But F^raz 
took no v!>fifence — his one anxiety was to prevent the name of 
** Lilith ” springing to his lips in spite of himself. 

“ Yes — I was there ” — he answered slowly. •• And di) you 
know all the people in the land are gath’ering together by 
thousands to see an Angel pass heaven ward i? And there is a 
glory of her sister-angels., away in the r3otithern horizon like 
the splendid , circle described by Dante in his Faradiso, 
Thus— • 

" * There* is a light in heaven whose goodly shine 
Make^ the Creator visible to all 
Created, that in seeing Him alone 
Have peace. And in a circle sprea'ds so far 
That thi circumference were too lo'^se a zone 
To girdle in the sun :) 

He quoted the** lines with strange eageities sarid fervour, — 
and El-Rami looked at him curiously. ^ 

“ Whit odd dreams you have ! ” he ^aid, not unkindly — 
“Always fantastic and impossible, but beautiful in their way. 
You should set them down in black and white, and^se^ how 
earth’s critics will bespatter your htaven with the ink of tl^eir 
office pens! Poor boy! — how limpljr you 'would fall from 
* Paradise ’ ! — with what, damp dejected wings ! “ 
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F^raz snvled. ’ 

“I do not agree with you said — “ If you speak of 
imagination, — only in this ease I am not imagining, — no one 
can shut out that t^aradisp from me at any time — neither pope 
nor king, nor critic. Thought is freej thank God I 

“Yes — pQ-haps it is the only thing we have to be really 
thankful for/’ — returned El-Rami — “ Well — I will leave you to 
resume your ‘ dreams ’ — only d<^ji’t sleep with the windows 
open. Summer evtninga* are treacherous, — I should advise 
you to get to bed.” 

“ And you ? ” asked F^raz, moved by a sudden anxiety which 
he could not explain. 

“ I shall not sleep to-nighft,” — said his broihcr moodily — 
“Something has occurred to me — a suggestion — an idea 
which I am impatient to work out witliout loss ^ of time. 
And, F(fraz, — if I succeed in it — you shall know the result 
to-morrow.” 

l^iis promise, ^hich implied such a new departure from 
El-Rami’s customary re(;icence concerning his work, really 
alarmed F^raz more than gratified Mm. 

“ For Heaven’s sake be careful ! ” he exclaimed — “ You 
attempt so much, —you want so muqh, — perhaps more than 
can in law and justice be given-. El-Rjimi, my^ brotlter, leave 
something to God — you cannot, you dare not tal^e all ! ” 

‘VMy dear ^dsionary,’" replied El-Rami gently — “ You alarm 
yourself needlessly, } assure you. I do not want to take any- 
thing except what is my own, — and, as for leaving something to 
God, why, He is we(come to what He makes of me in the end 
— a pinch of dust ! ” 

“ There is more^ than dust in your composition — ” cried 
P^raz impetifcously — “ There is divinity ! And the divinity 
belongs to God, and to (jod you must render it up, pure and 
perfect. He claims it from you, and you are bound to give it.” 

A i’-eigior passed through El-Rimi’s frame, and he grew 
paler. ^ i 

“ If that be tru'e, F^ras,” he said slowly and with emphasis — 
“if it indeed be true that there is divinity in me, — which 1 
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doubt ! — why, then let GoA claim and take his own. particle of 
fire when He will, and as He will I Good night ! ” 

* Fdraz caught his hands anct pressed them tenderly in 
his own. , 

“ Good-night ! ” he mutimured — “ God does all things well, 
and to His care I commend you, my dearest brother.*' 

And as El-Rami turned away and left the room he gazed 
after him with a chill sense o^ fear and desolation, — almost as 
if he were doomed never to see hira again. He could not 
reason his alarm away, and yet he knew not why he should feel 
any alarm, — but, truth to tell, his interior sense of vision seemed 
still to smart and ache with the radiance of the light he had 
seen in his “ staV ” and that roseate sunset-flush of “ glory in 
the south ” creaied by the clustering angels who were “ the 
friends of 'Lilith.” Why were they there ? — what did they wait 
for? — how' should Lilith know them or have any intention of 
joining them, when she was here, — here on the earth, he, 
Edraz, knew, — here under the supreme donilnance of his ^wn 
brother? He dared not speculate too fai*; and, trying to 
dismiss all thought from his mind, he wr^ proceeding towards 
his own room, Inhere to retire for the night, ^ when he met Zaroba 
coming down tlife stairs. , Her dark withere<J face had a serene 
and almost h^ppy expression • upon it, — she smiled as she 
saw him. ^ 

“ It is a night for dreams, — ” she said, sinking her hajrsh 
voice to a soft almost musical cadence — “^nd as the multi- 
tude of the stars^in heaven, so are the countless heart-throbs 
that pulsate in the world at this hour to the# silver sway of the 
moon. All over the world ! — all over the world ! — ” affd she 
swung her arms to^and fro with a slow rhyihmical' movement, 
so that the silver bangles on them clashed softly like the^ 
subdued tinkling of bells; — then, fixing her black eyes upon 
Fdraz with a mournful yet kindly gaze sh^ added — “ Not for 
you — not for you, gentles? of dreamers 1 not for yoi^! -Jt is 
destined that you should dream,— land, ^for you, dreaming -is 
best, — but for me — I would rather five oae houf than dream for 
a century ! ” . 
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Her wo«ds were vague and wild as usual, — yet somehow 
Fdraz chafed under the hidden sense of them, and he gave a 
slight petulant gesture of irritation. Zaroba, seeing it, broke ’ 
into a low laugh. 

“As God liveth, — "she muttered' — "The poor lad fights 
bravely ! He hates the world without ever having known it, 
— and recoils from love without ever having tasted it ! He 
chooses a thought, a rhyme, a song, an art, rather than a 
passion 1 Poor la*d — poor lad 1 Dream on, child ! — but pray 
that you may never wake. For to dream of love may be sweet, 
but to wake without it is bitter.” 

Like a gliding wraith she passed him and disappeared 
Fdraz had a mind to follow her dovn stairs to the basement 
where she had the sort of rough sleeping accommodation her 
half-savage nature preferred, whenever she slept at all out of 
Lilith’s room, which was but seldom, — yet on second thoughts 
he decided he would let her alone. 

^■She only worlies me — " he said to himself half vexed ly 
as he went to Ws own little apartment — “ It was she who 
first disobeyed El-R4mi, and made me disobey him also, 
and though she did' take me to see the wonderful Lilith, 
what was the use of it ? Her mat^-hless beauty compelled 
my adoration, my enthusiasm, my ‘reverence, almost my 
love — but who could dare to love such a removed angelic 
creature? Not even El- Rami himself, — for he must know, 
even as I feel, th*at she is beyond all love, save the Love 
Divine.” * 

He cast olT his*- loose Eastern dress, and prepared to lie 
down,*" when he was startled by a faint far sound of singing. 
He listened attentively ; — it seemed to com^ from outside, and 
he quickly dung open his window, which only opened upon 
a little narrow backyard such as is common 10 *^ London 
houses. But the rnoonlight transfigured its ugliness, making 
it l(M)k- like a square white court set in walls of silver. 
Tne soft rays fell caressingly too on the bare bronze-tinted 
shoulders of F^raz, i.s half undressed, he leaned out, his 
eyes upturned to the halcyon heavens. Surely, surely there 
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was singing somewhere,— why, he could distinguish words 
amid the sounds i 


• Away, away ! • • , 

Where the glitt sring planet^whirl and swim 
And the glory of the sun grows dim 
Away, away ! 

To the regions of light and fire and air 
Where the spirits of^ife are everyjvhere 
Come, oh come awzty ! 

Trembling in every limb, F^raz caught the song distinctly, 

and held his breath in fear and wonder. , 

« 

ft 

• Away, away ! 

, Come, oh come ! we have waited long 
And we sing thee now a summoning song 
•* Away, away ! 

Thou art freed from the world of the dreaming delhd, 

And the splerj^^ours of Heaven are round thee spread — 
Come away !— away? 

* B 

The chon>s grew fainter and fainter— yet still sounded like 
a distant musical bum* on the air. « 

“ It*is my. fancy ”-*^murmi!red F^raz at last, as he drew in 
his head ar.d noiselessly shut the window — “It is the work 
of my own imagination, or what is perhaps more probable, 
the work of El-Rdmi*s will. I havr> heard such music 
before, — at hi! bidding — no, not piusic, but something 
very like it.” s 

He waited a few minutes, then quietly knelt down to pray, 
— but no word^ suggested themselves, lave the phrase that 
once before had risen to his lips^that day,-»-“ God defepd 
Lilith >” . 

He uttered it aloud,— then sprang, vp confused and half 
afraid, for the name had rung out so clearly that it sterjted like 
a call or a command. . ^ 

“ Well 1 ” he said, trying to steady* his ijerves — “ What if I 
did say it? Tliere is oo harm in the words ‘ God defend her/ 
M 345 



THE SOUL OF UUTH 

' y 

If she is dea^i^, as El-Rimi says, she needs no defence, for her 
soul belongs to God already.” 

He paused again, — the silence everywhere was now abso- 
lutely unbroken and intense, and repelling the vague presenti- 
m ents that threatened to oppress his Liinti, he threw himself 
OQ his bed anc^ was soon sound as leep. 
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A nd what of the “sign** promised by Lilith? .Had it 
been given ? No, — but** El -Rami’s impatience would 
brook no longer delay, and he had determined to put an end 
to his perplexities by violent means if necessary, and take 
the risk of whatever consequences might ensue, hie had 
been passing through the strangest phases of thought and 
self-analysis during these latter weeks, -J^-trying, reluctently 
enough, to bend his"^ haughty spirit do’irn to an attitude 
of humility and patienpe which ill suited him. He was 
essentially masculine in his complete belief in himself, — and 
more than al4 things hb resented any interference with his 
projects, whether suqh inteiiference were human or Divine. 
When therefore the tranced Lilith had bidden him “ wait, 
watch and pray,” she had laid upon him the very injunctions 
he found most difficult to follow. He qpuld wait and watch 
if. he were ce^ain of results, — but where there was the 
slightest glimmer of ««certainty, he g^w very soon tired 
of both waiting and watching. As for “ praying ”-^he told 
himself arrogantly that to ask for wtfit he ^:ould surely 
obtain by the exerted strength of hi^own will^was not only 
iuperflupus, but implied great we&.knf5ss of character. It 
was then, fn the full- armed spirit of pride and assertive 
dominance that he wenf up that night to Lilith ’s^ch^jmber, 
and dismissing Zaroba with moie than usual gentleness# of 
demeanour towards her, sat down bes^cle the couch on which 
his lovely and mysterious “ subject lay, 'to all appe&rances 
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inanimate s:^ve for her quiet breathing. His eyes were sombre, 
yet glittered with a somewhat dangerous lustre under their 
drooping lids ; — he was to be duped no longer, he said to him- 
self, — he had kept faithful vigil night after nig'nt, hoping against 
hope, believing against belief, and not,^,the4 smallest movement 
or hint that could be construed into the promised “ sign had 
been vouchsafed to him. And all his old doubts returned to 
chafe and fret his brain, — doubts as to whether he had not 
been deceiving himsdlf all this wnile in spite of his boasted 
scepticism, — and whether Lilith, when she spoke, was not 
merely repeating like a mechanical automaton, the stray 
thought? of his own mind ’reflected upon hers? He had 
“proved” the possibility of that kind of thing occurring be- 
tween human beings who were scarcely connected with each 
other even by a tie of ordinary friendship — how much more 
likely then that it should hapjien in such a case as that of 
Lilith,— Lilith who had been under the sole dominance of his 
will for six years ! tYet w^hile he thus teased himself with mis- 
givings, he knew it, was impossible to kccount for the mystic 
tendency of her langi^age, or the strange and super-sensual 
character of the information she gave or feigned^ to give. It 
was not from himself or his own information th?t he had ob- 
tained a description of the landscapes iij Mars, — its wondrous 
red lields, — its rosy foliage and flowers, — its great jagged rocks 
ablaze wuth amethystine spar, — its huge conical sl^ells, tall and 
light, that rose up like fairy tow^ers, fringed with flags and gar- 
lands of marine blossom, out of oceans the polour of jasper 
and pearl. Certainlj^ too, it was not from the testimony of his 
inner ctnsciousness that he had evoked the faith that seemed 
so natural toMer ; h^r belief in a Divine Pe»-sonality, and his 
utter rejection^ of any such idea, were two things wider asunder 
tlian the poles, and hs^d nb possible sort of connection.^ Never- 
theless what he could not account for, wearied him out and 
irritatejd him by its 'elusiveness and*' unprovable character, — 
and finally, his long, frequeitt, and profitless reflections on the 
matter had brought hirri Jhis night ‘up to a point of de*^ermina- 

tioD which but a few months back would have seemed to him 
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impossible. He had resolved to waken Lihth. What sort of a 

being she would seem when %»nce awakened, he could not quite 
imagine. He knew she had died^^p his arms as a child, — and 
that her seeming Hfe no\^ and her growth into the loveliness 
of womanhood was tjie result of artificial means evolved from 
the wonders of chemistry, — but he persuaded himself that 
though her existence was the work of science an(/ not nature, 
it was better than natural, and would last as long. He deter- 
mined he would break that Aysterioqs trahpe of body in which 
the departing Intelligence had been, oy his skill, detained and 
held in connection with its earthly habitation, — he would trans- 
form the sleeping visionary into i living woman, for — he loved 
her. He could no longer disguise from himself that her fair 
face with its heavenly smile, framed in the golden hair that 
circled it.like a halo, haunted him in every minute of time, — 
he could not and would not deny that his whole being ached 
to clasp with a lover’s embrace that exquisite beauty which had 
so long been passively surrendered to hi% experimentings, — 
and with the daring df a proud and unre^rained nature, he 
frankly avowed his feeling to himself *and made no pretence of 
hiding it any longer. But it was a fa» deeper mystery than 
his “ search for the Soul of Lilith,” to find out when and how 
this paasion had first^ arisen »in him. lie could not analyse 
himself so thoroughly as to discover its vague beginnings. 
Perhaps it wa*s germinated by Zaroba’s wild promptings, — per- 
haps by the fact that a certain unreasonable jealousy had chafed 
his spirit when (je knew that his brother F^raz had won a smile 
of attention and response from the trarJbed girl, — perhaps it 
was owing to the irritation he had felt at the idea what his 
visitor, the monk/rom Cyprus, seemed to^know«more of her 
than he himself did, — at any rate, whatever the cause, he who 
had been sternly impassive once tef the subtle attraction Sf 
Lilith’s outward beauty, madly adored that outward beauty 
now. And as ^is usual with very self-Mliant and ^roud dis- 
positions, he almost began to glor]|in a sentiment which biiil: a 
short time ago he would hive repelj^efl and scorned. What 
was for himself and of himself was good in Ifis sight — his know- 
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ledge, Ais “proved” things, Ais tected discoveries, all these 
were excellent in his opinion, and^the “ Ego ” of his own ability 
was the pivot on which all rhis actions turned. He had laid 
his plans parefully *for the awakening of Lilith, — but in one 
little trifle they had been \)ui out by ^he ?bsence from town of 
Madaf^ne Irene Vassilius. She, of all women he had ever met, 
was the one’ne would have trusted with his secret, because he 
knew that her life, though lived in the world, was as stainless 
as though it were Ijytid in heaveh. He had meant to place 
Lilith in her care, — in order that with her fine perceptions, 
lofty ideals, and delicate sense of all things beautiful and 
artistic, she might accustom* the girl to look upon the fairest 
and noblest side of life, so, that she might « not regret the 
“ visions ” — yes, he would call them “ visions ” — she had lost. 
But Irene was among the mountains of the Austrian Tyrol 
enjoying a holiday in the intimate society of the fairest Queen 
in the world, Margherita of Italy, one of the few living Sove- 
reigps who really strive to bestow on intellectual worth its true 
appreciation and r/^ward. And her hoftse in I^ndon was shut 
up, and under the sole chkrgeof the happy Karl, former servant 
to Dr. Kremlin, who had now found with the fair and famous 
authoress a situation that suited him exactly. „ “ W^'ild horsbs 
would not tear hiili from his Judy’s service ” he was,^wont to 
say, and he guarded her household interests jeal6usly, and said 
“ Not at home ” to undesired visitors like Roy Ainsworth for 
example, with a gruffness that would have done credit to a 
Russian bear. To* Irene Vassilius, therefore^ El-Rami could 
not turn for the help* he had meant to ask, and he was sorry 
and di»»ppointed, for he had particularly wished to remove his 
“ sleeper awakened ” out of the companionship of both Zaroba 
and Fdraz, — and there w’^as no other woman like Irene, — at 
rfnce so pure and prouds so brilliantly gifted, and so far re- 
moved from the touch and taint of modeVn soeial vulgarity. 
However, her aid waV now unattainable, and he had to make 
up, his mind to do without i|i. And so he resolutely put away 
the thought of the aftefi -results of 'Lilith’s awakening, — he, who 
was generally so ^careful to calculate consequences, instinc- 
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lively avoided the consideration of them in the present 
instance. • 

The little silver timepiece ticked, with an aggressive loudness 
as he sat now at* his usjial post, his black eyes* fixed half 
tenderly, half fiercely^on ^ilith*s white beauty, — beauty which 
was, as he told himself, all his own. Her arms were folded 
across her breast, — her features were pallid as malble, and her 
breathing was very light and low. The golden lamp burned 
dimly as it swung from tlfe purpl^-pa^filioned ceiling — the 
scent of the roses that were always set fresh in their vase every 
-day, filled the room, and though the windows were closed 
against the night, a dainty moonbeam strayed in through a 
chink where the? draperies were not quite drawn, and mingled 
its emerald glittjr with the yellow lustre shed by the lamp on 
the darkly-carpeted floor. 

“ I will risk it,” — said El-Rami in a whisper, — a whisper 
that sounded loud in the deep stillness — “ I will risk it— why 
not ? I have proved myself capable of airesting life, or» the 
soul — for life ts the s(5ul — in its flight fro|n hence into the 
Nowhere, — I must needj also have tjie power to keep it 
indefinitely he^e for myself in whatever form I please. These 
are the rewards* of science; — rewards which I am free to claim, 
— and \^iat I have dor^, that I have a right to do again. Now 
let me ask myself the question plainly ; — Do I believe in the 
supernatural ? 

He paused, thinking earnestly, — his eyes still fixed on Lilith. 
.^No, I do n 9 t,” — ^he answered himself at last — “Frankly 
and honestly, I do not. I have no proofs. I am, it is true, 
puzzled by Lilith's language, — but when I know her ai^she is, 
a woman, sentient* and conscious of my jjresenc^f, I may find 
out the seeming mystery. The dreams of F^raz are only 
dreams,— the vision I saw on that ont occasion — and a fairft 
tremor came* over fiim as he remembered the sweet yet solemn 
look of the shilling One^e had seen Aanding between him 
and his visitor the monk — “ the vi^n was of course A/s wwk 
— ^the work of that mystic inaster of j ^o less mystic brother- 
hood. No— I have nojiroofs of the superrfetural, and I must 
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not deceivp myself. Even the profnise of Lilith fails. Poor 
child 1 — she sleeps like the dau^iter of Jairus, but when I, in 
my turn, pronounce the words ‘Maiden, I say unto thee, 
arise* — she will obdy; — she will aw^ke and live indeed.** 

“ She will awake and live indeed 1 */ <■ 

Th^ words were repeated after him distinctly — but by whom ? 
He started 5'p, — looked round — there was no one in the room, 
— ^and Lilith was immovable as the dead. He began to find 
something chill ana^ *fead in the intense silence that followed, — 
everything about him was a harmony of glowing light and 
purple colour, — yet all seemed suddenly very dull and dim and 
cold. ,He shivered where fie stood, and pressed his hands 
to his eyes, — his temples throbbed and achtd, and he felt 
curiously bewildered. Presently, looking <cound the room 
again, he saw that the picture of “ Christ and His Disciples *’ 
was unveiled : — he had not noticed the circumstance before. 
Had , Zaroba inadvertently drawn aside the curtain which 
ordinarily hid it fwim view? Slowly his eyes travelled to it 
and dwelt upon «*t — slowly they followed the letters of the 
inscription beneath : 

e- 

“ WHOM SAY YE THA'T I AM ? * ’ 

1 

The question seemed to him for the moment all-paramount ; 
he fould not shake off the sense of pertinacious demand with 
which it impressed Jiim. 

“A good Man,” — he said aloud, staring fixedly at the div'V** 
Face and Figure, ^^dth its eloquent expression of exalted 
patienc^', grandeur and sweetness. “A good Man, misled by 
noble enthifeiasm ^nd unselfish desire to*- benefit the poor. 
A man with jl wise knowledge of human magnetism and the 
methods of healing ip which it can be employed, — a pian, too, 
somewhat skilled in the art of optical illusmn. '’Yet when all 
is sai^ aijd done, a Man — too ^od and vise and pure for 

thu peace of the rulers ofl'the world, — too honest and clear- 
sighted to deserve any^ other reward but death. Divine? — 
No! —save in so* far as in our highest moments we are all 
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divine. Existing now ?— *a Prince of Heaven, a Pleader against 
Punishment? Nay, nayl— ^o more existing than the Soul of 
' Lilith, — that soul for which I search, but which I feel I shall 
never find ^ * * * • 

And he drew nearer ^o the ivory-satin couch on which lay 
the lovely sleeping wonder and puzzle of his ambitious dreams. 
Leaning towards her he touched her hands^ — they were 
cold, but as he laid his own upon them they grew warm 
and trembled. Closer stilf he leaped, *lvs eyes drinking in 
every detail of her beauty with‘ eager, proud and masterful 
. eyes. 

“ Lilith ! — my Lilith ! he muAiured — “After all, why should 
we put off hc^jpiness for the .sake of everlastingness, when 
happiness can ^e had, at any rate for a few years. One can 
but livft and die and there an end. And Love comes but 
once, . . . Love ! — how I have scoffed at it and made a jest 
of it as if it were a plaything. And even now while my whole 
heart craves for it, I question whether it is worth lia^ing! 
Poor Lilith ! — only a Vfoman after all, — a w^man whose beauty 
will soon pass — whose days will sooh be done,— only a woman 
— not an imijiortal Soul, — there is, ther^ can be, no such thing 
as an immortal Soul.” • 

Bending down ov^ her, ^e resolute!^ unclasped the fair 
crossed arms, and seized the delicate small hands in a close 
grip. 

“ Lilith ! Lilith ! “ he called imperiously. * 

long and, heavy pause ensued, — tnen the girl’s limbs 
quivered violently as though moved by ^ sudden convulsion, 
and her lips parted in the utterance of the usual form^a — * 

“I am here,’*. ^ • 

“Here at last, but you have been absent long*' — said El- 
Rami ^ith some reproach, “Too long. And you*have forgotten 
your promise.** 

“ Forgotten IJ* she echoed — “O doiftJting spirit! Do such 
as I am, ever forget ? ” % ^ ^ 

Her thrilling accents awSd him a^lhtle, but he pursued his 
own way with her, undauntedly. 
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“Then ^hy have you not fulfilled it?” he demanded — 
“ The strongest patience may tire. ^ I have waited and watched, 
■3.S you bade me — but now — Jtow I am weary of waiting.” 


Oh, what* a sigh brbke from her lips^l * 

“ I am weary too ” — she said — “ T\^. angels are weary. God 
is weafy. All Creation is weary — of Doubt.” 

For a morAent he was abashed, — but only for a moment ; in 
himself he considered Doubt to be the strongest part of his 
nature, — a positive eliield and buclder against possible error. 

“You cannot wait,” — went on Lilith, speaking slowly and 
with evident sadness — “Neither can we. We have hoped, — 
in vain !, We have watched — in vain ! The strong man’s pride 
will not bend, nor the stubborn spirit turii ill prayer to its 
Creator. Therefore what is not bent must be broken, — and 
what voluntarily refuses Light must accept Darkness. I am 
bidden to come to you, my beloved, — to come to you as I 
am, ai^d as I ever shall be, — I will come — but how will you 
receive me ? ” 

“ With ecstasy, Hth love, with welco&ie beyond all words or 
thoughts ! ” cried P"l-,Rami in pass^ionate excitement. “ O 
Lilith, Lilith ! you wlfo read the stars, cannot jou read my 
heart ? Do you not see that I — I whb have recoiled from the 
very thought of loving, — I, who have striven to make O'f myself 
a man of stone and iron rather than flesh and blood, am con- 
querjed by your spells, victorious Lilith ! — conquered in every 
fibre of my being b]{^ some subtle witchcraft known to yourself 
alone. Am I weak ! — am I false to my own beliefs ? I kne^” 
not, — I am only conscious of the sovereignty of beauty which 
has mafJtered many a stronger man than I. What is the 
fiercest fire dbmpar^jd with this fever in my veins ? I worship 
you, Lilith ! J love you ! — more than the world, life, time and 
hope of heaven, I lovp yoHi 1 ” ^ c 

Flushed with eagerness and trembling with his own emotion, 
he raipe(^^ kisses on t&e hands he tfeld, but Lilith strove to 
withdraw them from his cld^p. Pale as alabaster she lay as 
usual with fast-closed eyf.s, and again a deep sigh heaved her 
breasL *' ‘ , 
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V “You love my Shadow,” — she said mournfully — “not 
Myself.^' • 

But El-Rimi*s rapture was not to be chilled by these words. 
He gathered up a glittering mass of tha rich bair that lay 
scattered on the pill 4 >w and pressed •it to his lips. 

“ Oh Lilith mine, is ftiis ‘ Shadow * ? he asked — “ All this 
gold in which I net my heart like a willingly-cadght bird, and 
make an end of my boasted wisdom ? Are these sweet 
lips, these fair features, tlAs exquisite •l^ody, all ‘ shadow ' ? 
Then blessed must be the light that casts so gracious a re- 
flection ! Judge me not harshly, my Sweet, — for if indeed you 
are divine, and this beauty I •behold is the mere reflex of 
Divinity, let rrye see the divine form of you for once, and have 
a guarantee forj'aith through love ! If there is another and a 
fairer LJlith than the one whom I now behold, deny me 
not the grace of so marveUous a vision ! I am ready ! — I fear 
nothing — to-ni^ht I could face God Himself undismayed ! ” 

He paused abruptly — he knew not yhy. Something in 
the chill and solenfn look of Lilith’s^ face checked his 
speech. • 

“ Lilith — Lilith ! ” he ^egan again v^isperingly — “ Do I ask 
too much ? purely not ! — not if you love me 1 And you 
do lov#i me — I feel, I tnow ypu do ! ” • 

There wa^ a long pause, — Lilith might have been made 
of marble ibr all the movement she gave. Her breathing 
was so light as to be scarcely perceptible, and when she 
^aj^swered him ^t last, her voice sounded Arangely faint and far- 
removed. “ Yes, I love you ** — she said — “ I love you as 
I have loved you for a thousand ages, aifd as you h^ve never 
loved me. To \sin your love has been my task* — to repel my 
love has been yours.*' 

He listened, smitten by a vague sense o? compunctlbn 
and regret. • 

“ But you have conquered, Lilith "-•^he answered — “ yours 
is the victory. And have I fnot surrendered,^ williqgly, 
joyfully? O my beautiful® Dreame^ ‘what, would you have 
me do ? ” • - 
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“ Pray 1 ** said Lilith, with a sudden passionate thrill in her. 
voice — “ Pray ! Repent ! ** ♦ 

El-Rami drew himself baqWard from her couch, impatient 
and angeredc ' ‘ 

“Reper'tl^he cried aldud — “And^,wh{^ should I repent? 
What have I done that calls for repentance ? For what sin am 
1 to blame ? Vpor doubting a God who, deaf to centuries upon 
centuries of human prayer and worship, will not declare 
Himself? and for stjMngJto percdive Him through the cruel 
darkness by which we are surrounded? What crime can be 
discovered there ? The world is most infinitely sad, — and life 
is most , infinitely dreary, — anB may I not strive to comfort 
those amid the struggle who /ain would ‘ pro/e ’ and hold 
fast to the things beyond ? Nay ! — let the he;g?.vens open and 
cast forth upon me their fiery thunderbolts, I will not, repent ! 
For, vast as my doubt is, so vast would be my faith, if God would 
speak and say to His creatures but once — ‘ Lo’l I am here I ' 
Tortures of hell-pa^'n would not terrify me, if in the end 
His Being were i?iade clearly manifest — a cross of endless 
woe would I endure, to feel and see Him near me at the last, 
and more than all, to» make the world feel and see Him — 
to prove to wondering, trembling, terror-stricken, famished, 
heart-broken human 'oeings that flle exists, — that He ir aware 
of their misery, — that He cares for them, that it is all well 
for them, — that there is Eternal Joy hiding itself somewhere 
amid the great star-thickets of this monstrous universe — that we 
are not desolate atoms whirled by a blind fi^ce Force 
life against our wil^* and out of it again without a shadow 
of reason or a glimmer of hope. Repent for such thoughts as 
these? I wilVnot ! ^ray to a God of such inexorable silence? 
I will not ! Lilith — my Lilith whom I snatched from 

greedy death — even you vnay fail me at the last, — you may 
break your promise, — the promise that I * shouM see with 
mortal eyes your owrl Immortal Self — who can blame you 
fore. the promise of a dreafcn, poor child 1 You may prove 
yourself nothing but w6i;;an ; woman, poor, frail, w^eak, help- 
less wotnan to be loved and cherished and pitied and caressed 
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in all the delicate limbs,* and kissed in all the djiinty golden 
threads of hair, and then — ftien — to be laid down like a broken 
flower in the tomb that has grfldged me your beauty all this 
while, — all this *hiay Lilith, and yfit* 1 wilUnot pray to * 
an unproved God, ifor ypent of an unproved sin ! ” 

He uttered his words with extraordinary force and eldlquence 
— one would have thought he was addressing i multitude of 
hearers instead of that one tranced girl, who, though beautiful 
as a sculptured saint on* a sarcppha^iis, appeared almost 
as inanimate, save for the slow parting of her lips when she 
spoke. 

“ O superb Angel of the Kingdom ! ” she murmured — “ It is 
no marvel thaf you fell 1 ” • 

He heard he», dimly perplexed ; but strengthened in his own 
convictions by what he had said, he was conscious o£ power, — 
power to defy,^power to endure, power to command. Such a 
sense of exhilaration and high confidence had not p<jssessed 
him for many a long day, and he was about to speak jigain, 
when Lilith's voice once more stole rausicaily on the silence. 

“You would reproa(iJi God for ^h^ world’s misery. Your 
complaint is*unjust. There is a T^aw,-^a Law for the earth as 
for all worlds ; and Qdd cannot alter one iota of that Law 
withoill destroying Himself* and His ^Universe. Shall all 
Beauty, all ^rder, all Creation come to an end because wilful 
Man is wilfully miserable? Your world trespasses against 
the Law in almost everything it does — hence its suffering. 
0ther worlds laccept the Law and fulfil it, — and with them, 
all is well.” * 

“ Who is to know this Law ? ” demanded El-iJ.imi im- * 
patiently. “ And how can the world tr^spas# against what 
is not explained ? ” ^ 

“ It* is explained ; " — said Lilitlf — “.The explanation is' in 
every soul^s inmost consciousness. You all know the Law 
and feel it — but knowing, you ignore it Men w^e intended 
by Law — God's Law — to live in brotherhood ; but your ^sorld 
is divided into nations all opposed to each other, — ^the result is 
Evil There is a Lpw of Health, which men can* scarcely 
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be forced to follow — the majority disdPbey it ; again, the result- 
is Evil. There is a Law of ‘ Enough ^ — men grasp more than 
enough, and leave their brother with less than enough, — ^the 
result is Evilt ThefeSs a Law of Lovf — meri make it a Law 
of Lust, — the result is Evif. All sin, ^1 pain, all misery, are 
results 6f the Law’s transgression, — and God cannot alter the 
Law, He Himself being part of it and its fulfilment.” 

“ And is Death also the I^aw ? ” asked El-Rimi — “ Wise 
Lilith ! — Death, whk:h concludes*' all things, both in Law 
and Order ? ” 

“ There is no death,” responded Lilith — “I have told 
you so. ,What you call by that* name is Life.” 

“ Prove it ! ” exclaimed El-Rami excitedlj^ “ Prove it, 
Lilith! Show me Yourself! If there is another You than 
this beloved beauty of your visible form, let me behold it, 
and then — then will I repent of doubt, — then will I pray 
for pardon ! ” 

“ 'Viou will repent indeed,” — said Lilith sorrowfully — “ And 
you will pray as ohildren pray when lirst they learn ‘Our 
Father.* Yes, I will (jome to you watch for me, O my 
erring Beloved ! — watch ! — for neither my loye nor my 
promise can fail. But O remember that you are not ready — 
that your will, your passion, your iove, forces me hither tre the 
time, — ^that, if I come, it is but to depart again — for ever ! ” 

“No, no!” cried El-Rdmi desperately — “Not to depart, 
but to remain ! — to stay with me, my Lilith, my own — body 
and soul, — for ever ! ^’ tr ^ 

The last words scjfunded like a defiance flung at some 
‘ invisible tjpponent. He stopped, trembling — for a sudden 
and mysterious wav^ of sound filled the room, like a great 
wind among tlje trees, or the last grand chord of an organ- 
symphony. A chill fea,r assailed him, — he kept his eyee fixed 
on the beautiful form of Lilith with a strained eagerness of 
attentiop tj^at made h'is temples ach^. She grew paler and 
paler, — and yet, . . , absorbed in his intent scrutiny he could 
not move or speak rii% tongue seemed tied to the roof of 
his moirth, — he felt^’as though he could ^scarcely breathe. All 
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life appeared to hang on* one supreme moment o^ time, which 
like a point of light watered between earth and heaven, 
mortality and infinity. He,— ^cme poor atom in the vast 
Universe, — stood, auds^iously waiting for* the dt:claration of 
God’s chiefest Seer A. JkVould it be revealed at last ?— or still 
withheld ? * 
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A ll* at once, while he thus closely watched her, Lilitli^ 
with a violent effort, sat 'up stiffly erect and turned her 
head slowly towards him. Her features were rigidly statuesque, 
and white as snow, — the strange gaunt look of her face* terrified 
him, but he could not cry out or utter a word — jhe was stricken 
dumb hy an excess of fear. Only his black eyes blazed with 
an aftfiguish of exi:lhctation, — and the pension of his nerves 
seemed almost greater th^n he could endure. 

“In the great Name of God and by the Passion of Christ,*’ 
— said Lilith solemnly, Un tones that sounded far-off and faint 
and hollow — “do no^ look at this Shaciow of Me"! Turn, turn 
away from this dust of Earth •which •belongs to thd’ Earth 
alone, — and watch for the light of Heaven which^ comes from 
Heaven alone ! O my love, my beloved ! — if you are wise, if 
you are brave, if you, are strong, turn away from beholding this 
Image of Me, which ^ is not Myself, — and look for me whert:- 
the roses are — there y^ill I stand and wait I *’ 

As th?: last word left her lips she sank back on her pillows, 
inert, and deSithly pr.le ; but El-Rami, dazed* and bewildered 
thpugh he yf3LS^■ retained sufficient consciousness to understand 
vaguely what she meant,— he was not to loolj at her asrshe lay 
there, — he was to forgp^ that such a Lilith as he knew existed, 
— he was to look for another Lilith there — “ where the roses 
are5* Mechanically, apd allnost ,as if some invisible power 
commanded and bontroUed his volition, he turned sideways 
round from the couch, and fixed his gaze on the branching 
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•flowers, which from the crystal vase thatiield them lifted their 
pale-pink heads daintily 280ft as though they took the lamp 
that swung from the ceiling frit^some little new sun, specially^ 
invented for the^r pleamre. Why,^ — ^there* was nothing there ; 

. • “ Nothing thfte y' he half muttered with a beating heart, 

rubbing his eyes and staring hard before him, . . . nothing — 
nothing at all, but the roses themselves, and . , . and . . . 
yes ! — a I.ight behind then^! — a light tl^t wavered round them 
and began to stretch upward in wide circKng rings ! 

El-Rimi gazed and gazed, . . saying over and over again 
to himself that it was the rejection of the lamp, . . . the 
glitter of that stray moonbeam there, ... or something wrong 
with his own faculty of vision,* . . . and yet he gazed on, as 
though for theTtioment all his being were made of eyes. The 
roses trembled and swayed to and fro delicately as the strange 
Light widened, and brightened behind their blossoming clusters, 
— a light that seemed to phlpitate with all the wondrous living 
tints of the rising sui^when it shoots fortfh its first golden rays 
from the foaming green hollows of^the sell. Upward, upward 
and ever upward the deepening glory extended, till the lamp 
paled and grew dimmer than the sjftirk of a feeble match 
struck as a rtval to a ilash of lightning,— jand El-RS,mi*s breath 
came Jnd w^nt in hard pantltig gasps as he stood watching it 
in speechless immobility. 

Suddenly, two broad shafts of rainbow luminance spragig, as 
it seemed, from the ground, and blazfyi against the purple 
hangings of tl*e room with such a burning dazzle of prismatic 
colouring in every glittering line that^it was well-nigh im- ^ 
possible for human sight to bear it, and yet El-Riini would 
rather have beeft stricken stone-blind than move. Had he 
been capable of thought, he mi^ht have remembered ^he 
beautiful old Gr€;ek myths which so truthfully and frequently 
taught the lesson that to look upon tj^f purely divine meant 
death to the purely human ; but he could not thiek,- -all his 
own mental faculties were .for tfte tiijie rendered numb '•and 
useless. His eyes ached and smarted Is though red-hot 
needles were being lounged into them, tut though* he was 
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conscious of, .he was indifferent to, the pain. His whole mind 
was concentrated on watching the uAysterious radiance of those 
wing-shaped rays in the room, — and now . . . now while he 
gazed, he began to perceive an outline between the rays, . . . 
a Shape, becoming every second more^ anU more distinct, as 
though some invisible heavenly artist were drawing the sem- 
blance of Beauty in air with a pencil dipped in morning-glory. 

, . . O wonderful, ineffable Vision 1 — O marvellous breaking- 
forth of the buds of life that are hid in the quiet ether! — 
where, where in the vast wealth and reproduction of deathless 
and delicate atoms, is the Beginning of things? — where the 
End? . . . 

Presently appeared soft curves, and glimmers of vapoury 
white flushed with rose, suggestive of fire ^ seen through 
mountain-mist, — then came a glittering flash of gold that went 
rippling and ever rippling backward, like the ^flowing fall of 
lovely hair ; and the dim Shape grew still more clearly visible, 
seemittg to gather shbstance and solidity from the very light 
that encircled it. Had it. any human likeness? Yes; — yet 
the resemblance it bore humanity was so far away, so exalted 
and ideal, as to be no iliore like our material form than the 
actual splendour of ^he sun is like its „painted *image. The 
stature and majesty and brilliancy of it<'increase(^, — aitd now 
the unspeakable loveliness of a Face too fair fo^ any mortal 
fairness began to suggest itself dimly ; . . . El-Rami, growing 
faint and dizzy, thoqght he distinguished white outstretched 
arms, and hands uplifted in an ecstasy of ptayer; — nay,#*-* 
^ though he felt himse|f half swooning in the struggle he made 
to overcolne his awe and fear, he would have sworn that two 
star-like eyes,Vull-orlaed and splendid with i radiant blue as 
of , Heaven’s orm forget-me-nots, were turned upon him with 
a questioning appeal, a..hope, a supplication, a love beyond aU 
eloquence ! . . ^ But Ips strength was rapidly failing him ; — 
unsupportei! by faith, his mere unassisted flesh and blood 
couM endure no more of thi£ supepiatural sight, and ... all 
suddenly, . . . thd tensioun of his nerves gave way, and morbid 
terrors ^hook his fi^ame. A blind frenzjed feeling that he was 
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%-sinking, — sinking out of^ight and sense fhto a drgar profound, 
possessed him, and, hardlj^ knowing what he did, he turned 
desperately to the couch where iiilith, the Lilith he knew best, 

lay, and looking^ ^ ^ 

“ Ah God ! ” he oriec^ pierced to the heart by the bitterest 
anguish he had ever known, — Lilith — his Lilith was withering 
before his very eyes ! The exquisite Body h(^ had watched 
and tended was shrunken and yellow as a fading leaf, — ^the 
face, no longer beautiful, wts gaunUand*ptnched and skeleton- 
like — the lips were drawn in and blue, — and strange convulsions 
shook the wrinkling and sunken breast ! 

In one mad moment he forgot everything, — forgofc the im- 
perishable Sotil for the perishing Body, — forgot his long 
studies and hi^ ambitions, — and could think of nothing, 
except <hat this human creature he had saved from death 
seemed now to^be passing into death’s long-denied possession, 
— and throwing himself on the couch he clutched at his, fading 
treasure with the desperation of frenzy. • ♦ 

“Lilith ! — Lilith !”*he cried hoarsely, the extremity of his 
terror choking his voice ^o a smothered wild moan — “ Lilith ! 
My love, myk idol, my spirit, my saint < Come back I — come 
back ! *’ • 

And'1:lasping her iruhis arms he covered with burning kisses 
the thin peaked face — the shrinking flesh, — the tarnished 
lustre of the once bright hair. , 

“ Lilith ! Lilith ! he wailed, dry-ey^d and fevered with 
-ag»ny — “Lilith^ I love you 1 Has love no force to keep you? 
Lilith, love Lilith 1 You shall not leave jne, — you are mine — 
mine ! I stole you from death — I kept you from Go9 ! — from 
all the furies of Heaven and earth ! — you, sha/i home back to 
me — 1 love you ! ” t % 

And do ! ... as he spoke the 8ody he held to his heart 
grew warm,— the flesh filled up and regained its former soft- 
ness and roundness — the* features took back their liveliness — 
the fading hair brightened to its Wonted rich tint and rippled 
upon the pillows in threads of gold-«^?he lips reddened, — ^the 
eyelids quivered, the yttle hands, tremblirfg gently lik^ birds®^ 
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wings, nestle^ roundels throat with st caress that thrilled hi& ^ 
whole being and calmed the tempest of his grief as suddenly 
as when of old the Master* walked upon the raging sea of 
Galilee and ^aid to it Peace, be still ’ 

Yet this very calmness oppressed hip hravily, — like a cold 
hand laid on a fevered brow it chilled his blood even while it 
soothed his pi-in. He was conscious of a sense of irreparable 
loss, — and moreover he felt he had been a coward, — a coward 
physically and morally. F^r, inste'ad of confronting the Super- 
natural, or what seemed the Supernatural, calmly, and with the 
inquisitorial research of a scientist, he had allowed himself to 
be overcome by It, and had fled back to the consideration of 
the merely human, with all the*' delirious speed' of a lover and 
fool. Nevertheless he had his Lilith — his own Lilith, — and, 
holding her jealously to his heart, he ])resently turned his 
head tremblingly and in doubt to where the roses nodded 
drowsily in their crystal vase ; — only the roses now were 
thera^l The marveKous Winged Brightness had fled, and the 
place it had illumined seemed by contrast very dark. The 
Soul, — the Immortal S^lf — had vanislied; — the subtle Being 
he had longed to see, sfnd whose existence and Coipabilities he 
had meant to “prove’*; and he, who'h^d consecrated his life 
and labour to the attainment of ihis onf: object, ^had feiled to 
grasp the full solution of the mystery at the very moment when 
it m^ht have been his. By his own weakness he had lost the 
Soul, — by his own strength he had gained the Body, or so he 
thought, and his mind was torn between triumph and regi^t..* 
He was not yet entirely conscious of what had chanced to him 
— he coilid formulate no idea, — all he distinctly knew was that 
he held Lilitfl; w'^amvand living, in bis arms; and that he felt 
hqr light breat}:^ upon his cheek. 

“ Love is enough ! he* murmured, kissingj the hair fhat lay 
in golden clusters against his breast — “ Waken, ifiy Lilith ! — 
waken ! — g,nd in our perfect joy will defy all gods and 
angels ! '* f ^ , 

She stirred in his clasp, — he bent above her, eager, ardent, 
expectant, — her lorfg eyelashes tremble^, — and then, — slowly, 
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^lowly, like white leaves •pening to the sjn, the lids upcurl*^, 
disclosing the glorious eyes i)eneath, eyes that had been closed 
to earthly things for six long f^ars, — deep, starry violet-blue 
eyes that shone with the calm and holy Histre of •unspeakable ' 
purity and peace, — ^yes that in th^ir liquid softness held all 
the appeal, hope, supplication and eloquent love,* he hi!d seen 
(or fancied he had seen) in the strange eyes of Jhe only half* 
visible Soul.* The Soul indeed was looking through its earthly 
windows for the last time, \§kd he kpowft jt, — but he did not 
know it. Raised to a giddy pinnacle of delight as suddenly 
as he had been lately plunged into an abyss of grief and terror, 
he gazed into those newly-oy)eited wondrous v^orlds^of mute 
expression with all a lover’s pride, passion, tenderness and 
longing. ^ 

“ Feaj nothing, Lilith ! ” he said — “ It is I ! I whose voice 
you have answered and obeyed, — I, your lover and lord ! It 
is I who claim you, my beloved ! — I who bid you waken from 
death to life ! ” * ^ 

Oh, what a smile df dazzling rapture illumined her face ! 
— it was as if the sun in all his glory^ had suddenly broken out 
of a cloud to^ brighten her beauty with^is purest beams. Her 
childlike, inrwDcent, worfdering eyes remained fixed upon El- 
Ram l,-*‘lifting her whije arm^languidly sfie closed them round 
about him with a gentle fervour that seemed touched by com- 
passion, — anS he, thrilled to the quick by that silent expression 
of tenderness, straightway ascended to a heaven of Slind, 
delirious ecsta^. He wanted no wordVrom her . . . what 
use of words ! — her silence was the perfect eloquence of love ! 
All her beauty was his own — his very own ! ... he l:*d l^vdlled 
it so, — and his will had won its way, — the^iron V^ill of a strong 
wise man without a God to help him 1 — and all he feared was 
that he,might die of his own excess •of triumph and joy ! , . . 
Hush ! . . ? husli ! . . . Music again ! — that same deep sound 
as of the wincj among frees, or the scJlftmn organ^hord that 
closes the song of departing choristers. It was strange, — i« 5 ry 
strange ! — ^but, though he h'eard, he ^starcely heeded it ; un- 
•earthly terrors could not shake him now,-»not now, while he 
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held Lilith {.o his hiart, a nd devoured her loveliness with hiJ 
eyes, curve by curve, line by line^- till with throbbing pulses, 
and every nerve tingling in bis body, he bent his. face down to 
hers, and pressed '•u^on her lips a |ong, burning, passionate 
kiss ! . . . ^ ^ r 

BiitJ even as he did so, she was wrenched fiercely out of his 
hold by a sfcdden and awful convulsion, — her slight frame 
writhed and twisted itself away from his clasp with a shudder- 
ing recoil of musculrj agot 2 y — onct her little hands clutched the 
air, . . . and then, . . . then, the .brief struggle over, her 
arms dropped rigidly at her sides, and her whole body swerv^ed 
and fell backward heavily upon the pillows of the couch, stark, 
pallid and pulseless ! . . . And he, — he, gazing upon her thus 
with a vague and stupid stare, wondered (Junly whether he 
were mad or dreaming ? . . . 

What . . . what was this sudden ailment? . . . this . . . 
this st;*ange swoon? What bitter frost had stolen into 
vein*’? . . . what tinsatiable hell-fire was consuming /its f 
Those eyes, . . . Ahose just unclosed, innocent lovely eyes of 
Lilith, . . , was it possible, could it^be true that all the light 
had gone out of them'? — gone, utterly gone ? j^nd what was 
that clammy film bepnning to cover them o*er-with a glazing 
veil of blankness ? . . . God I . . God ! ... he mikSt be in 
a wild nightmare, he thought ! ... he should wake up pre- 
sently and find all this seeming disaster unreal, — the fantastic 
fear of a sick brain . . . the “ clangour and anger of elements'* 
imaginative, not actual, . . . and here his reeV’ng terror fo^incL. 
voice in a hoarse, snVothered cry — 

“liililti! . . . Lilith! . . 

But stop, ♦ stop 1 / . . was it Lilith indeed whom he thus 
cjjlled ? . . . ^Aaf / . . . that gaunt, sunken, rigid form, grow- 
ing swiftly hideous ! yes — hideous, with those dujll marks 

of blue discoloration coming here and there on fne no longer 
velvety fa^r, skin ! * * * , 

4? Lilith! . . . Lilith!" ^ 

The name wa& lost’ ^nd drowned in the wave of solemn 
music ’ihat rolled Sind throbbed upon the air, and El-Rami's 
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^distorted mind, catching at the dread stggestivcjiess of that 
unearthly harmony, accepted it as a sort of invisible challenge. 

“What, good Death! brother* Death, are you there he 
muttered fiercely^ shakiijg his clenched lisf at vacancy — “ Are 
you here, and are you^ everywhere ? Nay, we have crossed 
swords before now in desperate combat . . . and I have won ! 

. . , and I will win again I Hands off, rival Delth ! Lilith is 
mine ! ” 

And, snatching from his*breast a phial of the liquid with 
which he had so long kept Lilith living in a trance, he swiftly 
injected it into her veins, and forced some drops between her lips 
... in vain ... in vain 1 No breath came back to stir that 
silent breast — do sign whatever -of returning animation evinced 
itself, only . . .>iat the expiration of the few moments which 
generally sufficed the vital fluid for its working, there chanced a 
strange and terrible thing. Wherever the liquid had made its way, 
there the skin blistered, and the flesh blackened, as though the 
whole body were being consumed by somt fierce in ward® fire; 
and El-Rami, looking with strained wild eyos at this destructive 
result of his effort to s^e, at last realised to the full all the 
awfulness, alkthe dire agony of his fatff! The Soul of Lilith 
had departed* for ever^;*. . . even as the Cyprian monk had 
said, it^had outgrown* its eavthly tenement, ... its cord of 
communication with the body had been mysteriously and 
finally severed, — and the Body itself was crumbling into ^shes 
before his very sight, helped into swift^ dissolution by the 
electric potency of his own vaunted “ life-elixir ” I It was 
horrible . . . horrible ! . . . was there remedy ? 

Staring himself almost blind with despair, he dalh^ the 
phial on the grouiJd, and stamped it under Jiis hedl in an excess 
of impotent fury, . . . the veins in his forehead ^swelled with a 
fulness wof aching ^blood almost to bffrstwig, ... he could do 
nothing, . .* . nothing I His Fcience was of no avail ; — his 
Will, — his proud inflexible Will was “ as a reed shaken in the 
wind 1 ” . . . Ha 1 . . . the old stSck phrase I ... it had bften 
said before, in old times and in new, (by canting creatures who 
believed in Prayer. Pijijrer I — would it briilg back beatity and 
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vitality to t^iat blacftening corpse before him? . . • that dis 
figured, withering clay he had ortce called Lilith 1 ... How 
ghastly It looked 1 . . . Shuddering violently he ^turned away, 
— turned, — to meet* the grave sweet eyes of the pictured Christ 
on the wall, ... to read again the, wo.ds, “Whom say ye 
THAT 1 AM ? The letters danced before him in characters of 
flame, . . . t^ere seemed a great noise everywhere as of clash- 
ing steam-hammers and great church-bells, — the world was 
reeling round him sa giddiJy as a Lpun wheel. 

“ Robber of the Soul of Lilith ! ” he muttered between 
his set teeth — “ Whoever you be, whether God or Devil, 
I will find you out ! I will pursue you to the uttermost ends 
of vast infinitude ! 1 will conlest her with yo^i yet, for surely 

she is mine 1 What right have you, O Force Wnknown, to steal 
my love from me ? Answer me ! prove yourself G od, as I 
prove myself Man ! Declare somethings O mute Inflexible ! 
Do s<?mething other than mechanically grind out a reason- 
less; unexplained Life and Death for ever ! O Lilith ! — faithless 
Angel I — did you -not say that love was sweet ? — and could 
not love keep you here — here, with me, your lover, Lilith ? '' 

Involuntarily and \Cith cowering reluctance, his eyes turned 
again towards the couch, — but now-^now . . the horror ol 
that decaying beauty, interiorly kurning-^ itself away tosiothing- 
ness, was more than he could bear ... a mortal sickness 
seized him, — and he flung up his arms with a desperate gesture 
as though he sought to drag down some covering wherewith to 
hide himself and his utter misery. 

“ Defeated, baffle^^, befooled ! ” he exclaimed frantically — 
“ Coiiqifbred by the Invisible and Invincible after all 1 Con- 
quered 1 I !'. . . Who would have thou^t it ! Hear me, 
earth and heaven ! — hear me, O rolling world of human 
Wretchedness, hear roe !— for I have proved a Truth L There 
IS a God 1 — a jealous God — ^jealous of the Soul of Lilith ! — a 
God tyraiv'-ibal, absolute, and powerful — a God of infinite and 
inexorable Justice. O God,' I know you I — I own you — I meet 
you ! I am part of yousras the worm is ! — and you can change 
me, but you cannol destroy me ! You have done your worst, — 
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have fought against ^our own Essence in me* till light has 
turned to darkness and lo^ to bitterness ; — you have left me 
no help, no hope, no comfort ; what more remains to do, 

0 terrible Gocf of a » million Universe^! . . .*what more? 

Gone — ^gone is the Sou^ of Lilith — l)ut Where ? Where in the 
vast Unknowable shall I find my love again ? . . . Teach me 
that, O God ! . . give me that one small die through the 

million million intricate webs of star-systems, and I too will fall 
blindly down and adore an^maginary Cfood in visible and all- 
paramount Evil ! . . . I too will sacrifice reason, pride, wisdom 
and power and become as a fool for Love’s sake 1 ... I too 
will grovel before an unproved Symbol of Divinity as* a savage ^ 
grovels before liis stone fetish, •. . . I will be weak, not strong, 

1 will babble prayers with the children, . . . only take me 

where Lilith is, , . . bring me to Lilith . . . angel Lilith I . . . 
love Lilith! , my Lilith! ... ah God I God I Have 
mercy . . mercy , 

His voice broke suddenly in a sha?p jarring shriek of 
delirious laughter, — blood sprang to his mouth, — and with a 
blind movement of arms, as oi^ one in thick darkness 
seeking light, he fell heavily face forward, insensible on the 
couch where*the Body he had loved, deprived of its Soul, lay 
crumbling s\|iftly away into Ifldcous disfigurement and ashes. 
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• A WAKE^ Ftraz I To-day dreams end, and Life begins.^ 
The words sounded sO distinctly in hts ears that the 
half-roused F^raz turned drowsily on his pillows and opened 
his eyes, fully expecting to see the speaker of them in his 
room. But there was no one. It was early morning, — the 
birds were twittering in the outer yard, and bright sunshine 
pourdd through the >^ndow. He had had a long and refreshing 
sleep, — and sitting ®lip in his bed he stretched himself with 
a sense of refreshment and comfort^ the while he tried to 
think what had so mysteriously and unpleasaniJy oppressed 
him with forebodings on the previou*? night. ^ By and by 
he remembered the singing voices* in the air and smilecS' 

“ All my fancy of course 1 he said lightly, springing up 
and beginning to dash the fresh cold water of his morning 
bath over his polislj[ed bronze-like skin, till all his nerves 
tingled with the pleasurable sensation — “I am c always hearing 
music of some sort ,or other. I believe music is pent up 
in the/ aiJ, and loosens itself at intervals like the rain* Why 
not? There* must ^e such a wealth of rfielody aloft, — all 
the» songs of alhthe birds, — all the whisperings of all the leaves ; 
— all the dash and rush of the rivers, waterfaUs and oceans, — 
it is all in the air, a/\d I believe it falls in a shower some- 
times and i,^netrates the brains of musicians like Beethoven, 
Sclftimann and Wagner.” 

Amused with Ris owa fantastic imaginings he hummed 
a sotto vou as he donned his {-easy and picturesque 
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^•attire, — then he left l!is room and vfent to Jhis brother’s 
study to set it in order for the day, as was his usual custom. 

He opened the door softiy* and with caution, because , 
El-Rami often ^lept t|;iere on the hard ’soldier^ couch that*" 
occupied one cornf:r,-y^but this morning all was exactly as 
it had been left at night, — the books and papers were un- 
disturbed, — and, curiously enough, the little •sanctum pre- 
sented a vacant and deserted appearance, as though it 
would dumbly express a flar that, its master was gone from 
it for ever. How such a notion suggested itself to F^raz, 
he could not tell, — but he was certainly conscious of a 
strange sinking at the heart, as he paused in the act of^ 
throwing operf one of the windows, and looked round the 
quiet room. H^ad anything been moved or displaced during 
the night that he should receive such a general impression 
of utter emptiness? Nothing — so far as he could judge; 
— there was his brother's ebony chair wheeled slighd^ aside 
from the desk, — there were the groat gVibes, terrestrial and 
celestial, — there were^ the various volumes lately used for 
reference, — and, apart l^om these, on^ the table, was the old 
vellum book* in Arabic that F^raz had^once before attempted 
to read. It » was openj — a circumstance that struck Feraz 
with sjrme surprise, for he could not recall having seen it 
in that position last evening. Perhaps El-Rami had come 
down in the night to refer to it and had left it th(ye by 
accident ? F^raz felt he must examine ^it more nearly, and, 
approaching, he rested his elbows on the table and fixed 
his eyes on the Arabic page before hip which was headed 
in scrolled lettering “The Mystery of Death." A9 h^ read 
the words, a beautiful butterfly flew ij through the open 
window and circled joyously round his head^ till, presently 
espying, the bunch of heliotrope hi t,he glass where Fdraz 
had set it ‘‘the previous day, it fluttered off to that, and 
settled on the spented putple bloom, its* ‘pretty wiSg^; quivering 
with happiness. Mechanically ^^'eraz watched its flight; — 
then his eyes returned and dwelt r^nce more on the tirne- 
stained lettering befor^e him; “The Mystery of Death,” — 
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and following the dlose lines with ‘ his forefinger, he soon*, 
made out the ensuing passages. * “The Mystery of Death. 
Whereas, of this there is no mystery at all, as die ignorant 
suppose, but bnly a clearing up of many i,ntricate matters. When 
the body dies, — or to express it with* more pertinacious 
exactitude, when the body resolves itself into the living 
organisms of ^ which earth is composed, it is because the 
Soul has outgrown its mortal habitation and can no longer 
endure the cramping nar’’owness^of the same. We speak 
unjustly of the aged, because by their taciturnity and in- 
aptitude for worldly business, they seem to us foolish, and 
of a peevish weakness ; it stiould how^ever be remembered 
that it is a folly to complain^ of the breakirfg of the husk 
when the corn is ripe. In old age the Soulies weary of and 
indifferent to earthly things, and makes of its tiresome tene- 
ment a querulous reproach, — it has exhausted earth^s pleasures 
and siu^passed earth’s needs, and palpitates for larger movement. 
Whek this is gained, ^‘the husk falls, the grain sprouts forth — the 
Soul is freed, — and all Nature teaches this lesson. To call the 
process ‘ death ’ and a ‘ piystery * is to ,rei)eat the error of bar- 
barian ages, — for once Vhe Soul has no more use for the Body, 
you cannot detain it,— you cannot compress its wings, — you can- 
not stifle its nature, — and, being iiternal^ it demands Eternity.” 

“ All that is true enough ; ” — murmured Fdraz — “ As true 
as an^ truth possible, and yet people will not accept or under- 
stand it All the rejiigions, all the preachers, all the teachers 
seem to avail them nothing, — and they go on believing b in 
death far more than in life. What a sad and silly world it 
is ! — /iwiys planning for itself and never for God, and only 
turning to G6d in ipiminent danger like a toward schoolboy 
who says he iS|<iorry because he fears a whipping.” 

Here he lifted his ejes from the book, feeling that some one 
was looking at him, and, true enough, there in fne doorway 
stood Zaro^A Her withered face ha'd an anxious expression 
and she held up a warning finger. 

“Hush! . . ‘ she %aid whisperingly. . • . “No noise! 

^ , . where is El-Rami ” 
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y F^raz replied by a gesture, indicating ^j^at he was still u*p- 
stairs at work on his mysteri'ius “ experiment. ’ * 

Zaroba advanced slowly into^tbe room, and seated herself 

on the nearest chair. • • , • 

•• 

“My mind misgi'ies me;” — she* said in low awe-stricken 
tones, — “My mind misfives me; I have had dreams*— 
dreams ! All night I have tossed and turne(|, — my head 
throbs here,” — and she pressed both hands upon her brow, 
— “and my heart— my he^Jtt aches! 1 ,have seen strange 
creatures clad in white, — ^ghostly faces of the past have stared 
at me, — my dead children have caressed me, — my dead hus- 
band has kissed me on the lips,— a kiss of ice, freezing me to 
the marrow. What does it bode? No good — no good! — 
but ill ! Like tl^ sound of the flying feet of the whirlwind 
that brings death to the sons of the desert, there is a sound 
in my brain which says — ‘ Sorrow ! Sorrow ! ' again and yet 
again ‘ Sorrow ! ^ ” 

Sighing, she clasped her hands about hor knees and rocked 
herself to and fro, as though she were in pain. F^raz stood 
gazing at her wistfully and with a feomewhat troubled air, — 
her words impressed him uncomfortalily, — her very attitude 
suggested niiaery. The •sunlight beaming across her bent 
figure, flashed on the silver .Jiangles tha! circled her brown 
arms, and touched her rough gray hair to flecks of brightness, 
— her black ‘eyes almost hid themselves under their tired 
drooping lids, — and w'hen she ceased speaking her lips^ still 
moiled as thoug)i she inwardly muttered %ome weird incanta- 
tion. Growing impatient with her, he *knew not why, the 
young man paced slowly up and down the room; ^er.j^deaf- 
ness precluded hitn from speaking to her, and •he just now 
had no inclination to communicate with her in the usual way 
by writing. And w’hile he thus walked about, she continued 
her rocking* movement, and peered at him dubiously from 
under her busljy gray bit)ws. •* 

“ It is ill work meddling witl> tile gods ; ” — she began ag^in 
presently — “ In old time thfey were vjilgeful, — and have they 
changed because the times, are new ? Nay,»nay I The, nature 
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of a man may alteiv^with the course ‘of his passions, — but the 

nature of a god ! — who shall mat'ze it otherwise than what it 
has been from the beginnipg-? Cruel, cruel are the ways of 
the gods when they' are thwarted ; — there is no mercy in the 
blind eyes of Fate 1 To 'tempt Destiny o's to ask the thunder- 
bolt tb fall and smite you, — to oppose the gods is as though a 
babe's hand^should essay to lift the Universe. Have I not 
prayed the Master, the wise and the proud El-Rimi Zaranos, to 
submit and not coptVjnd f As Glcid liveth, I say, let us submit 
while we can like the slaves that we are, for in submission 
alone is safety ! ” 

F6r2LZ heard her with incf easing irritation, — why need she 
come to him ivith all this melancholy jabbering, he thought 
angrily. He leaned far out of the open wj^idow and looked 
at the ugly houses of the little square, — at the sooty*trees, the 
sparrows hopping and quarrelling in the road, the tradesmen's 
carts ^ that every now and again dashed to and from their 
various customers’ tdoors in the aggravatingly mad fashion they 
affect, and tried tc^ realise that he was Actually in busy practical 
London, and not, as ^^eemed at the moment more likely, in 
some cavern of an Eastern desert, listening to aj\ ancient sibyl 
croaking misfortune. Just then a neighbouring clock struck 
nine, and he hastily drew in hi& head from the outer^^ir, and, 
making language with his eloquent fingers, he mutely asked 
Zaroba if she were going upstairs now, or whetfier she meant 
to wait till El-Rami himself came down ? 

She left off rocking to and fro, and half ros^i from her c}iair, 
— then she hesitated'. 

have never waited" — she said — “before, — and why? 
Because tho voice ^of the Master has roused me from my 
deepest slumjjers, — and, like a finger of fire laid on my brain, 
his very thought has summoned my attendance. JBut this 
morning no such voice has called, — no such bilrning touch 
has stirre^*ny senseV, — how should I know ^hat I must do ? 
IL I go unbidden, will he* not be angered? — and his anger 
works like a poiscn in 'n^y blood ! *. . . yet . . . it is late, . . . 
and hie silence is strange " 
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<5he paused, passing her hand wearily across her ejes, — then 
stood 11 apparently resolved. * 

“ I will obey the voices that wh^per to me,'' — she said, with 
a certain majestic resignation and gravity— The Voices that 
cry to my heart ‘ Sorrdw 1 ^ Sorrow 1 ’ and yet again ‘ Sorrow I ' 
If grief must come, then welcome, grief! — one cannot gainsay 
the Fates. I will go hence and prove the message) of the air, 
— for the air holds invisible tongues that do not lie.” 

With a slow step she movi^d acrojis the«room, — and on a 
sudden impulse Feraz sprang towards her exclaiming, Zaroba 1 
—stay 1 ” — then recollecting she could not hear a word, he 
checked himself and drew aside to let her pass, with ai> air of 
indifference which he was far from feeling. He was in truth 
wretched and ill uX ease, — the exhilaration with which he had 
arisen froiA sleep had given way to intense depression, and he 
could not tell whs^t ailed him. * 

“ Awake^ Feraz ! To-day dreams endy and life begfnsP 
Those were the strange words he had heard >the first thing jon 
awaking that morning, — what could they msan, he wondered 
rather sadly? If dreams, were indeed -;fo end, he would be 
sorry, — and if life, as mortals generally lived it, were to begin 
for him, why then, he yjrould be sorrier still. Troubled and 
perplexed,' he Ijegan to set the > breakfast iA order, hoping by 
occupation to divert his thoughts and combat the miserable 
feeling of vague dread which oppressed him, and which, though 
he told himself how foolish and unreasonable it was, remained 
increasingly persiutent. All at once such a cry rang through 
the house as almost turned his blood t^ ice, — a cry wild, 
despairing and full of agony. It was repeated with piercing 
vehemence, — and F^raz, his heart beating^ furiouiily, cleared 
the space of the room with one breathless bounc^ and rushe^ 
upstairs, Ihere to confront Zaroba tossihg Ijer arms distractedly 
and beating her breast like a creature demented. 

“ Lilith 1 ” she, gasped,— “ Lilith has gone , . . 'g>^e 1 . . , 
and El-Rami is dead 1 ” ^ j 
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P USHING the panic-stricken woman aside, Fdraz dashed 
back the velvet curtairfs, and for the second time in his 
life penetrated the mysterious chamber. OiVce in the beautiful 
room, rich with its purple colour and warmth, he ijtopped as 
though he were smitten with sudden paralysis, — every artery 
in hh body pulsated with terror, — it was true ! . . , true that 
Lilith was no lon^fer there ! This was the first astounding fact 
that bore itself h'l with awful conviction on his dazed and 
bewildered mind ; — the next thing h'' saw was the figure of his 
brother, kneeling mdtionless by the vacant couch. Hushing 
his steps and striving to calm his excit'^ment, Feraz approached 
more nearly, and throwing his irms round El-R ami’s '"shoulders 
endeavoured to raise him, — but all his efforts made no im- 
pression on that bent and rigid form. Turning his eyes once 
more to the ivory blankness of the satin couch on which the 
maiden Lilith had so long reclined, he sa^ with awe and 
wonder the distinct impression of where her figure had been, 
ma/ied' and hollowed out into deep curves and lines, which 
in their turn were outlined by a tracing 6f fine grayish-white 
dust, like sifted ashes. Following the track of this powdery 
substance, he still more '’clearly discerned the imprecs of her 
vanished shape; aijd, shuddering in every limb, he asked 
himself--^uld that — that dust — be all — alV that was left of 
, , of Lilith ? . . . What dire tragedy had been enacted 

during the night ? — whit awful catastrophe had chanced to Aer 
— to /tim, his beloved brother, whom he strove once more to 
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]jft from his kneeling position, but in vaii;. Zarol:^ stood be 
side him, shivering, wailing, >staring, and wringing her hands, 
till Fdraz dry*eyed and desperate, finding his own strength not 
sufficient, bade her, bj a passionate gesture, assist him. 
Trembling violently, jhe obeyed, and between them both they 
at last managed to drag fel-Rami up from the ground and get 
him to a chair, where F^raz chafed his hands, b8,jhed his fore- 
head, and used every possible means to restore animation. 
Did his heart still beat? 'Ves, feebly and irregularly ;->and 
presently one or two faint gasping sighs came from the 
labouring breast. 

“ Thank God ! ” muttered F^raz — “ Whatever has happened, - 
he lives ! — Thank God he livec I When he recovers, he will 
tell me all the-e can be no secrets now between him and 
me. 

And he resumed his quick and careful ministrations, while 
Zaroba still wailed and wrung her hands, and stared miserably 
at the empty couch, whereon her beautiful charge had lain, 
slumbering away the Hours and days for six long years. She 
too saw the little heap^ and trackings of gray dust on the 
pillows and zoverlid, and her feeble limbs shook with such 
terror that sho could scarcely stand. 

“ The'gods have taken her she whiskered faintly through 
her pallid lips—** The gods are avenged ! When did they ever 
have mercy ! They have claimed their own with the breath 
and the fire of lightning, and the dust of a maiden’s beauty is 
no more than the dust of a flower ! The oreadful, terrible gods 
are avenged — at last ... at last ! " 

And sinking down upon the floor, she huddled herself 
♦^ogether, and drew her yellow draperies^over h^r head, after 
the Eastern manner of expressing inconsolaJ)le grief, apd 
covered, her aged features from the Vvjry J|ight of day. 

Fe'raz heeded her not at all, his sole attention being occupied 
in the care of hjs brother/ whose large black eyesr,3^w opened 
suddenly and regarded him with'^a vacant expression like the 
eyes of a blind man. A great shuddej ran through his frame, 
^he looked curiously ^t his own hands as F^raz gently pressed 
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and rubbe<^ them, -r -and he stared^ all round the room in 
vaguely-inquiring wonderment Piesently his wandering glance 
came back to F^raz, and the vr.cancy of his expression softened 
into a certain pleasfcd mildness, — hi^ lips parted in a little 
smile, but he said nothing.* « 

“Y6u are better, El-Rami, my brother ? ” murmured F^raz 
caressingly, U ambling and almost weeping in the excess of his 
affectionate anxiety, the while he placed his own figure so that 
it might obstruct a too impiediate %iew of Lilith’s vacant couch, 
and the covered crouching form of old Zaroba beside it — ‘ You 
have no pain ? . . . you do not suffer ? ” 

El-RSLmi made no answer fir the moment ; — he was looking 
at F^raz with a gentle but puzzled inquisitivc\iess. Presently 
his dark brows contracted slightly, as though were trying to 
connect some perplexing chain of ideas, — then he gave a slight 
gesture of fatigue and indifference. 

Ypu will excuse me, I hope, — ” he then said with plaintive 
courtesy — “ I have /brgotten your name. I believe I met you 
once, but I cannoVemeraber where.” * 

The heart of poor F^raz stood stiy, . . a great sob rose 
m his throat But he« checked it bravely, — he ;vould not, he 
could not, he dared not give way to the awful foar that began 
to creep like a frost I'hrough his warm young blood. 

“ You cannot remember F^raz ? ” he said gently — “ Your 
own Fdraz? . . . your little brother, to whom you have been 
life, Itiope, joy, work — everything of value in the world I ” Here 
his voice failed him," and he nearly broke dowq, , 

El-Rami looked a( him in grave surprise. 

“ you are very good he murmured, with a feebly polite 
wave of his iiand “ You overrate my pour powers. I am 
glf.d to have bpen useful to you — very glad ! '' 

Here he paused ; — ;^lis ’head sank forw ard on his br^^st, and 
his eyes closed. . ' 

“ El-Rip:?! 1 ” cried ‘Fdraz, the hdc tears fqrcing their way 
betw'een his eyelids — “ OW beloved brother ! — have you 
no thought for m« ? ” ‘ 

El-Rami opened* his eyes and stared — then smiled. 
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“No thought?” he repeated — “Oh, y^u mistake! — I have 
thought very much,— very hiuch indeed, about many things. 
Not about you perhaps, — but theri I do not know you. You 
say your name is Fdraz, i—that is very strange ; it is not at all 
a common name. '‘I pnly knew one F^raz, — he w^s my 
brother, or seemed so for a time, — but I found out afterwards, 

. . . hush ! . . . come closer ! . . . ” and he lowered his voice 
to a whisper, — “ that he was not a mortal, but an angel, — the 
angel of a Star. The Star kAew him bette? than I did.” 

Feraz turned away his head, --the tears were falling down 
his cheeks— he could not speak. He realised the bitter truth, 
— the delicate overstrained mechanism of his brother’s mind** 
had given way under excessive pain and pressure, — that 
brilliant, proud, Astute, cold and defiant intellect was all un- 
strung and out of gear, and rendered useless, perchance for ever. 

El-Rami however seemed to have some glimmering percep- 
tion of Feraz’s grief, for he put out a trembling hard and 
turned his brother’s face towards him with gentle concem>' 

“ Tears ? ” he said in a surprised tone-^“ Why should you 
weep ? There is nothing to weep for ;^God is very good.” 

And with afn effort, he rose from the‘ chair in which he had 
sat, and stanefing upright, looked about him. His eye at once 
lighted on the vase of roses it the foot of the couch and he 
began to tremble violently. F^raz caught him by the arm, — 
and then he seemed startled and afraid. , 

“She promised, . . . she promised !. 7 he began in an 
inc>oherent rambling way — “and you must not interfere, — 
you must let me do her bidding. ‘ Look for me where the 
roses are ; there will I stand and wait I * She said tl1^t,-^and 
she will wait, and I will look, for she is sure to keep her word 
— mo angel ever forgets. You must not hinder^'me; — I have 
to watch and pray, — you must helf) not hinder me. I 
shall die if you will not let me do what she asks ; — you cannot 
tell how sweet ^her voice is ; — she talks to me anc!^lls me of 
such wonderful things, — things too beautiful to be believed, 
yet they are true. I know so well m)* work ^ — work that must 
be done, — you will not hinder me ? ” * 
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“ No, no ! ” — said ‘’F^raz, in anguisih himself, yet willing tc 
say anything to soothe his broth&’s trembling excitement — 
“ No, no ! You shall not bfe ‘hindered, — I will help you, — I 
will watch with you, — I will pray . . /’ and here again the 
poor fellow nearly broke down into wo’nanish sobbing. 

“ Yes ! '* said El-Rami, eagerly catching at the word — “ Pray ! 
You will pray— and so will I ; — that is good, — that is what I 
need, — prayer, they say, draws all Heaven down to earth. It 
is strange, — but so it is. You know *’ — he added, with a faint 
gleam of intelligence lighting up for a moment his wandering 
eyes — “ Lilith is not here 1 Not here, nor there, . . . she is 
Everywhere ! ” 

A terrible pallor stole over' his face, giving it almost the 
livid hue of death, — and l^Yraz, alarmed, threW'One arm strongly 
and resolutely about him. But El-Rami crouched and shud- 
dered, and hid his eyes as though he strove to shelter himself 
from the fury of a whirlwind. 

“ Everywhere ! ” h^e moaned — In the flowers, in the trees, 
in the winds, in the sound of the sea, in the silence of the 
night, in the slow breaking of the dawn, — in all these things is 
the Soul of Lilith ! Beautiful, indestructible, telrible Lilith ! 
She permeates the world, she pervades the atmosphere, she 
shapes and unshapes herself at pleasure, — she florts, or flies, or 
sleeps at will j — in substance, a cloud ; — in rad’ance, a rain- 
bow I She is the essence of God in the transient shape of an 
angel — never the same, but for ever immortal. She soars 
aloft — she melts like jnist in the vast Unseen : — and I — I — I 
shall never find her, never kiiow her, never see her, never, 
never agSin ! 

The harrowing tcne of voice in which he uttered these 
words pierced Fdraz to the heart, but he would not give way 
to his own emotion. 

“ Come, Y','-Rimi ! he said very gently — “ Do not stay 
here, — conic with me. You are weak, — rest oh my arm ; you 
must try and recover your strength, — remember, you have 
work to do.” 

“ True, true 1 said El-Rimi, rousir*g himself — “ Yes, you 
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yre right, — there is much* to be' done. Nothing so difficult 
as patience. To be left aH alone, and to be patient, is very 
hard, — but I* will come, — I will-come.*^ 

He suffered himself y) be led towards* the door, — then, all* 
at once he came to^n ^abrupt standstill, and looking round, 
gazed full on the empty couch where Lilith had so long been 
royally enshrined. A sudden passion seemed t<i seize him — 
his eyes sparkled luridly, — a sort of inward paroxysm convulsed 
his features, and he clutche® Feraz by the»shoulder with a grip 
as hard as steel. 

“Roses and lilies and gold!” he muttered thickly — “They 
were all there, those delicate treasures, those airy nothings of^ 
which God ma*kes woman ! Roses for the features, lilies for 
the bosom, gold 4ot the hair 1 — ^roses, lilies, and gold I They 
were mihe, — ^but I have burned them all 1 — I have burned the 
roses and lilic^, and melted the gold. Dust ! — dust and 
ashes ! But the dust is nqf Lilith. No 1 — it is only th^ dust 
of the roses, the dust^of the lilies, the dfist of gold. Roses, 
lilies, and gold ! So sweet they are^and fair to the sight, one 
would almost take thejn for real substance; but they are 
Shadows ! — sfhadows that pass as we •touch them, — shadows 
that always gb, when piost we would have them stay ! ” 

He finished with a deep shuddering sigfi, and then, loosening 
his grasp of JFdraz, began to stumble his way hurriedly out of 
the apartment, with the manner of one who is lost in a ^ense 
fog and cannot see whither he is going.^ F^raz hastened to 
assist and support him, whereupon he looked up with a pathetic 
and smiling gratefulness. ^ 

“ You are very good to me,^’ he said, with a gentletcoijrtesy, 
which in his condition was peculiarly touching— I thought I 
should never need any support; — but I wa% wrong — q^ite 
wrong,*— and it i^ kind of you to helf) m^. My eyes are rather 
dim, — there was. too much light among^ the roses, . . . and I 
find this place extremely *dark, . it malcesme f^a little con- 
fused here ; ” — ^and he passed his hand across his forehead with 
a troubled gesture, and looked anxiously at Fdraz, as though 
he would ask him for some explanation of tiis symptoms. 
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“Yes, yes!*' murmured Fdraz soothingly — “You must 
tired — you will rest, and presently* you will feel strong and well 
again. Do not hurry, — lean « on me,” — and he guided his 
brother’s trembling limbs carefully do\rn the stairs, a step at a 
time, thinking within himself in deep^^soiTOw — Could this be 
the proud El- Rami, clinging to him thus like a we ak old man 
afraid to mowi? Oh, what a wreck was here 1 — what a change 
had been wrought in ^ the few hours of the past night ! — and 
ever the fateful question r£tumed ' again and again to trouble 
him — What had become of Lilith? That she was gone was 
self-evident, — and he gathered some inkling of the awful truth 
from his brother’s rambling words. He remembered that 
El-Rimi had previously declared Lilith to be dead, so far as 
her body was concerned, and only kept af»}arently alive by 
artificial means ; — he could easily imagine it possible for those 
artificial means to lose their efficacy in the end, . . . and 
then, ^ . for the girl’s beautiful body to cru mble into that 

dissolution which ‘would have been jts fate long ago, had 
Nature had her way. Al^ this he could dimly surmise, — but 
he had been kept so much in the dauk as to the real aim and 
intention of his brotheVs “experiment” that it vCas not likely 
he would ever understand everything that had bccurred ; — so 
that Lilith’s mystenous evanisKment seemed tq him like a 
horrible delusion ; — it could not be ! he kept on repeating over 
and pver again to himself, and yet it was ! 

Moving with slow^^and cautious tread, he got El-Rami at last 
into his own study, wondering whether the sight of the fanriliar 
objects he was daily fccustomed to, would bring him back to 
a refisohable perception of his surroundings. He waited 
anxiously, while hisc brother stood still, shivering slightly and 
looking about the room with listless, unrecognising eyes. 
Presently, in a voice that was both weary and.petulant, El-Rami 
spoke. /• '<• » 

“ You wSl not leave me ^^lone, I hope ? ” be said ; “I am 
veiy old and feeble, anfi I have done you no wrong, — I do not 
see why you should lea’ste me to myself. I should be glad if 
you would stay with me a little while, because everything is at 
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f)resent so strange to me ; — I shall no doubt get amore accus- 
tomed to it in time. You perhaps not aware that I wished 
to live through a great man/ denturies — and my wish was 
granted ; — I have lived«longer than any man, especially since 
She left me, — and *noy I am growing old, and I ain easily 
tired. I do not know this place at all — is it a World or a 
Dream?” • 

At this question, it seemed to F^raz t^iat he heard again, like 
a silver clarion ringing through sifence, the mysterious voice 
that had roused him that morning saying, “ A7vake^ Fkraz / 
To-day dreams end^ and life begins He understood, and 

he bent his head resignedly, — he knew now what the “ life ^ 
thus indicated meant ; — it meant a sacrificing of all his jx)etic 
aspirations, his ^usic, and his fantastic happy visions, — a 
complete immolation of himself and his own desires, for the 
sake of his br©ther. His brother, who had once ruled him 
absolutely, was now to be juled by him ; — helpless as ai child, 
the once self-sufficien4 and haughty El-Rimi was to hffe de- 
pendent for everything upon the vety creafure who had lately 
been his slave, — and Fwaz, humbly reading in these reversed 
circumstances the Divine Law of Com*pensation, answered his 
brotherjf plamtive qu#ry — “ Is it a WorJji or a Dream ? ” with 
manful tendcirness. * 

“ It is a World,” — he said — “not a Dream, beloved El-Rami 
— but a Reality. It is a fair garden belonging to God ajjid the 
things of God ” — he paused, seeing tjjat El- Rami smiled 
plifcidly and ifodded his head as though he heard pleasant 
music, — then he went on steadily — “ 2 % garden in which im-^ 
mortal sjnrits wander for a time self-exiled, till they fiMly Realise 
the worth and loveliness of the higher lan#s they^ave forsaken. 
Do you understand me, O dear and honoured* one ? — do^ou 
understands^ N®ne love their honie so dearly as those who 
have left it for a time — ajid it is only fq^ a time-^ short, short 
time,” — and P^raz, deeply move^, by his mingle^sorrow and 
affection, kissed and clasped his brothe/s hands — “ and all the 
beauty we see here in this beautifhl smjill world, is made 
to remind us of the ^greater beauty yonSer. We lobk, as it 
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were, into a Iktle mirrw, which reflects,' in exquisite miniatur^‘V 
the face of Heaven ! See ! ** — ancf' he pointed to the brilliant 
blaze of sunshine that strealnfcd through the window and 
illumined the whole" room — “ There is* the tiny copy of the 
larger Light above, — and in that little Jigh^t the flowers grow, 
the harvests ripen, the trees bud, the birds sing, and every 
living creature tirejoices, — ^but in the other Greater Light, God 
lives, and angels love, and have their being;*' — here F^raz 
broke off abruptly, wondering if he^'might risk the utterance of 
the words that next rose involuntarily to his lips, while El-Rami 
gazed at him with great wide-open eager eyes like those of 
"d^child likening to a fairy story. 

“ Yes, yes ! — what next ? " he demanded impatiently — “ This 
IS good news you give me ; — the angels love, y®u say, and God 
lives, — yes ! — tell me more, . . . more ! ** 

“ All angels love and have their being in that Greater Light,** 
-^-continued F^raz softly and steadily — And there too is 
Lilith^beautiful — dekthless, — faithful — p** 

“ True I ** cried EURimi, yrith a sort of sobbing cry — “ True ! 

. , She is there, — she promised — and I shall know, ... I 
shall know where to fincf her after all, for she told fne plainly — 
‘Look for me where the roses are, — there will 'X stand and 
wait.* *’ ' ^ 

He tottered, and seemed about to fall ; — but ^when Fdraz 
would have supported him, he shook his head, and pointing 
tremblingly to the anjber ray of sunshine pouring itself upon 
the ground ; ^ • 

“Into the light !”-|he murmured — “I am all in the dark; 
— lead^m^out of the darkness into the light** 

And F^raz ltd him# where he desired, and seated him in his 
own^thair in tht full glory of the morning radiance that rippled 
about him like molten goldj and shone caressingly op hi§ white 
hair, — his da^ face th^J in its great pallor looked as though 
it were canro in bronze , — zpd his black, pitecJus, wandering 
eyes. A butterfly dance(i towards him in the sparkling shower 
of sunbeams, the sdme thit had flown in an hour before and 
alighted bn the heliolrope that adorned the centre of the table. 
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pl-R4mi*s attention was •attracted by it-*-and he » watched its 

airy flutterings with a plesfeed, yet vacant smile. Then he 
stretched out his hands in the* golden light, and lifting them 
upward, clasped fhem together and closecf Bis eyes. * 

“Our Father !**.•. he murmur#d ; “which art in Heaven ! 

. . . Hallowed be Thy l^ame 1 ” ^ 

F^raz, bending heedfully over him, caught thefwords as they 
were faintly whispered, — caught the hands as they dropped 
inert from their supplicating^osture and laid them gently back ; 
— then listened again with strained, attention, the pitying tears 
gathering thick upon his lashes. 

“ Our Father ! ” . . . once more that familiar appeal of" 
kinship to the Oivine stole upoti the air like a far-off sigh, — 
then came the sound of regular and quiet breathing ; — Nature 
had shed upon the overtaxed brain her balm of blessed uncon- 
sciousness, — and like a tired child, the proud El-Rimi slept. 



XL 


U PSTAIRS meanwhile, in the room that had been Lilith’s 
there reigned the silence of a deep desolation. The 
woman Zaroba still crouched' there, huddlea on the Hoor, 
a mere heap of amber draperies, — her hoad covered, her 
features hidden. Now and then a violent shuddering seized 
her, — but otherwise she gave no sign of life. IJours passed ; — 
she knew nothing, she tliought of nothing ; she was stupefied 
with misery and a ‘'great inextinguishable fear. To her be- 
wildered, darkly superstitious, more than pagan mind, it seemed 
as if some terrible avei>ging angel had descended in the night 
and torn away her beautiful charge out of sheer spite and 
jealousy lest she should awake to the ioys of eiirth’s life and 
love. It had always been her wixed idea that the cnief and 
most powerful ingredient of the Divine charactq;^ (and of the 
hum^ also) was jealousy ; and she considered therefore that 
all women, as sooiy as they were bom, should be solemnly 
dedicated to the ancient goddess Anaitis. -Anaitis wac a 
useful and accomm plating deity, who in the old days, had 
unlinjited power to make all things pure. A woman might 
hav^’ fifty lovbrs, and yet none could dare accuse her of vile- 
ness if she w& e a “ daughter ” or “ priestess ” of Anaitis. She 
might have been guilty of any amount of mpral enomdty, but 
she was held to be the chastest of virgins if Anaitis were her 
protectress ^nd mistress, ^nd so, in the oyes of Zaroba, 
Anaitis was the true patroness of love, — she sanctified the 
joys of lovers arid took? away from them all imputation of 
sin ; arid many arid many a time had the poor, ignorant, 
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.•heathenish old womarf secretly invoked the protection of 
this almost forgotten pa|an goddess for the holy maiden 
Lilith. Ai?d now — now she wondered tremblingly, if in this 
she had done wrong J . . . More than 'for anything in thf 
world had she Ionised that El-Rimi, the “wise man’* who 
scoffed at passion with a light contempt, should l^e with 
a lover’s wild idolatry the beautiful creaturf who was so 
completely in his power ; — in her dull, half-savage, stupid 
way, she had thought tlfet such* a result of the long six 
years’ “ experiment ” could but bring happiness to both man 
and maid ; and she spared no pains to try and foster the spark 
of mere interest which El-Rimi had for his “ subject ” into 
the flame of a*lover’s ardour. • For this cause she had brought 
Feraz to look 4 ipon the tranced girl, in order that El-Rami 
knowirtg of it, might feel the subtle prick of that perpetual 
motor, jealousy, — for this she had said all she dared say, 
concerning love and its unconquerable nature ; — and vpwy just 
when her long-cherished wish seemed cJn the point oft being 
granted, some dreadful Invisible Power h»d rushed in between 
the two, and destroyed Lilith witl^ the fire of wrath and 
revenge ; — it any rate that was ho^ she regarded it The 
sleeping girl had grgwn dear to her, — it was impossible not 
to love* sucl^ a picture of inr^)cent, en tracing, ideal beauty, — 
and she fel| as though her heart had been torn open and its 
very core wrenched out by a cruel and hasty hand. She knew 
nothing as yet of the fate that had overtaken El-Rami himself, — 
fci: as she could not hear a sound of the*human voice, she had 
only dimly seen that he was led from ^e room by his young 
brother, and that he looked ill, feeble, and distrauglit What 
she realised mo%t positively and with t|^e greeftest biArness, 
was the fact of Lilith’s loss, — Lilith’s evicJiint destriWion. 
This "was und^iable, — this wa5 uyemediable ; — and she 
thought o^ it till her aged brain burned as with some inward 
consuming fine, and her* thin blopd seemed turnS;^ to ice. 

“ Who has done it ? ” she muttered — “ Who has claimed 
her? It must be the Christ, — ^theocold, quiet, pallid Christ, 
with His bleeding hands and beckoning^eyes 1 He* is a new 
god, — He has called, and she, Lilith, has, obeyed! Without 
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love, without. life, without aught in the world save the lily-garb 
of untouched holiness, — it is what 'the pale Christ seeks, and 
He has found it here, — here, with the child who sle]!)t the sleep 
of innocent ignorance — here where no thought of passion ever 
entered ^ unless I breathed it, — or percharice he — El-Rimi — 
thought' it — unknowingly. O what a white flower for the Christ 
in Heaven, is rjlith 1 — What a branch of bud and blossom ! 
. , . Ah, cruel, cold new gods of the Earth ! — how long 
shall their sorrowful' reign endur^ I Who will bring back 
the wise old gods, — the gods of the ancient days, — the gods 
who loved and were not ashamed, — the gods of mirth and 
lite and health, — they would have left me 1 alith, — they 
would have said — ‘ Lo, how this woman is old and poor, — 
she hath lost all that she ever had, — let us leave her the child 
she loves, albeit it is not her own but ours ; — we ard great 
gods, but we are merciful ! ' Oh, Lilith, LiVith ! child of 
the sun* and air, and daughter of sleep 1 would I had 
perishV^d instead of 'thee ! — Would I l\ad passed away into 
darkness, and thou been spared to the light 1 ” 

Thus she wailed andt' moaned, her face hidden, her limbs 
quivering, and she knew not how long she had stayed thus, 
though all the morning had passed and the afternoon had 
begun. At last she was roused by the gentle yet firm 
pressure of a hand on her shoulder, and, slowly, uncovering 
her dijawn and anguished features she met the sorrowful 
eyes of Fdraz looking into hers. With a mute earnest 
gesture he bade her ^ rise. She obeyed, but feebly aiid 
tT*emblingly, that he *-.ssisted her, and led her to a chair, 
where , sh6 sat down, still quaking all over with fear and 
utter y/vretcheefness. «Then he took a pencil and wrote on 
the ^ate which his brother had been w^ont to use, — 

“ A great trouble has'come upon us. God bas be^en pYeased 
to so darken ^e mind the beloved pl-Rami, that he knows 
us no longer, ^nd is ignorant where he is. The wise man 
has been rendered simp^Je, — and the world seems to him as 
it seems to a child who ha% everything in its life to learn. We 
must accept this ordinance as the Will •of the Supreme, and 
bring our own will in accordance with it, believing the ultimate 
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••intention to be for the Highest Good. But for his former 

life, El- Rami exists no Inore, — the mind that guided his 
actions then is gone.*’ * * 

Slowly, and with pained, achmg eyes Zaroba read these 
words, — she grasped ^their purport and meaning thr^roughly, 
and yet, she said not a word. She was not surprised, — 
she was scarcely affected ; — her feelings seeiAed blunted or 
paralysed. El-Rami was mad ? Tp her, he had always 
seemed mad, — with a nfadness horn Bf terrible knowledge 
and power. To be mad now was nothing ; the loss of 
Lilith was amply sufficient cai^se for his loss of wit. Nothing 
could be worse in her mind than to have loved *Lilith and 
lost her, — what was the use of uttering fresh cries and ejacula- 
tions of woe 1 • It was all over, — everything was ended, — 
so far as she, Zaroba, was concerned. So she sat speechless, — 
her grand old face rigid as bronze, with an expression upon 
it of stern submission, as x>{ one who waits immovably for 
more onslaughts fron^ the thunderbolts oY destiny. • 

Feraz looked at her very compassionately, and wrote again — 
“ Good Zaroba, I know your gifef. Rest — try to sleep. 
Do not see El-Rdmi tjo-day. It is tetter I should be alone 
with hjm. He is qnite peaceful and hgppy, — happier indeed 
than he has ever been, rfe has so much to learn, he says, 
and he is quite satisfied. For to-day we must be alone with 
our sorrows, — to-morrow we shall be able to see morfi^ clearly 
what we must do.** t 

* Still ZarobX said nothing. Present^ however she arose, 
and walked totteringly to the side < 9 { Lilith's couch, . 
there with an eloquently tragic gesture of supreme^t despair, 
she pointed to the gray-white ashes that were spread 1^ that 
dreadl'ully suggestive outline on the satin cov^^let and pitlows. 
F^raz* shvdderkig, shut his eyes fot a moment ; — then, as 
he opened them agai^j, he saw, CQ^fronting^^ him, the un- 
curtained pidlure of the “Chiist and His DiScipIes." He 
remembered it well, — El-Rimi had bought it long ago from 
among the despoiled treasures of an bid dismantled monastery, 
— and besides being* a picture it was also a reliquary. He 
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Stepped hastily up to«^it and felt for fhe secret spring which ’, 
used, he knew, to be there. found and pressed it, — 

the whole of the picture back like a door on a hinge, 
and showed the interior to be a Gothic-shaped casket, lined 
with gold, at the back of which was pis<^Yted a small piece 
of wooa, supposed to have been a fragment of the “True 
Cross.*’ Thcret was nothing else in the casket, — and F(^raz 
leaving it open, turned to Zaroba who had watched him 
with dull, scarcely coiliprehending eyes. 

“Gather together these sacred ashes,*' — he wrote again 
on the slate, — “ and place them in this golden recess, — it is 
a' holy place fit for such holy relics. El- Rami would wish 
it, I know, if he could understand or wish for anything, — 
and wherever we go, the picture will go with us, for one 
day perhaps he will remember, . . . and ask, ...” 

He could trust himself to write no more, — a»d stood sadly 
enrapt, and struggling with his own emotion. 

“The Christ claims* all!” muttered Zaifoba wearily, resorting 
to her old theme — “Vhe cry-cified Christ, ... He must have 
all j the soul, the body, tke life, the love, the very ashes of the 
dead, — He must have alf . . . all 1 ” . 

r^raz heard her,— and taking up his pencil bnee^ more, 
wrote swiftly — * o 

“ You are right, — Christ has claimed Lilith. She was His 
to claiip. — for on this earth we are all Ilis, — He gave His very 
life to make us so. ,, Let us thank God that we are thus 
claimed, — for with Christ all things are wclL” ‘ 

^ He turned away their- immediately, and left her alone to her 
task, — -a tLsk she performed with groans and trembling, till 
every /vestige of the • delicate ashes, as fine as the dust of 
floweYs, was safely and reverently placed in its pure gedden 
receptacle. Strange to say, one very visible reljc oV the 
vanished Lilitjt’s bodi];^; beauty had ^somehow escaped de- 
struction, — this was a long, bi^ght waving tress of hair which 
lay trembling on the glistening satin of the pillows like a lost 
sunbeam. Over this lovCiy amber curl, old Zaroba stooped 
ycamingljr, staring at‘‘it till her tears, the slow, bitter scalding 
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tears of lige, fell upon* it where it lay.* She lodged to take it 
for herself, — to wear it Against her own heart, — to kiss and 
cherish ib as though it weie -a living, sentient thing, — but, , 
thinking of El-Rami^ her loyalty prev^Scd, ai^d she tendefty 
lifted the clinging^ shining, soft silken curl, and laid it by with 
the ashes in the anticjlie shrine. All was now done,A-and she 
shut to the picture, which, when once closed^ showed no sign , 
of any opening. 

Lilith was gone indeed ; — thqre wa^ now no i)erceptible 
evidence to show that she had .ever existed. And, to the 
grief-stricken Zaroba, the face and figure of the Christ, as 
painted on the reliquary at wlfich she gazed, seemed to assume 
a sudden trAimph and majesty which apy3alled while it im- 
pressed her. ^lie read the words “ Whom Say Ye That I 
Am?*^ and shuddered; this “new god” with His tranquil 
smile and soy;rowful dignity had more terrors for her than any 
of the old pagan deities. , * 

“ I cannot 1 I cannot ! ” she whispered feebly ; “ I* cannot « 
take you to my heart, cold Christ, — I cannot think it is good 
to wear the thorns qf perpetual sgrrow ! You offer no joy 
to the sad •and weary world, — one nrAist sacrifice one’s dearest 
hopes, — orfe must ^lear the cross and weep for the sins of all 
men, \o be at all acceptalde to You !* I am old — but I keep 
the memories of joy ; I would not have all happiness reft out 
of the poor lives of men. I 'would have them full of mirth, — 

I would have them love where they list, drink pure'*^nc, and 
rejoice in the breath of Nature, — I would have them feast in 
the sunlight and dance in the moonjjeams, and crown J^em- 
selves with the flowers of the woodland and meadov, and grow 
ruddy and strohg and manful and gen^ous, ahd free-|-free as 
the air ! I would have their hearts bound higji for the pleasure 
of life ; — not l^reak in a search faf things they can never win. 
Ah no, cold Christ ! I cannot love you ! — at the touch of 
your bleeding Hand tlfe world ^freezes like a sfti'wing bird in a 
storm of snow ; — the hearts of men ^row weak and weary, and 
of what avail is it, O Prince of feief, K> live in sadness all 
one's days for the Jiope of a Heaven* that cornea not? O 
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Lilith !— child^ of the ^un, where art tLou ? — Where t Never 
to have known the joys of love , — r ever to have felt the real 
pulse of living, — never to have thrilled in a lover's embrace, — 
ail, Lilith, Lilith ! Will Heaven compensate thee for such 
loss? , . . Never, never, ne»^er! No God, were He all the 
worlds’ gods in One, can give aught but a desolate Eden to 
the loveless and, lonely soul ! ** 

In such wise as this, she muttered and moaned all day long, 
never stirring from the rootn that .;as called Lilith’s. Now 
and then she moved up and down with slow restlessness, — 
sometimes fixing eager eyes upon the vacant couch, with the 
vafeue idea that perhaps Lilith might come back to it as sud- 
denly as she had fled ; and sometimes pausing by the vase 
of roses, and touching their still fragrant, ^ut fast-fading 
blossoms. Time went on, and she never thought of breaking 
her fast, or going to see how her master, El-Ramji., fared. His 
mind wa^ gone — she understood that well enough, — and in a 
strange -wild way of he/ own, she connected this sudden dark- 
ening of his intellect ^ith the equally sudden disappearance of 
Lilith ; and she dreaded t<> look upon hi? face. 

How the hours wore a>/ay she never knew ; but by and by 
her limbs began to ache heavily, and she crouched down upon 
the floor to rest. She lell into a hjavy stupor of unconscious- 
ness, — and when she awoke at last, the room was quite dark. 
She got up, stiff and cold and terrified, — she groped about 
with her hands, — it seemed to her dazed mind that she was in 
some sepulchral cave in the desert, all alone. Her lips wer2 
dry, — her head swam, — '^nd she tottered along, feeling her way 
blindly, tilLshe touched the velvet portiere that divided the 
room fjpm its nttle antechamber, and, dragging this aside in 
nervous haste, she stumbled through, and out on to the land- 
ing, where it was light Tne staircase was before her, — the 
gas was lit in the hall — apd the house looked quite as usual, — 
yet she could not in the lea^ realise where she was. In- 
distinct images floated in her brain, — there were strange noises 
in her ears, — and she only dimly remembered El-Rami, as 
though he were some' one she had heard of long ago, in a 
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^ream. Pausing on thtf stair-liead, she, tried to, collect her 
scattered senses, — but she Celt sick and giddy, and her first 
instinct was* to seek the air. •Qinging to the banisters, she 
tottered down the staij? slowly, and re^ltfhed tBe front-door,® 
and, fumbling cautiftusly with the •handle a little while, suc- 
ceeded in turning it, ^nd letting herself out into the^street. 
The door had a self-acting spring, and shut to^nstantly, and 
almost noiselessly, behind her, — but Feraz, sitting in the study 
with his brother, fancied ttb heard .a slight sound, and came 
into the hall to see what it was. Finding everything quiet, he 
concluded he was mistaken, and went back to his post beside 
El-Rami, who had been dozing nearly all day, only waking up 
now and again td mildly accept the nourishment of soup and wine 
which Fdraz prepared and gave him to keep up his strength. 
He was perfectly tranquil, and talked at times quite coherently 
of simple things such as the flowers on the table, the lamp, 
the books, and other ordinary trifles. He only seemed^ little 
troubled by his own ^physical weakness? — but when Fdraz 
assured him he would soon be strong, h« smiled, and with 
every appearance of content, dozed off again peacefully. In the 
evening, howcVer, he grew a little restless? — and then Fdraz tried 
what effect mlisic would have upon him. Going to the piano, 
he playeS so^f and dreamy melodies, . . but as he did so, a 
strange sense^of loss stole over him, — he had the mechanism 
of the art, but the marvellously delicate attunement of his 
imagination had fled ! Tears rose in his eyes, — he knew what 
was* missing, — tAie guiding-prop of his brother's wondrous in- 
fluence had fallen, — and with a faint t^or he realised that^ 
much of his poetic faculty would perish also. He% had to 
remember that he was not naturally bon^a poet* or mus.tian, 
— poesy and music had been El-Rami's fairy (fifts to him — 
the exquisitely happy poise of his ntind had been due to his 
brother's daily influence and control. ^ He wou^d still retain 
the habit and the memoiy of art*., but what had been Genius, 
would now be simple Talent, — no more^ — yet what a difference 
between the two 1 Nevertheless his* touclf on the familiar 
ivory keys was very tender and delicate, aifd when, distrusting 
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his own poiv-ers of qompositidn, he J^layed one ot the softest 
and quaintest of Grieg’s Norwegijui folk-songs, he was more 
than comforted by the expression of pleasure thfiit illumined 

* El-Rami ’s features, ‘and by the look of enraj5tured peace that 

softened the piteous dark dyes. • ^ 

“ It^ls quite beautiful, — that music he murmured — ** It is 
the pretty sordid the daisies make in growing.” 

And he leaned back in his chair and composed himself to 
rest, — while Fdraz played^ on softiy, thinking anxiously the 
while. True, most true, that for him dreams had ended, and 
life had begun ! What was he to do ? . . . how was he to 
tneet the? daily needs of living* — how was he to keep himself 
and his brother? His idea wa3s to go at once fo the monastery 
in Cyprus, where he had formerly been a visitor, — it was quiet 
and peaceful, — he would ask the brethren to take thfcm in, — 
for he himself detested the thought of a life iq, the world, — it 
was repellent to him in every way, — and El -Rami’s affliction 
wouVi necessitate sdiitude. And while^ he was thus puzzling 
himself as to the future, there came a sharp knock at the door, 
— he hastened to see v^ho it was, — apd a messenger handed 
him a telegram addressed to himself. It came Irom the very 
place he was thinking about, sent by the Head Of the Order, 
and ran thus — ^ * 

“ We know all. It is the Will of God. Bring El -Rami here, 
— ou^ ^ouse is open to you both.'' 

He uttered a low ’exclamation of thankfulness, the whil« he 
wondered amazedly *^ow it was that they, that far-removed 

* Brotherhi'^od, “ knew all ” ! It was very strange ! He thought 
of th^* wondrous map whom he called the “ iVlaster,” and who 
wasmnderstoo^ to be “ wise with the wisdom of the angels,” 
and remembered that, he* was accredited w;th being able to 
acquire information when he chose, by swift and supernatural 
means. That he had* ^one jp in the* present case seemed evi- 
dent, and Feraz stood still with the telegram in his hand, 
stricken by a vague sensb of awe as well as gratitude, thinking 
Also of the glittering vision he had ha/1 of that “ glory of the 
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,<ingcls in tlie south ” ; — ingels who were waiting for Lilith the 
night she disappeared. • 

El-Rami*suddenly opened his l^reary eyes and ]ooked at him. 
“What is it^” he • asked faintly — “\Vhy has the music 
ceased ? ” • * 

t’eraz went up to his* chair and knelt down beside it.^ 

“ You shall hear it again — he said gently, ‘#But you must 
sleep now, and get strong, — because w are soon going away 

on a journey — a far, beautiful journey 2-” 

“To Heaven?” inquired El-Rami — “Yes, I know — it is 
very far.” 

Fdraz sighed. 

“ No — not to Heaven,” — he* answered — “ Not yet. We shall 
find out the way* there, afterwards. But in the meantime, we 
are going to a place where there are fruits and flowers, — and 
where the sun is very bright and warm. You will come with 
me, will you not, El-Rimi ? — there are friends there whef will be 
glad to see you,” ^ • 

“ I have no friends,” — said El-R^nii plafntively, “unless you 
are one. I do not know if you are , — 4 hope so, but I am not 
sure. You fiave an aqgeFs face, — and the angels have not 
always been* kind to« me. But I will ^o with you wherever 
you wis?i, — i« it a place in thfs world, or in some other star?" 

“In this world,” — replied Fdraz — “A quiet little corner of 
this world.” 

“Ah!” and El-Rami sighed profoundly — “I wish it had 
Deftn in another. There are so many m^lions and millions of 
worlds ; — it seems foolish waste of time stay too long in this.J 
He closed his eyes again, and Fdraz let him test. — till, 
when the hour grew late, he persuaded him to lie down W his 
5 wn bed, which he did with the amiable docHity of a child. 
F6raz fiims^lf, half sitting, half reclining in a chair beside him, 
watched him all night Jong, like a faithful do^ guarding its 
master, — and ^so full was he of* anxious thought and tender 
care for his brother, that he scarcely remembered Zaroba, and 
when he did, he felt sure that she too* was resting, and striving 
to forget in sleep the sorrows of the day. 
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Z AROBA had indeed forgotten her sorrows ; but not in 
slumber, as Fdraz hoped and imagined.* Little did he 
think that she was no longer under the roof tljat had sheltered 
her for so many years ; little could he guess that she Vas out 
wandering all alone in the labyrinth of the London streets, — a 
labyrinCh of which she was almost totally ignorant, having 
hardly ever been ouf of doors since El-p.imi had brought her 
from the East. Triie, she ,had occasionally walked in the little 
square opposite the houre, and in a fe^^^of the streets adjoining, 
— once or twice in Slodrne Street itself, but no faVther, for the 
sight of the hurrying, pushing, busy throngs of meh and women 
confused her. She had not realJsed what she waj doing when 
she let herself out that night,-— only when the sti;pet-door shut 
noiselgssly upon her she was vaguely startled, — and a sudden 
sense of great loneliness oppressed hen Yet the fresh air blow- 
ing against her face was sweet and balmy, — it htlped to relieve 
/he sickness at her heart, the dizziness in her brain, — and she 
began to^^troll along, neither knowing nor caring whither she 
was g/^ing,— chiefly i|npelled by the strong necessity she felt for 
movement, — space, — liberty. It had seemed to her that she was 
being suffocated and bitriefl alive in the darkness and deflation 
that had fallen, on the cumber of Lilith ; — here, out in the open, 
she was free, — she could brea|he more easily. A»d so she w'ent 
on, almost unseeingly — \he people she met looked to her like the 
merest shadows. Her qhaint garb attracted occa.sional atten- 
tion frodi some of tfie passers-by, — but ker dark fierce face and 
/ 
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.^littering eyes repelled* all those who * might hiive been in- 
quisitive enough to stop* and question her. She drifted 
errantly, yet safely, through the jostling crowds like a withered 
leaf on the edge of a §torm, — ^her mind* Vas dazed with grid! 
and fear and long fisting, but now* and then as she went, she 
smiled and seemed happy. Affliction had sunk so dee^ within 
her, that it had reached the very core and centre^of imagination 
and touched it to vague issues of disq^rdant joy; — wherefore, 
persuaded by the magic mfsic of ckelusion, she believed herself 
to be at home again in her native Egypt She fancied she was 
walking in the desert ; — the pavement seemed hot to her feet 
and she took it for the burning sand, — and when aftef long aitd 
apparently interminable wanderings, she found herself opposite 
Nelson's columr» in Trafalgar Square, she stared at the four 
great libns with stupefied dismay. 

“ It is the gayte of a city,” — she muttered — “ and at this hour 
the watchmen are asleep. . I will go on — on still farther, — 
there must be water^close by, else theft would be n« city 
built.” ^ • 

She had recovered a<:ertain amount of physical strength in 
the restorative influence^ of the fresh aif, and walked with a less 
feeble tread, ‘ — she became dimly conscious too of there being a 
number of people about, afld she dre^ her amber-coloured 
draperies riv)re closely over her head. It was a beautiful 
night; — the moon was full and brilliant, and hundreds of 
pleasure-seekers were moving hither and ^hither, — there was the 
uslial rattle and roar of the vehicular traffic of the town which, 
it must be remembered, Zaroba did not«hear. Neither did sh^ 
clearly see anything that was taking place around hej^ — for her 
sight was blurred, and the dull confusion in her brain con- 
tinued. She walked as in a dream, — she felt Ijcrself to bi in a 
dreanf; — t];ie images of El-Rami, of the lost Lilith, of the 
beautiful young F^raz, Ijad faded awaj^/rom her Recollection, — 
and she was Mving in the early nemories of days long past, — 
days of youth and hope and love, and promise. No one 
molested her ; people in London ate so accustomed to the 
sight of foreigners arAi foreign costumes,* that so lon£ as they 
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are seen walking on their apparent way peaceably, tkey may dti 
so in any garb that pleases them, provided it be decent, without 
attracting much attention savfe h-om a few small and irreverent 
Weet-arabs. And eVen the personal ard pointed observations 
of these misguided youngsters fail to disttirb the dignity of a 
Parsee^in his fez, or to ruffle the celestial composure of a 
Chinaman in )?is slippers. Zaroba, moreover, did not present 
such a markedly distinqHve appearance, — in her yellow wrapper 
and silver bangles, 'she only looked like one of the aj'a/is 
brought over from the East with the children of Anglo-Indian 
mothers, — and she passed on uninterruptedly, hap^nly deaf to 
the noisds around her, and almost blind to the ever-shifting 
human pageantry of the busy thoroughfares. 

“ The gates of the city,” she went on mumraring — “ they are 
shut, and the watchmen are asleep. There must be water near, 
— a river or a place of fountains, where the caravans pause to 
rest” * 

Now and then the* glare of the lights jn the streets troubled 
her, — and then she would pome to a halt and pass her hands 
across her eyes, — but this hesitation oniy lasted a minute, — and 
again she continued on her aimless way. The road widened 
out before her, — the buildings grew taller, statelier, a^d more 
imposing, — and suddenly she caught sight of what she had 
longed for, — the glimmering of water silvering *tself in the 
light cff the moon. 

She had reached \he Embankment ; — and a sigh of satis- 
faction escaped her, ap she felt the damp chillnSss of the wind 
from the river blowiifg against her burning forehead. The 
fresh coolness and silence soothed her, — there were few people 
about, — and ste slackened her pace unconsciously, and smiled 
as slfe lifted hef' dark face to the clear and quiet sky. She was 
faint and weary, — light-headed from want of food, — but she 
was not conscious of this any more tl\an a fever-patient is con- 
scious of his own delirium. She walked quite steadily now, — 
in no haste, but with J^he grave, majestic step that belongs 
peculiarly to women of hV type and race, — her features were 
perfectly composed,* and her eyes very bright. And now she 
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/ looked always at the riter, and saw noticing else /or a time but 
its rijDpling surface lit up ’Ay the moon. 

“They*have cut down the feeds” — she said, softly under 
her breath, — “*and the tall palms are gbne, — ^tut the river 
always the same,— they cannot 'change that. Nothing can 
dethrone the Nile-go^l, or disturb his sleep among Jhe lilies, 
down towards the path of the sunset. Here \ shall meet my • 
beloved again, — here by the banks the Nile ; — yet, it is 
strange and cruel that th^y should have cut dowm the reeds. 

I remember how softly they rustled wuth the movements of the 
little snakes that lived in the golden sand, — yes 1 — and the 
palm-trees were higli — ^so high that their feathery croiVns 
seemed to touch the stars, ft was Egypt then, — and is it not 
Eg}"pt now? %Yes — surely — surely it is Egypt! — but it is 
changed — changed, — all is changed except love ! Love is the 
same for eve?^ and the heart beats true to the one sweet tune. 
Yes, we shall meet, — my beloved and I, — and we chall tell 
one another how loyg the time has seamed since we* parted • 
yesterday. Only yesterday ! — an<J it seetns a century, — a long 
long century of pain and fear, but t4e hours have passed, and 

the wailing is over ' 

She broke off abruptly, and stood suddenly still ; — ^the 
Obelisk fa^jed her. Cut slfarp and d^rk against the brilliant 
sky the hyge “ Cleopatra’s Needle ” towered solemnly aloft, 
its aj)ex seeming to point directly at a cluster of star^^a^bove it. 
Something there was in its weird anrj frowning aspect, that 
ifppealed slicing ely to Zaroba’s wandering intelligence, — she 
gazed at it with eager, dilated eyes. • ^ 

“ To the memory of heroes 1 ” she said whispefingly, with 
a slight proud gesture of her hand,~i“To tfce glory of the 
Dead ! Salutation to the great gods and •crowned Kings I 
Salutatioij and •witness to the worl& of* what Hath Been 1 The 
river shall find a tongue — the shifting sands j|fiall uphold the 
record, so that none shall forget the things that Were ! For 
the things that Are, being weak, sh^ll perish, — but the things 
that Were, being strong, shall etdure *for ever I Here, as . 
•God liveth, is the tneeting-place ; the *palnis are 'gone, but 
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the Nile flo^ on, ai)d the moon is \he sunlight *of lovers. 
Here will I wait for my beloved, -^-he knows the appointed 

• hour, ... he will not be long-! ' 

^She sat down, as V:lose to the ObeVsk as she could get, 
her face turned towards thfe river and tht* moonlight ; and 
the clocts of the great city around herSlowly tolled eleven. 

• Her head dro^^ped forward on her chest, — though after a 

few minutes she lifted t*.er face with an anxious look — and, 
— “Did the child call mei” she ^id, and listened. Then 
she relapsed into her former sunken posture, . . once a 

strong shuddering shook her limbs as of intense cold in the 
watm June night, . . . and then she was quite still . , . 

The hours passed on, — midnight came and went, — but she 
never stirred. She seemed to belong to tlu* Obelisk and 
its attendant sphinxes, — so rigid was her figure, so ^ weird 
in its outline, so solemn in its absolute immobility. . . . 
And in «that same attitude she was found later on towards 

• mornirig, stone dead. * There was no clije to her identity, — 
nothing about her tha1^ gave ^ny hint as to her possible home 
or friends ; her statuesqufP old face, grarder than ever in the 
serene pallor of death, iomewhat awed the two burly police- 
men who lifted her stark body and turned r her feathres to the 
uncertain light of early *dawn, but ft told them no history save 
that of age and sorrow. So, in the sad chrcnicjes entitled 
“ Founcj^Pead,” she was described as “ a woman unknown, of 
foreign appearance anci^ costume, seemingly of Eastern origin,** 
— and, after a day or two, being unrecognised and unclaimed, 
sl\e was buried in the Ksual way common to all who perish 
without naftie and kindred in the dreary wilderness of a great 
city. Fdraz, mfssing on the morning after* her disappear- 
ance, (earched fdt- her everywhere as well as he knew how, — 
but, as he seldom read *the* newspapers, and probably Would 
not have recogi^ed the hpef account of her there if he had, — 
and as, moreover, he knew nothing about certain dreary build- 
ings in London called njiortuaries, where the bodies of the 

• droVned, and murdeVed, arid unidentified, lie for a little while 
awmting recognition, fie remained in complete and bewildered 
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.•ignorance of her fate. At could not imagine what* had become 
of her, and he almost begin to believe that she must have 
taken ship tack to her native IhnS, — and^that pei;haps he might 
hear of her again some*day. And truly, ste had gone back to 
her native land, — in faycy ; — ^and truly, it was also posable she 
might be met with again some day, — in another world than 
this. But in the meantime she had died, — as ^est befitted a 
servant of the old gods, — alone, and in%uncomplaining silence 
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^ T^HE hair’s-breadth balance of a Thought, — the wrong or 
X right control of Will j — on these things hang the world, 
life, time, and all Eternity. Such slight ^.breads ! — imper- 
ceptible, ungraspablc, — and yet withal strong, — strong enough 
to weave the everlasting web of good or evil, )Q/y or woe. On 
some such poise, as fine, as subtly delicate, the whole majestic 
Univferse swings round in its aj^pointed, -course, — never a pin's 
point awry, never ha'iting ip its work, never he.sitating in the 
fulfilment of its laws, on-frying out the Divine command with 
faithful exactitude and punctuality. It is strange, — mournfully 
strange, — that we never seem able to lea'-»n the grand^ lessons 
that are taught us *by this unvarying routine* of natural 
forces, — Submission, Obedience, Patience, ResignAtion, Hope. 
Prcachgcs preach the doctrine, — teachers teach it, — Nature 
silently and gloriously manifests it hourly ; but we, — we con- 
tinue to shut our ears , and eyes, — we prefer to** retreat within 
Qurselves, — our little incomplete ignorant selves, — thinking we 
shall be afolc to discover some way out of what has no egress, 
by the cunning argun\ents of our own finite intellectual faculties. 
We lail always^ — we must fail. We are bound to find out 
sooner or later that we^miist bend our stubborn ki^ees l[n the 
presence of th^. Positive^,, Eternal. But^ till the poor brain gives 
way under the prolonged pres^e and strain of 'Close inquiry 
and analysis, so long wil|, it persist in attempting to probe the 
Impenetrable, — so long will it audaciously attempt to lift the 
veil that nides the Beyond instead of resting content with what 
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^•Nature ttiaches. ** Wait ** — she says-^“ Wait otill you are 
mentally able to understand the Explanation. Wait till the 
Voice whidh is as a silver clarion, proclaims all truth, saying 
‘ Awake, Soul, lor thy ^ream is past ! Look now and see,— 
for thou art strong enough to bear 'the Light.’ ” 

Alas ! we will not wkit, — hence our life in these latter days 
of analysis is a mere querulous complaint, instead of what it 
should be, a perpetual thanksgiving. ’ 

Four seasons have passid awayrsince the “Soul of Lilith” 
was caught up into its native glory, — four seasons, — summer, 
autumn, winter and spring — and now it is summer again, — 
summer in the Isle of Cyprus, that once most sacred spot, dear 
to historic and poetic lore. Up among the low olive-crowned 
hills of Baffo or^, Paphos, there is more shade and coolness than 
in other parts of the island, and the retreat believed to have been 
the favourite bpunt of Venus is still full of something like the 
mystical glamour that hallowed it of old. As the finger of 
“ Love-Letters of a Violinist ” writes : » ^ 

'I 

** There is a glamour all aboiit the bay 

A.S if the nymphs of Greec?Jiad tarried here. 

The sands are golden and the rocks appear 
, Crested with silver ; and the breezes play 

Sr*atches of song they hummed when far away. 

And then arc hush’d as if from sudden fear.” 

Flowers bloom luxuriantly, as though the white, blue-veined 
feet of the go^ess had but lately passed &y, — there is a sugges- 
tive harmony in the subdued low w^'ispering of the trees, 
accompanied by the gentle murmur of the waves, an^i “Hieros 
Kiphos,” or the* Sacred Grove, still bends its thkk old boughs 
caressingly towards the greensward as tfiougl^ to remind the 
drearAing earth jof the bygone glories here buried deep in its 
silent bosom. The poor fragment of the ruined “Temple of 
Venus ” once gorgeous with the^gold and precious stones, silks 
and embroideries, and other offerings brought from luxury- 
loving Tyre, stands in its desolation a«iong t»he quiet woods, and 
no sound of rejoicing /:omes forth from its broken wall to stir 
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the heated air. Yet tl^ere is miisic not* far off, — the ^weet and , 
solemn music of an organ chant, accompanying a chorus of 
mild and mellow voices singing* the “ Agnus Dei.'^ Here in 
this part of the country, the native inhs^bitants are divided in 
their notions of religious liorship, — they talk Greek, albeit 
modern' Greek, with impurities which were unknown to the 
sonorous ancient tongue, and they are heroes no more, as the 
heroic Byron 'has told^ us in his superb poesy, but simply 
slaves. They but dimly comprehen d Christianity, — the joyous 
paganism of the past is not yet extinct, and the Virgin 
Mother of Christ is here adored as “ Aphroditissa.*’ Perhaps 
in dirty 'Famagousta they ifiay be more orthodox, — but 
among these sea-fronting hillls where the i»ound of the 
“ Agnus Dei ** solemnly rises and falls in, soft surges of 
harmony, it is still the old home of the Queen of Beauty, 
and still the birthplace of Adonis, son of a jDyprian King. 
Commercial England is now the possessor of this bower of 
sweets fancies, — this kittle corner of the world haunted by a 
thousand poetic m^^mories, — and in these prosy days but 
few pilgrimages are to a shripe that was once the 

glory of a glorious age. To the native Cypiiotes them- 
selves the gods have simply changed the\|- names 'and become 
a little sadder and leis playful, ti*at is all, — and to riiake up 
for the lost “ Temi)le of Venus ** there is, hidden ^deep among 
the foli^^e, a small monastic retreat with a Cross on its long 
low rooJ, — a place where a few poor monks work and pray, 
— good men whose 'virtues arc chiefly known to the sick, 
destitute and ncedy.’ij, They call themselves simply “The 
Brotherhood,'’ and there are only ten of them in all, including 
the youngest,^ who joined their confraternity quite recently. 
Thej are vexy poor, — they wear rough white garments 
and go barefooted, and* their food is of the simplest; 
but they do a vast amount of good in their unassuming way, 
and when any of their neighbours are' in trouble,,, such afflicted 
ones at once climb the little eminence where Venus was 
worshipped with such pcKnp in ancient days, and make direct 
for the plain unadorned habitation devQted to the service of 
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0ne who was “ a Man of Sorrows and acquainted with grief.” 
There they never fail to find consolation and practical aid, — 
even their persistent prayers to*“ !\phroditissa ” are condoned 
with a broad and tender patience by these* men who honestly"* 
strive to broaden and not confine the road that leads to heaven. 
Thus Paphos is sacred still, — with the glamour of old* creeds 
and the wider glory of the new, — yet though it is an interest- 
ing enough nook of the earth, it is seldsm that iravellers elect 
to go thither either to admire or explore. • Therefore the sight 
of a travelling-carriage, a tumble-down sort of vehicle, yet one 
of the best to be obtained thereabouts, making its way slowly 
up the ascent, with people in modern fashionable dre'ss sitting 
therein, was a rare and wonderful spectacle to the ragged 
Cypriote youth oi both sexes, who either stood by the roadway, 
pushing* their tangled locks from their dark eyes and staring at 
it, or else ran s^^^ftly alongside its wheels to beg for coppers from 
its occupants. There were Four of these,— two ladies and two 
gentlemen, — Sir Fredyick Vaughan and* Lady Vaughaif [nU 
Idina Chester) ; the fair and fainou^ authc/ress, Irene Vassilius, 
and a distinguished-looking handsome# man of about forty or 
thereabouts, the Duke qf Strathlea, a friend of the Vaughans, 
who had entertained them royally during the previous autumn 
at his grand pld historic hous^ in ScotlarAi. By a mere chance 
during the se,ason, he had made the acquaintance of Madame 
Vassilius, with w^hom he had fallen suddenly, deeply and 
ardently in love. She, however, was the same unresponsive far- 
gating dreamy^ibyl as ever, and though not entirely indifferent 
to the gentle reverential homage paid to^er by this chivalrous 
and honourable gentleman, she could not make up iier mind 
to give him any decided encouragement, Jle apfibared to make 
no progress with her whatever, — and of coursohis discourage- 
ment tticreased his ardour. He demised every sort of plan he 
could think of for obtaining as much of^her society as possible, 
— and finally,*he had entreated ^he Vaughans to persuade her 
to join them in a trip to the Mediterranean in his yacht. At 
first she had refused, — then, with a stfdden r:hange of humour, 
she had consented to go, provided the IsRind of Cyprus were 
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one of the peaces to Ijie visited. Strathtea eagerly caught at and 
agreed to this suggestion, — the journey had been undertaken, 
and had so far proved most ^joyable. Now they had reached 
che spot Irene most 'wished to see, — itvwas to please her that 
they were making the present excursion ^co the “ Temple of 
Venus,*' or rather, to the small and obscure monastery among 
the hills which she had expressed a strong desire to visit, — 
and Strathlea*, looking wistfully at her fair thoughtful face, 
vrondered whether ufter all thes(?' pleasant days passed to- 
gether between sparkling sea and radiant sky, she had any 
kinder thoughts of him, — whether she would alw^ays be so 
quiet, so impassive, so indifferent to the love of a true man's 
heart ? 

The carriage went slowly, — ^the view widened with everv uf>- 
ward yard of the way, — and they were all silent, gazing at the 
glittering expanse of blue ocean below them. 

How very warm it is 1 " said Lady Vaughan at last break- 
ing tke dumb spell, dnd twirling her sunshade round and round 
to disperse a cloud wf gnats and small flies — “ Fred, you look 
absolutely broiled ! Yosi-' are so dreadfully sunburnt ! ” 

“Am I?” and Sir Frederick smiled blandly, — he was as 
much in love with his pretty frivolous wife as it is Becoming for 
a man to be, and all Her remarks Vere received byihim with the 
utmost docility — “Well, I daresay I am. Yacbting doesn’t 
improve the transparent delicacy of a man’s complexion, 
Strathlea is too dark to show it much, — but I was always 
a florid sort of fellow. You've no lack of dolour yourself, 
Idina." % 

“ Oh, I' m sure I look a fright ! " responded her ladyship 
vivaciously anti with^a slight touch of petulance — “ Irene is the 
onlyrone who a^fjpears to keep cool. I believe her aspect would 
be positively frosty with the thermometer m.'ttking, loo in the 
shade ! ” , 

Irene, who was gazing abstrifictedly out to sea, turned slowly 
and lifted her drooping^lace parasol slightly higher from her 
face. She was paid, — and' her deep-set gray eyes were liquid as 
though unshed tears Tilled them. * 
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^ “ Did ycM speak to mo, dear ?*” she inquired ger^tly. Have 

t done something to vex yo\| ? ” 

Lady Vaughan laughed. « - 

‘*No, of coursje you ^laven't The ided»of yoiir vexing any^' 
body 1 You look imtatingly cool «in this tremendous heat, — 
that's all." ' 

“ I love the sun," — said Irene dreamily — “To rne it is always 
the visible sign of God in the world. In LondJn we have so 
little sunshine, — and, one jnight acjd, so, little of God also ! 
1 was just then watching that golden blaze of light upon the 

Strathlea looked at her interr<?gatively. ‘ 

“And w’hat docs it suggest *to you, Madame?" he asked — 
“The glory of f great fame, or the splendour of a great 
love?" ♦ 

“Neither" — she replied tranquilly — “Simply the reflex of 
Heaven on Earth." 

“ I^ve might be designated thus," said Strathlea in a, low 
tone. * 

She coloured a little, jDut offered ho^jesponse. 

“ It was odd that you alone should iMve been told the news 
of poor Kb5lami’s niisloitune,” said Sir Frederick, abruptly 
addressing her, — “ None of *us, not e /en my cousin Mel- 
thorpe, who tnew him before you did, had the least idea oi 
it." 

“His brother wTOte to me" — replied Irene; “Fe?az, that 
beaiLitiful youth who accompanied him to Lady Melthorpe's 
reception la.st year. Ilut he gave me ijo details, — he simply 
explained that FI Rami, through prolonged overstudy^ had lost* 
the balance of his mind. The letter was very stiort, and in it 
he stated he w as about to enter a religioul fraternity who ^had 
their aljode near Laffo in Cyprus, and .that the brethren had 
consented to receive his brother also and take charge of him in 
his great belpl/issness." • j 

“ And their jjlace is wdiat w^e are going to see now " — finished 
l^dy Vaughan — “I daresay it wull hi immensely interesting. 
Poor El-Rami ! Who yvould ever have thought it possible for 
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him to lose^ his wits ! I shall never forget the first time 1 saw 
him at the theatre. Hamlet was Ijping played, and he enterea 
in the very middle of the epepch ‘To be or not to be.* I 
vemember how he looked, perfectly. What eyes he had ! — they 
positively scared me ! ” •_ ^ 

Her husband glanced at her admirinj^ly. 

“Do you know, Idina” — he said, “that El-Rami told me 
on that very l^^ght — the night of Hamlet that I was destined to 
marry you ? ” , ^ , 

She lifted her eyelids in surprise. 

“ No ! Really ! And did you feel yourself compelled to 
carry out the prophecy ? “ — and she laughed. 

“No, I did not feel myself compelled, — hut somehow, it 
happened — didn’t it ? ” he inquired with naive persistency. 

“ Of course it did ! How absurd you are ! and she laughed 
again — “ Are you sorry ? *’ 

He^gave her an expressive look, — he was really very much in 
love,, and she was ctill a new enough bride to blush at his 
amorous regard, ^l^rathlea moved imf)atiently in his seat ; — 
the assured happiness of others made him envious. 

“ I suppose this prophet, — ELRimi, as you call him, 
prophesies no longer, if his wits are lacking '* — he said — 
“ otherwise I should, have asked him to prophesy something 
good for me.*’ 

No one answered. Lady Vaughan stole a meaning glance 
and smhe at Irene, but there was no touch of embarrassment 
or flush of colour oil that fair, serene, rather plaintive face. 

“ He always went into things with such terrible closeness, 
did El'P-ami, — ” said Sir Frederick after a pause — “ No 
wonder his biain gave way at last You kno^ you can’t keep 
on ^asking the^^ whyf why, why of everything without getting 
shut up in the long run,” 

“ I think we were not meant to ask ‘ why ’ at all,’* said Irene 
slowly — “ Wd are made to accept and believe that everything is 
for the best" 

“ There is a story extant in France of a certain philosopher 
who wi^s always a^ing why — ” said Strathlea— “ He was a 
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taciturn man as a rule,. and seldom opened his ]ips except to 
say ‘Pourquoi?' When^his wife died suddenly, he mani- 
fested no* useless regrets — he merely said ‘Pourquoi?* One 
day they told him his house in the couiit/y was burned to the 
ground, — be shru^ed his shoulders and said ‘ Pourquoi ? ' 
After a bit he lost all his fortune, — his furniture was sold up, — 
he stared at the bailiffs and said ‘ Pourquoi Later on he 
was suspected of being in a plot to assassinate die King, — men 
came and seized his pa})e^ and topk Kim away to prison, — he 
made no resistance, — he only said ‘ Pourquoi ? ' He was tried, 
found guilty and condemned to death ; the judge asked him if he 
had anything to say ? He replied at once ‘Pourquoi?’ No 
answer was vcuchsafed to him, and in due time he was taken 
to the scaffold. There the executioner bandaged his eyes, — he 
said ‘ Pourquoi V — he was told to kneel down ; he did so, but 
again demanded ‘ Pourquoi ? ’ — the knife fell, and his head was 
severed from fiis body — yet before it rolled into the basket, it 
trembled on the block, its eyes opened, i^-fi lips moved, and for 
the last time uttered that final, never-^p-be answered query 
‘ Pourquoi ? ’ ! ” ^ ^ ^ 

They alLlaughed at this story, and just then the carriage 
stopped. The driver got down and explained in very bad 
Frencbithat he coulJ go no ^Arther, — thrt the road had termin- 
ated, and that there was now only a footpath which led through 
the trees to 'the little monastic retreat whither they were bound. 
They alighted, therefore, and found themselves close to the 
ruin supposed to have once been the Temple of Venus.’’ 
They paused for a moment, looking at the scene in silence. 

“ There must have been a great joyousness in the old creeds,^’ 
said Strathlea s'->ftly, with an admiring glance at^ Irene’s slight, 
slim, almost fairy-like figure clad in its clofee-fittjng garb of silky 
white— “At the shrine of Venus for.example, one could declare 
one’s love •without fear or shame.” 

“ That can be done sisll,” observed 3S5ir Frederick laughingly, 
“ And is done, pretty often. People haven’t left off making 
love because the faith in Venus is e^1)loded. I expect Uiey’U 
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go on in the same old abandoned way to the e^d of the 
chapter.” 

And, throwing his arm round his wife’s waist, h& sauntered 
cn with her towards thicket of trees at tho end of which 
their driver had told them the “ refuge ” was situated, leaving 
StrathleJi and Madame Vassilius to folio i". Strathlea perceived 
and was grateful for the opportunity thus given, and ventured 
to approach I^fcne a little more closely. She was still gazing 
out to the sea, her soH; eyes were drf^amy and abstracted, — her 
small ungloved right hand hung down at her side, — after a 
moment’s hesitation, he boldly lifted it and touched its deli 
cate whiteness with a kiss. She started nervously — she had 
been away in the land of dreams, — and now she met his 
gaze with a certain vague reproach in the sweet expression of 
her face. 

“ I cannot help it — ” said Strathlea quickly, and in a low 
eager tone — ** I cannot, Irene ! You know I love you, — you 
have , seen it, and y<?.u have discouraged and repelled me in 
every possible way, — but I am not made of stone or marble— 
I am mere flesh and blood, and I must speak. I love you, 
Irene ! I love you — I will not unsay it I want you to be my 
wife. Will you, Irene ? Do not be in‘a hurry to pnswer me — 
think long enough to* allow some pity for me to mingle with 
your thoughts. Just imagine a little hand like this ” — and he 
kissed it again — “ holding the pen with such a masterful grip 
and inditing to the world the thoughts and words that live in 
the minds of thousarfds, — is it such a cold hand that it is im- 
pervious to love’s caress ? I cannot — I will not believe it. 
Vou cannot be obdurale for ever. What is there in love that 
it should repek you ?” 

She smiled gravely ; and gently, very gently, withdrew her 
hand. 

“ It is not love that repels me — ” she said, “ It is what is 
called in ’this worldj — a selfish sefitiment that is not love 
at all. I assure you I am not insensible to your affection for 
me, my dear Duke . . wish for your sake I were differently 
constituted.” 
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She parsed a moment, then added hs^tily, “ See, the others 
are out of sight — do let us overtake them.” 

She moved away quickly with* that soft gliding tread of hers 
which reminded one cf a poet’s sylph walking on a moonbeam, 
and he paced beside her, half hiortified, yet not altogether 
without hope. 

“ Why are you so anxious to see this man who has lost his 
wits, — this El-Rami Zaranos ? ” he asked, ^ith a touch of 
jealousy in his accents-' “ Was he more to you than most 
people ? ” 

She raised her eyes with an expression of grave remon- 
strance. 

“ Your thoughts wrong me — ” she said simply — “ I never 
saw El-Rami bet twice in my life, — I only pitied him greatly. 

I used to liave a strong instinct upon me that all would not be 
well with himnn the tnd.*\ 

“Why?” 

“First, because he had no faith, — secbndly, because lie had* 
an excess of pride. He dismissed God jut of his calculations 
altogether, and was perfectly conte.'^ to rely on the onward 
march of his own intellect. Intellectual Egoism is always 
doomed to destruction, — this seems to be a Law of the 
Universe. Indeed, Egoism, whether sensual or intellectual, is 
always a d efiance of God,” 

Strathlea walked along in silence for a minute, then he said 
abruptly : 

“ It is odd to hear you speak like this, as if you were a 
religious woman. You are not religion s, — every one says so, — 
you are a free-thinker, — and also, pardon me for r peating it, 
society supposes you to be full of thjs sin jrou condemn — 
Intellectual Egoism.” 

“ Society may suppose what it pleases of me” — said Irene, 
“ I was never its favourite, and n^ver shall be, nor do I 
court its good opinion. Yes, J am a free-thinker, and freely 
think without narrow law or boundary, of the majesty, beauty 
and surpassing goodness of God. ^'As fof intellectual egoism, 
— I hope I am not iii any respect guilty of it. To be proud of 
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what one doep, or what one knows, has^always seemCd to me 
the poorest sort of vanity, — and it is? the stumbling block over 
which a great many workers in^the literary profession* fall, never 
td* rise again. But ydif are quite right in saying I am not a 
‘ religious ' woman ; I never gb to church and I never patronise 
bazaars.^ 

The sparkle of mirth in her eyes was infectious, and he 
laughed. But Suddenly, she stopped, and laid her hand on 
his arm, " ‘ 

“ Listen,** she said, with a slight tremor in her voice — 
‘‘You love me, you say . . . and I — 1 am not altogether 
indifferent 'to you — I confess that much. Wait ! ’* for in an 
excess of delight he had caught' both her hanas in his own, 
and she loosened them gently — “ Wait — you do not know me, 
my dear friend. You do not understand my nature at all, — I 
sometimes think myself it is not what is unders'-ood as ‘ femi- 
nine.* T am an abnormal creature — and perhaps if you knew 
me better you would riot like me ...’*, 

“ I adore you ! '* said Stratlilea impetuously, “ and I shall 
always adore you ! ** 

She smiled rather sadly. 

“You think so now,** — she said — “ but you cannot be sure, 
— no man can always sure of hiVnself. You spoke of society 
and its opinion of me ; — now, as a rule, average people do not 
like me, — they are vaguely afraid of me, — and they think it is 
strange and almo.st dangerous for a ‘ writing woman ' to be still 
young, and not entirely hideous. Literary women generally aie 
so safely and harmlessly, repellent in look and bearing. Then 
again, as you said, I am not a religious woman, — no, not at all 
so in the accepted sense of the term. But with all my heart 
and scul I believ*; in A^od, and the ultimate good of everything. 
1 abhor those who would narrow our vision of fccavepl> things 
by dogma or rule — I resent all ideas of the Creator that seem 
to lessen His glory by one iota, I may truly say I live in an 
ecstasy of faith, accepting life as a wondrous miracle, and death 
as a crowning joy. I pray^but seldom, as I have nothing to 
SLsk for, being given far more than I deser ve, — and I complain 
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^of nothing save the blind, cruel injustice an(^ misjudgment 

* shown by one human unit iff another. I'his is not God*s doing, 
but Man’si— and it will, it mu^t, bring down full punishment in 
due season.** • • • * • 

She paused a mcynent, — Strathlca was looking at her admir- 
ingly, and she colour(*[i suddenly at his gaze. • 

“ Besides ” — she added with an abrupt change of tone, from ^ 
enthusiasm to coldness, “ you must not, my d*^ Duke, think 
that I feel myself in ar^^ way digtingui^hed or honoured by 
your proposal to make me your wife. I do not. This sounds 
very brusque, I know, but 1 think as a general rule in marriage, 
a woman gives a great deal m(fre than she ever receives. I am 
aware how vety much your position and fortune might appeal 
to many of my ^ex, — but I need scarcely tell you they have no 
influe»ce upon me. For, notwithstanding an entire lack of log- 
rollers and pjess ‘ booms * '* — and she smiled — “ my books 
bring me in large sums, silfiicient and more than suffi(jent for 
all my worldly needs. And I am not ambitious tew be a « 
duchess.** • 

“You are cruel, Ir^ne *’ — said*^athlea — “Should I ever 
attaint you* with worldly motives? i never wanted to be a 
duke — I was born so,-^and a horrid bore it is ! If I were a 
poor nftn, could you fancy «ie ?” • 

He looked at her, — and her eyes fell under his ardent gaze. 
He saw his advantage, and profited by it. 

“ You do not positively hate me ? *’ he asked. • 

•She gave him one fleeting glance through her long lashes, 
and a faint smile rested on her mouth.^ 

“ How could I? *' she murmured — “you are my fjiend.” * 

“ Well, will you try to like me a little more tfean a friend ? ” 
— he continued eagerly — “Will you saJPto jjpurself noy and 
then-^‘*He is a^big, bluff, clumsy ^gljshman, with more faults 
than virtues, more money than brains, and a stupid title sticking 
upon him lil^e a bow of^ribbon on a l?8ar*s hea^, but he is very 
fond of me, and would give up everything in the world for me * 
—will you say that to yourself, and lifink as well as you can of 
me? — will you, Ireney*** 
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SRe raised ^her head. AA coldness ^nd hauteur had left her 
face, and her eyes wer4 very soft and tender. 

“ My dear friend, I cannot .hear you do yourself •wrong ” — 
she said — “and I an>itot as unjust as you perha.ps imagine. I 
know your worth. You ha^e more virtue^ than faults, more 
brains than money, — you are generous ai\d kindly, and in this 
instance, your title sets off the grace of a true and gallant 
gentleman. G|ve me time to consider a little, — let us join 
the Vaughans, — I premise ^you I ^ill give you your answer 
to-day.” 

A light flashed over his features, and stooping, he once more 
kissed her -hand. Then, as she*moved on, a gracefully gliding 
figure under the dark arching boughs, he followed with a firm 
joyous step such as might have befitted a knight of the court 
of King Arthur who had, after hard fighting, at last wop some 
distinct pledge of his “ ladye^s ” future favour. 
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D eeply embowered among arching boughs and covered 
with tlfb luxuriant foliage of many a climbing and 
flowering vine, the little monastic refuge appeared at first sight 
more like the*tetreat of a poet or painter than a religious house 
where holy ascetics fasted and prayed and followed the* difficult 
discipline of daily seif denial. When the little party of visitors 
reached its quaint low door they all paused before ringing the 
bell that ljung visibly aloft among •clustering clematis, and 
looked about them in admiration. 

“ WJiat a dclicioifs place I said Lady Vaughan, bending to 
scent the lodours of a ricR musk ro?e that had pushed its 
lovely head through the leaves as though inviting attention — 
“How peaceful 1 . . . and listen I What grand upusic they 
are singing ! " ^ 

• She held u^ her finger, — the others obeyed the gesture, and 
hushed their steps to hear every not^of the stately harmony 
that pealed out upon the air. The brethren wei% chanting 
part of the grand Greek “ Hymn of Cle^nthe^” a translation 
of which may be roughly rendered irf the folk)wing 
stropli^ :* 

• -.V 

“ Many-nairtfed and most glorious of the Immortals, Almighty for 
ever, ^ 

Ruler of Nature whose government®is orddr and law, 

Hail, all hail 1 for good it is that mortals should praiso thee t * 
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• We are Thy offspring we arc tHe Image of Thy Voico^ 

And only the Image, as all mortal tlyngs are that live and move 
by Thy power, • , 

CTierefore do Vc exalt Thy Name and sing of Thy glory for- 
ever ! . * 

^ # 

«• •• Thee doth the splendid Univyse obey 
Moving whithersoever Thou leadest, 
all are gladly swayed by Thee. 


• Naught is done in the* earth without thee, O God — 

Nor in the divine sphere of the heavens, nor in the deepest 
depths of the sea, 

&ive the T/orks that evil men commit in their hours of folly. 


* • 

“ Yet thou knowest where to find place for superfluous things. 
Thou dost order that which seems disorderly, • 

And things not dear to men are dear to Thee ! • 

‘‘Thou ^ost harmonise into One both Good and Evil, 

• For (here is One Everlasting Reason for them all. 

t 

* O thou All-Giver, Dweller iij the clouds, Lord of the thunder, 
Save thou men from their own self-soughr unhappiness, 

Do thou, O Father, scatter darkness from their sou*is, and give 
them light to discover true wisdom. 

f • 

* In being honoured let them pay Thee Honour, 

Hymning Thy glorious works continually as beseems mortal 
men, « 

Since there can be no greater glory for men or gods than this, 
To praise for ever and ever the grand and Universal Law ! • 

Amen ! — ^Amen ! — Amen !• 


• 

“ Strange th*:y should elect to sing that "-'-said Strathlea 
musirvgly — " I r^nedter learning it off by heart in my student 
days. They have left put* a verse of it here and lhe^,f-but 
it is quite a Pa^an hymn.” * 

“ It seems to me very good ChAstianity "-^said Irene 
Vassilius, her eyes kindling with emotion — It is a grand and 
convincing act of thank^iving, and I think we have more 
ccause forahankfulnesfs than supplication." 
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* ■ * • 

I am not yet quite sure about that myself^" — ^murmured 

Strathlea in her ear — “ I ^shall know tetter when the day is 
ended which I need most, prayer or thanksgiving." 

She coloured a lijtle and her eye® • fell, —meanwhile the 
solemn music ceased. • 

“ Shall I ring ? " irg^uired Sir Frederick as the last fiote died 
away on the air. 

They all silently acquiesced, — and by me|ns of a coarse 
rope hanging down amogg the flqwers ^he bell was gently set 
in motion. Its soft clang was almost immediately answered 
by a venerable monk in white garments, with a long rosary 
twisted into his girdle and a Cross and Star blazoned in gold 
upon his breast. • 

“ BenediciteJ ” said this personage mildly, making the sign 
of tl^e cross before otherwise addressing the visitors, — then, as 
they instinctively bent their heads to the pious greeting, he 
o]Kmed the door a little "wider and asked them in French what 
they sought. • • * 

For answer Madafne Vassilius steppec^ forward and gave him 
an open letter, one which she khe^ would serve as a pass to 
obtain ready admission to the monastery, and as the monk 
glanced it over his pale features brightened visibly. 

“/eh I Friends of our, youngest l^rother Sebastian” — he 
said in rfuent English — “Enter! You are most heartily 
welcome.’^ 

He stood aside, and they all passed under the low porch 
into a squs^e hall, painted from ceiling to floor in delicate 
fresco. The designs were so beautiful and so admirabljj^ 
executed, that Strathlea could not r?sist .^toppin^ to loolc at 
one or two them, ^ 

“ These are very fine ” — he said, addressing the gray-haired 
reclus^ who escorted them — “ they tlie work o\ some 

ancient 6r modern artist ? " 

The old man smiled and gave a >ieprecatifkg, almost apolo- 
getic gesture. * 

“They are the result of a feiy*year^' pleasant labour" — 
he replied — “ I was very happy while qpployed thus.” 
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”You did ^hem ! ” exclaimed Lady • Vaughan, tuiviing her 
eyes upon him in frank wonder andf admiration — “ Why then 
you are a genius ! ** • < ' 

The monk shook hft'head. , 

“ Oh no, Madame, not so* We none us lay claim to 
‘genius* J that is for those in the outer wtf/ld, — here we simply 
work and do our best for the mere love of doing it.** 

Here, precede ig them little, he threw open a door, and 
ushered them into a <§uainVlow roofn, panelled in oak, and 
begged them to be seated for a few moments while he went to 
inform “ Brother Sebastian *' of their arrival 

Left alorfe they gazed about ^n silence, till Sir Frederick, 
after staring hard at the panelled Walls said — * • 

“ You may be pretty sure these fellows ha\e carved every 
bit of that oak themselves. Monks are always wonderful 
workmen , — Laborare est orart^ you know. By the way I 
noticed ^hat monk artist who was with us just now wore no 
^onsurev — I wonder why? Anyhow it*s a very ugly disfigure- 
ment and quite senseless ; they do well to abjure it.” 

“ Is this man you coip^ to see, — El-Rami — a member of 
the Fraternity ? ** asked Stralhlea of Irene in a low tone. 

She shook her head compassionately. 

“ Oh no — poor creat ire, — he w'juld not understand their 
rules or their discipline. He is simply in their chaise, as one 
who must for all his life be weak and helpless.*’ 

At that ihoment the door opened, and a tall slim figure api- 
peared, clad in the trailing white garments of the brotherhood j 
and in the dark poetic ^ice, brilliant eyes and fine sensitive 
motith there was Ittle difficulty in recognising Fdraz as the 
Brother Sebastian *’ for whom they waited. He advanced 
towards them vyh sSigular grace and quiet dignity, — the 
former timidity and impetuosity of youth had entirely lefi^ him, 
and from his outward aspect and bearing he lookeci like a 
young saint whose thougiits were alwa^ls set on the highest 
things, yet who nevertheless had known what it was to suffer in 
the search for peaoe. ^ ^ 0 

\^“You aj;e most wflcome, Madame **-7-he said, inclining 
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himself ^ith a courtdbus gentleness Jowards Irene, — ** I ex- 
pected you, — 1 felt sure that you would one day come to see 
us. I know you were always iifterested in my^ brother . . 

“ I was, and am« still ” — replied li^ne gently, “ and *in 
yourself also.” ^ • 

Feraz, or lirolhef Sebastian ” as he was now calfed, made 
another gentle salutation expressive of gratitude, and then, 
turned his eyes questioningly on the other members of the party. 

“ You will not need tod)e reminded o^Sir Frederick Vaughan 
and Lady Vaughan,” — went on Irene, — then as these exchanged 
greetings, she added — “ This gentleman whom you do not 
know is the Duke of Strathfta, — we have made \Jie journey 

from EnghinS in his yacht, and ” she hesitated a moment, 

the colour deepening a little in her fair cheeks — “ he is a great 
friend of mine.’* 

F^raz glaiKed at her once, — then once at Strathlea, and a 
grave smile softened his pensive face. He extended Jhis hand 
with a frank cordialj^y that was charming, and Strathlea ^^ressec? 
it warmly, fascinated by the extreme be»uty and dignity of this 
youthful ascetic, swowi to the solitariness of the religious life 
ere he had touched his manhood’s prtme. 

“ And how is Fi-RUmi ? ” asked Sir Frederick with good- 
natured b\pffness — “ My ccTlisin MelthJrpe was much distressed 
to hear wljat had happened, — ^and so were we all, — really— a 
terrible calamity — but you know overstudy will upset a man, — 
it’s no use doing too much ” 

• He broke»off his incoherent remarks ^abruptly, embarrassed a 
little by the calmly raournful gaze of “ brother Sebastian’s ” deejipm 
dark eyes. • % 

“ You are^ very good. Sir F'rederick,” — he «aid gently — “ 1 
am sure you sympathise truly, and I thank you all f^r your 
synfijsathy. Rut — I am not sure t^at»I should be sorrowful for 
my brother’s seeming affliction. God’s will^ has been made 
manifest ir> this, as in Sther thjpgs, — and we must needs accept 
that will without complaint. For the rest, El-Rimi is well, — 
and not only well, but happy. Let* me take*you to him.” 

They hesitated,-^all except Irene. *^Lady Vaughan was«a 
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nervous creature, — she had a veiy vivid* remembrancfe of El- • 
Kami’s “ terrible eyes ” — they looked fiery enough when he 
was sane, — but how would th^y look now when he 'was . . . 
mid? She moved ufiitasily, — her husband pulled his long 
moustache doubtfully as he‘ studied her Somewhat alarmed 
countenafice, — and F^raz, glancing at tht group, silently un- 
derstood the situation. 

“Will you cfJmc with ^me, Madame?” he said, addressing 
himself solely to Irene-*-** It •is betteir perhaps that you should 
see him first alone. But he will not distress you ... he is 
quite harmless . . . poor El-Rimi ! ” 

In spite df himself his voice ti^embled, — and Irene's warm 
heart swelled for sympathy. ‘ * • 

**I will come at once” — she said, and as sV-e prepared to 
leave the room Strathlea whispered : ** Let me go with yotl ! ” 
She gave a mute sign of assent, — and Fdraz leading the way, 
they quie/ly followed, while Sir Frederick and his wife remained 
behindit They passed efirst through a loijg stone corridor, — 
then into a beautiful q\\adrangular court with a fountain in its 
centre, and wooden bencl^S set at equal- distances under its 
moss-grow n vine-covered colonnade. Flow^ers grew everywhere 
in the wildest, loveliest profusion, — tame doves strutted about 
on the pavement wdth peaceful and proud compla(;‘ency, and 
palms and magnolias grew up in tall and tangled,, profusion 
wherever they could obtain root-hold, casting their long, leafy 
trembling shadows across the quadrangle and softening the too 
dazzling light reflected fi'om the brilliant sky abova Up in it 
^far corner of this little garden paradise, under the shade of a 
spr^tiding cpdar, sat the placid figure of a man, — one of the 
brethren at first he seemed, for he was clothed in tKe garb of the 
monastic order, aqd a foose cowl was flung back from his un- 
covered head on which thp hair shone white and glistening as 
fine spun silver. His hands were loosely clasped together, — 
his large dark eyes were fiked on^ the rayi of light that quivered 
prismatically in the foam of the tossing fountain, and near his 
feet a couple of amorous sfiQ.wy dov^s sat brooding in the sun. 
‘Ije did not ^cm to heay the footsteps of his approaching visitors, 
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^and even ^hen they caifie close up to it waaonly by slow 
degrees that he appeared to become conscious of their 
presence. * • * 

“ El-Rimi l^'said his brother with teflefer gentleness — “ EJI- 
Rami, these are fric^idswho have jf)urneyed hither to see you.” 

Then, like a man rdluctantly awaking from a long and plea- 
sant noonday dream, he rose and stood up with singularly , 
majestic dignity, and for a moment iooked so iike the proud, 
indomitable El-Rimi of feymer dajis, that* Irene Vassilius in her 
intense interest and compassion for him, half fancied that the 
surprise of seeing old acquaintances had for a brief interval 
brought back both reason and remembrance. Bu\ no, — his 
eyes rested •up'on her unrecognisingly, though he greeted her 
and Strathlea al«o, with the stateliest of salutations. 

“ Fnends are always welcome” — he said, “But friends are 
rare in the wofld, — it is not in the world one must look for 
them. There was a time f assure you, . . . when I . even 
I, . . could have h^d the most powerfii! of all friends for the • 
mere asking, — but it is too late now — too late.” 

He sighed profoundly, and seal«4 himself again on the 
bench as before. ^ • 

“ What does he .mean ? ” asked Strathlea of Fe^raz in a 
low tone. ^ ^ • 

“It is not always easy to understand him,” responded 
Fdraz gently — “ But in this case, when he speaks of the friend 
he might have had for the mere asking, he means, — God.” 

•The warm 4ears rushed into Irene's e^es. 

“Nay, God is his friend I am sure ”^she said with fervour,^ 
The great Creator is no man’s enemy.” 

Feraz gav'eTier an eloquent look. 

“ True, dear Madame ” — he answerftl, — W But ther| are 
timef awd seasgns of affliction wht*n we feel and know our- 
selves to be unworthy of the Divine friendship^ and when our 
own conscietfice considli-s God^s one very far ofF.” 

Yielding to the deep impulse of pity that swayed her, she 
advanced softly, and sitting down Reside* Et-Rami, took his 
hand in her own. He turned and looked at her, — al the fsuu 
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delicate face c:nd soft ^rdent eyes, — at *the slight dafnty figure 
in its close-fitting white garb, — ai^d a faint wondering smile 
brightened his features. 

“ What is this ? ” ^he murmured, then glancing downward 
at her small white ringless *nand as it belli his — “ Is this an 
angel ? Yes, it must be, — well then, ftiere is hope at last. 
You bring me news of Lilith?” 

Irene started, and hit* heart beat nervously, — she could 
not understand this, tb her,«new ph^ie of his wandering mind. 
What was she to say in answer to so strange a question ? — for 
who was Lilith ? She gazed helplessly at Fdraz, — he returned 
hel look with one so earnest ancl imploring, that she answered 
at once as she thought most advisable — 

« Yes I ” 

A sudden trembling shook El-Rami’s frame, and he sVemed 
absorbed. After a long pause, he lifted his dark eyes and 
fixed them solemnly upon her. 

* “ Then, she knows ^11 now ?” he den:\anded — “She under- 

stands that I am pathent ? — ;that I repent ? — that 1 believe ? — 
and that I love her as shei would have me love her, — faithfully 
and far beyond all life afid time ? ” 

Without hesitation, and only anxious to> soothe and comfort 
him, Irene answered at!' once — ^ 

“Yes — yes — she understands. Be consoled— be patient 
still — you will meet her soon again.” 

“ Soon again ? ” he echoed, with a pathetic glance upward 
at the dazzling blue sky — “Soon? In a thousand years?— 
" or a thousand thousafd? — for so do happy angels count 
the tiine.< To mCe an hour is long — but to Lilith, cycles are 
moments,” ^ 

Hi^ head sank on^his breast, — he seemed to fall suddenly 
into a dreamy state ofi m®editation, — and just th^n‘a*slow 
bell began to toll to aijd fro from a wooden turret on the 
monastery roof. « * 

“That is for vespers” — said F^raz — “Will you come, 
Madame, and h&r bur sir'll ng ? \ou shall see El- Rami again 


^fterwardf* 
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, Silently* she rose, bht her ‘movemetit to depart roused 
El-R^mi from his abstraction, and he looked at her wist- 

fully. • ^ 

They say tliere is happiness in the wofid ” — he said slowly, 
but I have not fbund it. Littife messenger of peace, are 
you happy ? ” • 

The pathos of his rich musical voice, as he said the words « 
“little mes^ienger of peace,” was • indescriblkbly touching. 
Strathlea found his eycr# suddenly growing dim with tears, 
and Irene's voice trembled greatly as she answered — 

“ No, not quite happy, dear friend ; — we are none of us quite 
happy.” ^ \ • 

“ Not withoiit love,” — said El-Rimi, speaking with sudden 
firmness and decision — “ Without love we are p>owerless. 
With if, we can compass all things. Do not miss love ; it is 
the clue to the ^reat Secret, — the only key to God’s mystery. 
But you know this already, — better than I can tell you, -•-for I 
have missed it, — not Jpst it, you understand, but only irflssed 
it. I shall find it again, — I hope,^. . . > pray I shall find it 
again ! God be with you, little me3K<inger ! Be happy while 
you can ! 

He extended his Jiand with a gesture which might have 
been one o^ dismissal or behediction dt both, and then sank 
into his forn^er attitude of resigned contemplation, while Irene 
Vassilius, too much moved to speak, walked across the court 
between Strathlea and the beautiful young “ Brother Sebastian,” 
scarcely seeing the sunlight for tears. * Strathlea, too, was 
deeply touched ; — so splendid a figure ^f a man as El-Rami « 
he had seldom seen, and the ruin of brilliant facultie'^ in such 
a superb physique appeared to him the mosl^ disastrous of 
calamities. ^ ^ 

“Is* he always like that?” he inquired of F^raz, with a 
backward compassionate glance at the j^uiet figurg sitting under 
the cedar-boughs. ^ 

“Nearly always,” replied F^raz — “Sometimes ne talks of 
"" birds and flowers, — sometimes he talles a thitdisli delight in 
the sunlight — he is most happy, I think, whtn I take him aloniyf; 
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into the chapel and, play to him on 'the organ. He is very 
peaceful, and never at any time violent.” 

“And,” pursued Strathlea,' hesitatingly, “who is, br who was 
fhe Lilith he sspeaks*'c)f ? ” t ‘ 

“ A woman he loved ” — a^iswered Ft^raz (Quietly — “ and whom 
he loves still. She lives — for him — in Weaven.” 

No more questions were asked, and in another minute they 
arrived at the#bpen dooiiof the little chapel, where Sir Frederick 
and Lady Vaughan, ^attraoted by |jhe sound of music, were 
already awaiting them. Irene briefly whispered a hurried 
explanation of El-Kimi's condition, and Lady Vaughan 
declared, /she would go and sfce him after the vesper-service 
was over. ‘ ’ * 

“ You must not expect the usual sort of vespers ” — said 
F(^raz then — “Our form is not the Roman Catholic.” ^ 

“ Is it not ? ” queried Strathlea, surprised — “,Then, may one 
ask wfeat is it ? ” 

“Our own,” — wa^the brief response.^ 

Three or four wSiite-cowled, white- garmented figures now 
began to glide into tl^*»chapel by a^ side-entrance, and Sir 
Frederick Vaughan asktd with some curiosity ; 

“ Which is the Superior ? ” , * 

“We have no Suferior” — refilled F^raz — “TherS is one 
Master of all the Brotherhoods, but he has no fixed habitation, 
and he is not at present in Europe. He visits the different 
branches of our Fraternity at different intervals, — but he has 
not been here since liiy brother and I came. I» this house. we 
are a sort of small Repijjt)lic, — each man governs himself, and we 
are all yi perfect unity, as we all implicitly follow the same 
fixed rules. Will you go into the chapel now? I must leave 
you, as I have to sii^ the chorale.” 

They obeyed his ges,*^ure, and went softly intp the little«sacred 
place, now glowing with light, and redolent of sweet peifume, 
the natural incense w^ted op the aBr from the, many flowers 
which were clustered in every nook and corner. Seating them 
selves, quietly oh a»woo(f#n benclf at the end of the building, 
^s^they wakched the proceedings in mingled wonder and rever- 
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^ence, — fo» such a religious service as this Aey had assui^dly 
never witnessed. There was no altar, — bnly an arched recess, 
wherein stood a large, roughly-carved wooden cross, the base 
of which was •entirely surrounded witl^ the * rarest flowers. 
Through the stained-glass window Jbehind, the warm afternoon 
light streamed gloriously, — it fell upon the wooden beams of 
the Sign of Salvation, with a rose and purple radiance like that 
of newly-kindled fire, — and as the few monks gajthered together * 
and knelt before it in sijent pra)jer, thp scene was strangely 
impressive, though tl!e surroundings were so simple. And 
when, through the deep stillness an organ-chord broke grandly 
like a wave from the sea, and the voice of F^raz,ddeep, rij:h, 
and pathetis: escclaimed as it were, in song, * 

* “ Quare tristis es anima mea t 
Quare conturbas me 

« 

giving the reply in still sweeter accents, 

Spera in Deo ^ 

• 

then Irene ¥assilius sank on her knedj and hid her face in her 
clasped haijds, her whdle soul shaken by emotion and uplifted 
to hea\^n by the magic of d^vinest harmony. Strathlea looked 
at her slight kneeling figure and his lieart beat passionately, 
— he bent ‘his head too, close beside hers, partly out of a 
devotional sense, partly perhaps to have a nearer glimpse of the 
Iqvely fair hair that clustered in such terypting little ripples and 
curls on the back of her slim white neck. The monks, pros- 
trating themselves before the Cross, nffurmured together sorntf*^ 
indistinct ortsrons for a few minutes, — then came a pluse, — and 
once more the voice of Feraz rang out^n soff warm vibrating 
notes oj melody ; — the words he ^ng were h*s own* ai^ fell 
distinctly ^)n tlTe ears as roundly and*perfectly as the chune of 
a true-toned bell — • ^ ♦ 

• e 

O hear ye not the voice of the Belovgd ? 

Through golden seas of ^rry lij^ht^it falls, 

And like « summons in the nigiit it calls, ^ 
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Saying, — “Lost children of the Fathv’s House 
Why do y? wander ‘wilfully away ? 

Lo, I have sought ye sorrowing e^^ery day, — 

And yet ye ^dll not answer,— will not turn 
*' To meet My love /of which the angels \ earn ! 

In all the causeless griefe wherewith yon»‘ hearts are moved 
H^Lve ye no time to hear the Voice of-Jthe Beloved ? ” 

O hearken to the Voice of the Beloved ! 

Sweeter if is than music, — sweeter far 
Than angel-anthcms in^ happy fiar *' 

O wandering children of the Father's House, 

Turn homeward ere the coming of the night, 

' Follow \he pathway leading to* the light ! 

So shall the sorrows of long exile cease * ‘ 

And tears be turned to smiles and pain to pe?vce. 

Lift up your hearts and let your faith be proved ; — 

Answer, oh answer the Voice of the Beloved ! 

Vevf simple stanzaj these, and yet, sung by F^raz as only he 
could sing, they carried in their very ^utterance a singulaily 
passionate and beautiful appeal. The fact of his singing the 
verses in English irnplie^ a gracefully-intended compliment to 
his visitors, — and after the last line ** Answer, oh .answer the 
voice of the Beloved T’ a deep ;?ilence reigned in the little 
chapel. After some niinutes this silence was gently disturbed 
by what one might express as the gradual fiowing-ln of miisic, 
— a soft, persuasive ripple of sound that seemed to wind in and 
out as though it had c^ept forth from the air as a ^stream creeps 
through the grasses. And while that delicious harmony rose 
an/l fell on the othert^ise absolute stillness, Strathlca was 
thrilled tKirough every nerve of his being by touch of a 
small soft warm^and^hat stole tremblingly near his own as the 
musio^ stole into Ris heart;— a hand that after a little hesitation 
placed itself on his in a Wtfully submissive way that ‘filled him 
with ’•apture and wonder. He pres^d the clinjging dainty 
fingers^'n his own broad palm— 

“ Irerte I '' he^ whisper^, as he bent his head lower in 
apparent devotion — “ Irene, — is this my answer ? " 
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STie loqjced up and g%ve hiindone fleeting glance through *eyes 
'that were dim with tears ; a faint smile quivered ^n her lips, — 
and then, ^he hid her face ag|iin, — but — left her hand in his. 
And as the mueic, solemn and sweet, su^g^ed ar©und them botJi 
like a rolling wave,^St?athlea knew his causj^ was won, and for 
this favour of high ^eaven, mentally uttered a l^rief but 
passionately fervent “ Laus Deo'* He had obtained the best 
blessing that God can give — Love, — and he felt devoutly * 
certain that he had nothing more to ask for in tms world or the 
next. Love for him ^ was enough, — as indeed it should be 
enough for us all if only we will understand it in its h^’ghest 
sense. Shall e ever underst^d ? — or never ? , 
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T he vcjspers over, the little party of English visitors passed 
out of the chapel into the' corridor. The^ie ihey waited 
in silence, the emotions of two of them at l^^ast, being suffi- 
ciently exalted to make any attempt at conversation difficult 
It was not however very long before F^rar or “Brother 
Sebastian joined them, and led them as though by some 
. involuntary instinct iEto the flower-grown quadrangle, where 
two or three of the n\onks were now to be seen pacing up and 
down in the strong red spnset-light witji books open in their 
hands, pausing ever and anon in their slow walk to speak to El- 
Rami, who sat, as before, alone under tHe boughs of the cedar- 
tree. One of the tam^ doves tha* had previously bedh seen 
nestling at his feet, had now taken up its position on his knee, 
and was complacently huddled down there, allowing itself to 
be stroked; and uttering crooning sounds of satisfaction as 
his hand passed caressf^gly over its folded white wings. F^raz 
said very little as he escorted all his guests up to within a yard 
* br^lso of El-Rimi's secluded seat, — but Lady Vaughan paused 
irresolutely, gazing timidly and with something dt awe at the 
quiet reposeful {igury; the drooped head, the delicate dark 
hand ^ffiat stroked the dove's wings, — and as she looked ♦and 
strovr; to realise that this gentle, submissive, meditative, 
hermilffike matf was indded the once ^>roud and indomitable 
El-Rimf, a sudden trembling came over her, and a rush of 
tears blinded her cyQs. x ^ 

\ cannot speak to^iiim” — she whispered sobbingly to her 
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» * ^ 
husband— He looks so far awiy, — I am sure he* is not here 

with us at all ! *' , ** 

Sir Frederick, distressed at his wife’s tears, murmured some- 
tliing soothing,^ — but )^e too was rendeied nervous by tht* 
situation and he could find no words in Which to make his 
feelings intelligible. S/d, as before, Irene Vassilius tdok the 
initiative. Going close up to P^I-Rami, she with a quick yet 
graceful impulsiveness threw herself in^ a half-kn<^ling attitude 
before him. ^ , * 

“ El- Rami ! ” she said. 

He started, and stared down upon her amazedly, — yet was 
careful in all his movements nOt to disturb the drowiiing white 
dove upon liis fence. 

“ Who calls m^ ? ” he demanded — “ Who kpeaks ? ” 

“ I dall you — replied Irene, regardless how her quite 
unconventional, behaviour might affect the Vaughans as 
onlookers— ‘‘ I ask you, dearVriend, to listen to me. I, want 
to tell you that I am happy — very happyf~and that before 1 
go, you must give me your blessing.” j 

A pathetic pain and ^yonderment*c^pssed El-Rdmi’s features. 
He looked 'helplessly at Fdraz, — for- though he did not 
recognise him as his jjrother, he was accustomed to rely upon 
him for '^verjrthing, * 

“This is "very strange ! ” he faltered — “No one has ever 
asked me for a blessing. Make her understand that I have 
no power at all to do any good by so much as a word or a 
thi>ught. I am a very poor and ignoranthnan — quite at God’s 
mercy.” 

Fdraz bent above him with a soothing gesture. ^ * 

“ Dear El-kaiui,” he said — “ this lady honoi^s you. You 
will wish her well ere she departs froril us, ,-that is all she 
seeks.*’ • ^ * * . \ 

El-Rimi* turned again towards Irene, who remained per- 
fectly quiet^ the attitude she Ij^d as^med. ^ 

^ “ I thought,’* — he murmured slowly — “ I thought yoi were 
^ an angel ; it seems you are^ womaA. Sometimes tH^ are 
one and the same th'iig. Not often, but aometimes.^ 
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are wrongecjj — much wronged, — whevi God endows- them, they 
see farther than we do. But you must not honour me, — I am 
not worthy to be honoured. A little child is much wiser than 
L am. Of course I must wish you, well — could not do 
otherwise. You see this | oor bird,” — and he again stroked 
the doVe which now dozed peacefiilly-i “ I wish it well also. 
It has its mate and its hole in the dove-cote, and number less 
other little — I wonld have it always hap]3y, — and . . . 

so — I would have you always hap])y too. And, — most 
assuredly, if you desire it, I will say -* God bless you ! * ** 

Here he seemed to collect his thoughts with some effort, — 
his dark brows contract ed pcf^jlcxedly, — then, after a minute, 
his expression briglitened, and, as if he had jVistrremembered 
something, he carefully and with almost trembling reverence, 
made the sign of the cross above Irene's dr(;oping head. She 
gently caught the hovering hand and kissed it. He smiled 
placidly, like a child who is caiessed. 

“You are very g^od to me” — he said — “1 am quite sure 
you are an angel, .^nd being so, you need no blessing — (iod 
knows His own, and alw.^'ys claims the,rn ... in the end.“ 

He closed his eyes* languidly then and seemed fatigued, — 
his hand still mechanically stroked the dove’s wings. They 
left him so, moving a,'vay from him with hushed and* cautious 
steps. He had not noticed Sir Frederick or I.ady Vaughan, — 
and they were almost glad of this, as they were thenic»elves 
entirely disinclined to sjieak. To see so great a wreck of a 
once brilliant intelle?lt was a painful spiectacle to good-natured 
Sir Frederick, — while Lady Vaughan it had the effect of a 
s*evere i^ervous «3hock. She thought she would have been 
better able tr* bear the sight of a distracteS and howling 
maniac, than the solemn pitifulness of that silent submission, 
thaV'grave patience of .a j/^iysically strong map iransfc^rrfled, as 
it were, into a child. They walked round the court, P’eiaz 
gathi-ing as lie went touqupts of A)ses and jessamine and 
passin Dra for the two ladies, 

“ seems cS>rafortatfce and h^py“ — Sir Frederick ventured 
w til rrfeark at last. 
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“He is, .perfectly so "j— rejoined F^raz. ‘*It is very ra^'cly 
5;hat he is depressed or uneasy. He may live on ftius till he is 
quite old, they tell rne, — h*s j)hysical health is exceptionally 
t^ood.” • ^ • 

** And you will al^vays stay with him ? S£vd Irene. 

“Can you ask, Madame!'* and F^raz smiled — “ is ray 
one joy to serve him. I uneve sometimes that he does not 
know me re.dly, who 1 am, — but I have a secret feeling that 
one day that part of the cloud will lift,*and he know. For 
the rest he is pleased und soothed to have me near him, — that 
is all I desire. He did everything for me once, — it is fitting I 
should do everything for him rvow. God is good, — :ind in His 
measure of affliction there is always a great sweetnesj.** 

“Surely you do not think it well for your brother to have 
lost th^ control of his brilliant intellectual faculties ? *' asked 
Sir Frederick, suryirised. 

“ I think everything well that God designs ” — answered Fdraz 
gently, now giving the flowers he had goJ.hered, to Ireiie and ^ 
Lady Vaughan, and iboking, as he stood in his white robes 
against a bacliground of rosy sunse't-light/like a glorified young 
saint in a pic:ture, — Rami’s intellec tual faculties were far 
loo brilUani," loo keen* too dominant, — his great force and 
suprcuTi^cy of will too absolute. With such powers as he had 
he would hfive ruled this world, and lost^the next. That is, he 
would have* gained the Shadow and missed the Substance. 
No, no — it is best as it is. ‘ Except ye become as little child- 
rejn, ye shall i;iot enter the Kingdom of Jdeaven ! ’ That is a 
true saying. In the Valley of Humiliation the birds of paradise 
sing, and in K\ Kami’s caith-darkness^here ^are gleams of the*^ 
Licht Divine. I am content, — and so, 1 firmly said devoutly 
believe, is he.” ^ * 

Witf^ tills, and a few more partjng words, 1;fie visitors now 
pre])ared \o take their leave. Suddenly Irene Vassiliu A per- 
ceived an ey.quisite rosji hanging do^n amon^the viny that 
^lambcrcez ‘libpiit the walls of* the little monastery A rose 
pure wiiite in its outer pet«4s but t|^derlj tipted witlJa pale 
blush pink towards its centre. Acting on her own im^i^ajlve * 
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ide*^, she gathered it, and hastened ,back alone g.cross the 
quadrangle to where Sl-Rami sat absorbed and lost in his own 
drowsy dreams. v. ^ * 

“ Good-bye, dear , friend, — good-bye ! she ::aid softly, and 
held the fragrant beautiful l^ud towards him. 

He opened his sad dark eyes and smiled, — then extended 
his hand and took the flower. 

I thank you, little messenger of peace ! ” he said- It is a 
rose from Heaven, — it is the Soul of Lilith ! ** 








